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1860-1863 
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ROUNDAROUT PAPERS 


T HE “ Roundabout Papers” might serve for a diary of the last 
years of my father’s work. 

One by one the times and the occasions recur as one looks 
over the list of these short essays which seem so identified with him. 
The first of the series devised for the first of the Coriiliil/s, “On a 
Lazy, bile Boy,” was begun in the large low sitting-room of the little 
inn at Loire where we were detained — for many weary days. My 
brother-in-law, Leslie Stephen, has since told me that he saw my 
father and my sister for the first time sitting on a bench in the 
garden of the Baor au Lac Hotel at Zurich, to which we moved 
next, and where the article was finished. How much happiness it 
might sometimes give one, if one could recognise lifelong friends to 
be in the people who seem to pass one by, and yet who arc coming 
back—for good. 

As for the “ Two children in black,” I can see them still, as 
they first got into the railway-carriage with us, with their charming 
mother. We made friends all day long in the train to Heidelberg, 
and at night we went to the same inn their name was written 
with ours in the travellers’ book. “ Madame-avee ses enfants.” 

xiii 
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I have forgotten the name, though I remember the phrase. How 
sorry my father was for the poor little boys, and how often wt 
speculated as to their history! 

This paper opens with a passage about Montaigne. “ Montaigne 
and 1 Howel’s Letters ’ are my bedside books. If I wake at night 
I have one or other of them to prattle me to sleep again. They 
talk about themselves for ever, and don’t weary me. I like to hear 
them tell their old stories over and over again.” My father had r 
favourite old Montaigne which he kept by his bedside. 

As far as I can remember, I do not believe that he had any 
particular feeling for special editions. He used a cheap, battered 
old Boswell with double columns; the companion with whom, as 
he said, he could have been quite content to dwell upon that 
problematical desert island. He also liked his shabby, worm- 
eaten copies of Johnson’s poets. Milton’s Sonnet to Shakespeare 
in Johnson’s poets was one of the last things lie ever read. When 
he did not sleep well, sometimes in summer-time he used to get 
up very early, about four o’clock—long before the house was astir— 
and we would come down to breakfast and find him standing reading 
by his bookshelves. 

One can feel as one reads how he enjoyed these expeditions 
into book-land, the long rambles in that wide, inexhaustible country ; 
sometimes he seemed to pause and look about, and to gaze at his 
favourite prospects. He returned to his best beloved quotations 
again and again. There is one he used to speak of with special 
admiration—Goldsmith’s parable of the hunted hare:— 

“ Like as a hare whom hounds and horns pursue 
Pants to the place from whence at first he flew, 

I still had hopes, my long vexations past, 

Here to return—and die at homo at last.” 

My father’s memory, though partial, was very clear. I 
remember Mr. Kinglake once saying that his quickness of appre¬ 
hension was most remarkable, and equalled by that of very few 
people. If he read a book lie turned page after page without 
stopping at all, in a rapid methodical way, and he used to say 
that from long habit he could glean the contents of each page as 
he glanced at it. It was only the other day that an eminent 
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politician of this present time declared to a friend that it was 
almost impossible to him to read less than three lines at once, 
and some such power must have belonged to my father’s short¬ 
sighted eyes. 

The third “ Roundabout, ’ “ 5n Ribbons,” has been lately re¬ 
printed in an admirable little newspaper called the Britannia, in 
which for a penny you can read something better worth remembering 
than stale histories of present crimes and vulgarities. Things, 
happily no less true, but more cheering and more amusing to 
contemplate—seamanship, athletics, speeches of good import, active 
doings of every kind. 

The number of this periodical which quotes the “ Roundabout ” 
“ On Ribbons,” warmly endorses my father’s suggestion of an order 
of Britannia for seamen. 

Iiow well I remember the writing of the paper “ On some late 
Great Victories,” for the sixth number of the Cornhill, and its 
humorous and amusing description of a Roman triumphal proces¬ 
sion, and of “six great complete and undeniable victories achieved 
by the corps which the editor of the Cornhill Magazine has the 
honour to command. . . .” 

“On the 13th day of April'last I went to see a friend in a 
neighbouring crescent,” are the first words of this “ Roundabout.” 
The friend was my grandmother, who lived for a couple of years 
in Brompton Crescent, and remained there until my grandfather’s 
death, when she came home to us. My father paid her a daily 
visit on his way into town. 

There is one personal “ Roundabout Paper ” “ On a Chalk Mark 
on the Door,” which recalls a housekeeper’s confusion when she 
read the paper in the Cornhill, and went out to look at the mark 
— she can still remember it—a sort of V in red chalk on the door¬ 
post in Onslow Square. 

The essay on a “ Thorn in the Cushion ” is very well known 
and often quoted. I found a packet of thorns only the other day 
in an old box where I was looking for figs, and felt that a quarter 
of a century laid not quite swept away the sting of these spinulas. 
Sometimes, as my father says, the letters contained not mere 
thorns, but bludgeons. 

“ Round about the Christmas Tree ” is written in good spirits, 
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and about pleasant things. Bobby Mistletoe,.who had been staying 
with us for a week, and “sleeping mysteriously in the bath-room,” 
may remember the incident, and the slight pecuniary transactions 
alluded to. I wonder if he remembers the punch which Mr. 
O’Morgan pronounced too weak, and the Pantomime. I myself 
can bear witness to a winter’s walk in the Zoological Gardens, 
with certain childish friends of those days, now turned to grey¬ 
headed friends. My father was always happy in the Zoological 
Gardens. “If I have cares in my mind,” he says, “I come to 
the Zoo, and fancy they don’t pass the gate.” On this occasion 
as ho walked along he made up that well-known poem:— 

“ First I saw the white bear, then I saw the black ; 

Then I saw the camel with a hump upon his back ; 

Then I saw the groy wolf, with mutton in his maw; 

Then I saw the wombat waddlo in the straw ; 

Then I saw tho elephant a-waving of his trunk ; 

Then I saw the monkoys—mercy, how unpleasantly they—smelt! ” 

Our playfellows, the children of Sir Henry Cole, were with us, 
and the youngest boy caught up the rhyme, and ran about repeating 
the last verse with its various readings, sometimes preferring one, 
sometimes the other. 

“Tunbridge Toys” was written in the summer of 1860, when 
we were staying at Tunbridge Wells in an old wooden house at the 
foot of Mount Ephraim. The drawing-room windows looked across 
a garden towards the common. “Do Juvcntutc” was also written 
there. I remember my father showing me the manuscript at the 
time, and as I read it now everything comes back. The grand¬ 
parents were living in the ground-floor sitting-room ; we were estab¬ 
lished overhead, with a couple of puppies, whose antics were the 
chief eveuts of those peaceful days. The puppies were called Gumbo 
and Saidie, after the two nigger boys in “ The Virginians.” Gumbo 
had a fine time of it, driving vast herds of sheep before him across 
Rustington Common. Saidie was of a meeker disposition. When 
we went abroad later in the year, Saidie returned to Onslow Square, 
and Gumbo was sent away to live with our friends the Synges, a 
present for the aforesaid Bobby Mistletoe. I cannot help describing 
here the little story my father told us of Gumbo’s behaviour when 
they met again on our return from abroad. Gumbo, in his black- 
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and-tan coat, was quietly passing the time on the pavement in front 
of the house in Pimlico, when he saw the hansom-cab driving up 
the middle of the street with my father inside; and with one wild 
leap from the curb-stone he sprang into the advancing cub and 
landed safe on my father’s knegs, knocking otf his spectacles, and 
lickim is face all over. 

“The Koundabout” called “Notes of a Week’s Holiday” re¬ 
presents a real week and a real holiday, and one of the happiest. 

We went to the play during that little journey and saw a 
wonderful performance called Le Secret de Miss Aurore, of which 
the sketch on the following page is a reminiscence. Christmas 
sports were introduced to charm the squire. The sketch of tho 
scene from the Freischutz which is also given belongs to some 
earlier holiday-time. 

“Screens in Dining-rooms” was prompted by an article in 
the Saturday Review reproducing a gossiping one sent from an 
American newspaper. My father wrote to Mr. George Smith :— 

“ My dear S.,—I have been lying awake half the night about 
that paper in a sort of despair; but I think I have found a climax 
dignified and humorous enough at last, Heaven be praised, and 
that our friend won’t sin again.—Yours ever, W. M. T.” 

I suppose some people disliked my father—perhaps he thought 
there were more than really existed. Ho was a diffident man, 
sensitive, and easily wounded, especially by any one for whom he 
rad a regard. “ We shall never be allowed to be friends, that 
s clear,” he says once, speaking of tho reports concerning him 

md Dickens. A friend of Mr. Dickens said one day, “ D- 

Thackeray,” which another friend felt ought to be immediately 
eported in everybody’s interest.* 

* There were happily other episodes more worthy of being reported, this 
eing but one among them. 

“ March 23 , 1855 . 

“ Mv dear Thackeray, —I hare read in tho Times to-day an account of 
our last night’s lecture, and cannot refrain from assuring you in all truth and 
amestness, that I am profoundly touched by your generous reference to me. 
do not know how to tell you what a glow it spread over my heart. Out of 
a fulness I do entreat you to believe that I shall never forget your words of 
Mnmendation. If you could wholly know at once how you have moved me 
ad how you have animated me, you would be the happier, I am certain.— 
aithfully yours ever, Charles Dickens." 
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One ci>|rl>r:iteil author put him into a liook with unfavoural 
roiimitrtt.-i -hut it must be confessed that my lather had writt 
“Cndline'shy.” 



'^4^ Is..,,, Uv ^»e4 
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I’F.ASANT GIRLS DANCING. 

In “ The Notch on the Axe" he describes n favourite Sir Jo? 
print. “When your spirits are low, he writes, “her bright 
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0,1 - vou 11,1,1 «*hoer you. She never fails to soothe you with 
r -hless ,.rattle. . . . You love her she is alive with y.,n.” 
;.:The print is that rliarinin- little winter-pine representing 
r’tlie little I.adv Caroline Montagu, Afterwards I inehess of I'.,,," 
■acleueh. .She is (standing in the midst of a winter landseape 



STUDY OF .MOTHKit AND CHILD. 


1 r, ij»p< *i in ij 11 ,ff mi* 1 clonk, and sin* looks out of tlie picture with 
Diilc so exquisite tiiaL u Herod couJdii t sec jjcr without bcin^ 
armed. 

^ ,,r little Lady Caroline lie had a special fancy. 



- I: -Ui,A.vrv N 
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One of the last of the “ Roundabouts ” is called “ On some Carr 
at Sans Souei," but all the same it is dated from Kensington. 
My father had taken a fancy to a little old woman who used ti 
tome sometimes to tea at Pulaee Green, and he made her tin 
heroine of this particular paper. A friend who discovered her ii 
a workhouse used to carry her some occasional tokens of good-will 
“ Ah, you rich people ! ” says the old lady, “ you are never withou 
a screw of snufl' in your pockets.’’ The old woman used to com. 



t mi.imnN's iika ns. 


to tea and chatter away to my father when she met him in t 
hall; she curtsied with equal deference to the page-boy, who treat 
her with more haughtiness perhaps. Our page-boy had serie 
views and doubts about her way of life. “ John,” says the “ Rout 
about Paper,” “ when Goody-Two-Shoes comes next Friday, I des 
she may not lie disturbed by theological controversies. . . . Ma 
her comfortable by our kitchen hearth, set that old kettle 
sing by our hob, warm her old stomach with nut-brown ale a 
a toast in the fire. Be kind to the poor old school-girl 
ninety, who bus had leave to come out for a day of Christo 
holiday.” 
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The last of the “ Itounilabouts " is culled “ St ran,no to say, on 
flub Paper.” Tho will of an old friend. Lord Clyde, was written 
on the Athemcum note-paper, and this was remarked upon, and my 
father in turn remarked upon the criticism. 

“ The proofs and MSS. of this little sermon have just returned 
from the printers, and as 1 look at the writing I pereeive, not 
without a smile, that one or two of the pa yes bear, ‘strange to say,' 
tile mark of a (dub of which 1 have the honour to lie a member." 
Mv father's club was so much a part of his daily life, that it seemed 
at last to he a part of his home ; and though he was ill and suffer¬ 
ing, he went there up to the end and worked there at his favourite 
table, and met, the familiar faces that he liked to see, and the 
friendly silences as well as the friendly greetings of his old asso¬ 
ciates. It was there lie met .Mr. Dickens, on that occasion of which 
Mr. Dick. mis himself has written, when my father was coming away 
for the last time from his accustomed haunt. 

It has been truly said that in lift' ideas are the only facts that, 
last. Ollier things pass and disappear, but ideas grow and grow in 
people's hearts, as time goes on and men learn their long lessons, 
land accept, the teaching of life. And so, perhaps, the best, cairn 
or monument to the memory of a good man is that one which his 
friends put up to him in spirit, and in truth. As one, looks back at 
the warm expressions at the time of my father's death, one feels 
how much was meant by them. Here is Charles Dickens writing 
from his heart, and noting the little familiar things which the mind 
first turns to in a bereavement. “An excellent way with boys,” he 
says among the rest, and then he goes on to speak of other char¬ 
acteristics—-his quiet endurance, his unselfish thoughtfulness for 
others, his munificent hand. And then come Mr, Trollope’s words 
of affectionate and true feeling. “ He carried his heart-strings in 
i crystal ease,” he wrote. And there is a record of his saying as 
he spoke of a future life: “If 1 thought I should never see old 
Thackeray again, I should be a very unhappy man,” he cried.* 

* There is a letter from Mr. John Blackwood, published in the Annals of 
hat house (vol. iii. p. 98), which strikes so discriminating, i.o true a note of 
nendship and old companionship, that 1 cannot hut quote the passage. Tlie 
etter is to Mr. Langford, and i.s dated December 80, 1SG3 :— 

“Thackeray's death would tie a tad blight upon your Christmas. It is a 
cri * brief to me, and indeed to all my family, ‘Old 'Ihack ’ was a constantly 
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The last words .Sir John Millais wrote to me were of my 
father: “ I dwell now entirely on the past, as far hack as when as 
a hoy [ walked the .Jersey lanes in spring, ... 1 follow on to the 
days of Trollope and your father, whom I loved.” Newman, writing 
three days after my lather’s death, put his stone upon the rail'll 
and wrote, “ 11 is last fugitive pieees in the C., rnhiU were almost 
sermons,-" 

An American, Mr. Stoddart, the author of some touching lines 
on my father's death, writing of his work, has cpmted a passage 
from Ceorge Crialley's Essays, which expresses something which 
is true of all good work: “Thackeray could not have produced 
‘ Vanity Fair ’ unless Eden had heen shining brightly before his 
eyes.’’ 

“ Love is a higher intellectual exercise than hatred," my father 
himself has said. 

In a letter to a friend Mr. Venables wrote: “I once told 
him that the basis of his character was religious sentimentality, 
and he gravely said that I understood him perfectly ; but, like 
Horace, he gave warning that neither lie nor his tastes, opinions, 
and feelings were to be attacked with impunity. His humorous 
pugnacity subsided at once in the presence of real or apparent 
goodness,” 

Another friend. Sir Theodore Martin, who was amongst the 
hist to express a serious recognition of his place in literature so 
my father himself felt, and wrote concluded a review of his works in 
1 Sd.'i with these words: “ lie tills a large space now in the world’s 

recurring thought aid subject of reavcr-atCn with us. . . . To l.ojiiion literary 
moil Thackeray's do.ith is a wry mtu-us '.-i--. Ho wa> a contra! h^uro, and His 
tone Ionvoii*'< 1 amt »li«I to the whole b«niv. I»y all u'ood follows it will be 

thoroughly felt." -And again to a contributor Mr, I hark wood writes, “I ii<• 
n«*t fool that tho piper describes Thackeray, and ci»nso<)Montly 1 did not like 
to put. it into tho maen/.ino as our portrait and triimto to his memory. None 
of tho tmmorous sketches l have had irivo to me any real picture of the man, 
with his fun and mixture of bitterness with warm good feciimr. . . . Writing 
about 'Old 1 hack lias set me thinking about him and all the n-enes wc have 
had together. I fool so truly about him. that I am fritr it- n' d to give a wrong 
impression of him to ono who di i net know him.” Such words from tho*e 
whom ho trusted and who trusted him are t "t word*. thov are facts, ami 
they represent what has been and is still for those of us who inherit these 
memories. 
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eye, and his reputation has become a matter of pride to Ids 
country, . . . that of the only satirist who mingles hour: kind 
ness witli Ids sarcasm, and charity and humility with his yurt vest, 
rehuke.” It makes one proud to yad these words, so manly and 
so sincere. 

Lord Houghtons lieuutit'ul lines in the Coni/iill will he 
reineinhered : 

“ O gentler (’ensor • *f our 

I’rimt: <*f mir nmplor toncuc. 

Whoso wunl <>f wit Mini ^onerous ] 

Won* novel* wroth except with wrontr. 

Kiehiinu'' without, tin* m.mm r’s dross, 

Scott with a spirit’s luiyor room, 

Whrit prolate deems thy ^rrave hi> h-s- - 
What Halifax erects thy torn!*? 

But m.'iyhe 1 m* who so could draw 
The hidden f^roa*, t i e humhlo wise, 

Yielding with them to<;...j's ^ood law, 

Makes the Pantheon whero lie lioft.” 


II 

DENIS DU VAT, 

lx my father's farewell eimdar to the readers and contributors of 
the <':,r,iln 7/ J/o,/, i.iiir there is mention of a contemplated story 
which eventually became item's Itiual,” although I think that, 
when the addre-s was written, not “ Item’s Ituval,” hut another 
history was in his mind. 

The address was published in April IH>2, and part of it has 
already been quoted. The editor, after announcing his resignation, 
conrludes in the following words: - 

“ 1 had rather have a quiet life than "old lace and epaulets, and 
deeper than ever did plummet sound, I fling my speaking-trumpet. 
Once in a voyage to America, I met a sea.captain who was passenger 
in a ship he had formerly commanded. Xo man could be more 
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1 mI>y and cheerful than this, lie rode through the gale with the 
must, perfect, eontiilenre in the ship ami its captain ; lie purveyed 
the storm as being another gentleman's business ; and his great 
delight was to he called at lii.-»wateh, to invoke a blessing on the 
steward boy who woke him, and to turn round in his crib and go 
to sleep again. Let my successor command the (U»-nhUK giving 
urn always a passage on hoard : and if the printer's boy rings at my 
door of an early morning, with a im ssage that there are three pages 
wanting or four too much, 1 will send out my benediction to that 
printer’s boy, and take t 'other hall'hour’s doze. 

"Though editor no more,’’ continues my lather, " I hope long to 
remain a contributor to my friend’s magazine. I believe my own 
special readers will agree that my bonks will not sillier when their 
author is released from the daily task of reading, accepting, refusing, 
losing, and finding the works of other people. To say ‘no’ has 
often cost me a morning's peace and a day's work. 1 tremble 
m-tiiti dh tu. (lb, those hours of madness spent in searching for 
Louisa s lost lines to her dead piping biull-tineh, for Xlmj Senoj’s 
mislaid essay ! I tell them for the last time that, the late editor 
will not be responsible for rejected eonnnunieations, and herewith 
send oil' the chair and the great f'ornhill .1 f<u/<nin>: tin box, with 
its load of care. 

“ Whilst the present tale of • Philip ’ is passing through the press, 
i am preparing another, on which 1 have worked at intervals for 
many years past, and which 1 hope to introduce in the ensuing 
year; and l have stipulated lbr the liberty of continuing the little 
essays which have amused the public and the writer, and which I 
purpose to contribute from time to time to the pages of the f'nni/ii/l 
Mmi'izinr. V. M. T. 

before finally starting on the novel of “ Denis Duval lie was 
turning over two stories in his mind. Of one of these—it was 
never written after all we had often heard him speak, and there 
are some notes which concern it in the same MSS. volume which 
contains those for “Denis Duval." The story which was never 
written belonged to the days of Henry A’., and we had seen him 
reading for it from time to time in Froissart and Brantdme and 
Monstrelet. The one fact concerning it which is vividly impressed 
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in my mind is that the hero was to come into action on a cow, as 
die knights did at Agincourt when horses ran short. 

The second story was to be shorter than the mediaeval romance, 
md to date from 1763, with highway robbers and sea-fights, and 
i sailor for a hero ; this was “Denis Duval.” 

My father used to talk a great deal about it all to ns. Agnes, 
the heroine, bad one or two aliases. She was sometimes Henriette, 
sometimes Blanche, but then he said she should be Agnes after all; it 
ivas an ugly name, but it was convenient for the working of the story, 
md there were two St. Agneses. In the same way Denis himself was 
nailed Blaise for a little time, and the Duvals were called Merian. 

He was anxious about this novel. I can remember his saying 
that “ Philip ” had not enough story, and that this new book must 
be a success, if be could make it so. He used to carry the 
chapters about with him, and often pull them out from his coat 
pocket to consult. 

He said that it was a superstition of bis to write at least one 
line in every day whether he was ill or well. Only once, to my 
recollection, did lie try to dictate some pages of “Denis Duval,” 
but he very soon sent bis secretary away, saying that he must 
write for himself. 

It is in May 1863 that he writes to Mrs. Ritcliic, the widow 
bf his cousin William Ritchie, "the gentleman of the long robe” 
>f the “ Roundabout Papers,''' tiie friend and benefactor of so many 
lerc in England as well as in India, whose death at Calcutta the 
ear before had been so great a shock : “ If I haven’t written to 
ou sooner, be pleased to know that for the last ten days I have been 
lmost nun compos mentis. When I am in labour with a book I 
on’t quite know what happens. I sit for hours before my paper, 
ot doing my book, but incapable of doing anything else, and 
linking upon that subject always, waking with it, walking about 
ith it, and going to bed with it. Oh, the struggles and bothers— 
,i, the throbs and pains about this trumpery ! ” 

1 There were a good many technical difficulties in the subject 

had taken up, and he sometimes said that lie should like to 
to a journey in a man-of-war so us to learn all the nautical 
rases. Mr. Greenwood’s notes on “ Penis Duval ” will show how 
refully my father got all the details up. 
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One pleasant impression still in my mind belonging to those 
days, is that of my father’s return one summer’s evening pleased 
and in good spirits from a little visit he had paid to \\ ineneisea 
and live. He came home delighted with the old places; he had 
seen the ancient Gateways and sketched one of them, and he had 
seen the great, churches and the old houses, all sailin',' inland from 
the sea. Winchelsea was everything he had hoped for, and even 
better than he expected, lie was so often ailing in those latter 
days that when he was well and happy it seemed to he a general 
holiday in the house. 

Another association which 1 have with “ Denis Duval ” is con¬ 
nected with almost, the last paye of the manuscript. One day lie 
came down at luncheon time in -treat spirits and excitement ; he was 
quite carried away by what he had been reading and writing that 
morning concerning the splendid gallantry of Captain I’earson of 
the StTitf>ix. Instead of eating his luncheon, he began describing 
the engagement with as much pride as if he laid witnessed it, or 
as if he had had a son serving on board. Ilis old friend and neigh¬ 
bour Admiral f’itzKoy had looked up the papers and particulars 
and sent them to him from the Admiralty : my father followed 
them all with something beyond interest, until lie seemed to 
be actually living through the events which laid hold of his 
imagination. 

My sister in law, Mrs. Warm Cornish, who was scarcely more 
than a child in those days, lias written down some of her reminis¬ 
cences of that I ime. 

“Out of my girlish remembrance of visits at Palace (ireeit," 
she writes, “the impression made by tlie creation of ‘ Denis Duval’ 
remains extraordinarily clear. It, was in the summer of ISti.’l, and 
I believe that .Mr. Thackeray was just then very happy, finding 
himself once more, after a long interval, in the full vein of historical 
romance. Put I knew nothing of this at the time, only that the 
atmosphere of ‘Denis Duval’ permeated everything. The beauti¬ 
ful red bouse shaded by tall elms, on Palace (Jroen ; the bits of 
antique plate, china, and furniture, collected by Mr. Thackeray, 
when it was easier than it. is now, to make genuine last-century 
purchases, • brand new and intensely old ’ as lie would describe 
some Louis XVI. clock or tjueridon just brought home—all these 
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old-world things seemed to me a part of the spell. The story 
progressed day by day, and reached us through his talk with his 
daughters, and with my sister and myself, whose father he had 
loved. The great world of Londojt came and went past the quiet 
green precincts, and he went to the great world or came from it. 
It was the July season, and Mr. Thackeray's constant presence 
among a small hand of his own and his daughters’ friends— 
Mr. and Mrs. Collins, Herman Merivale and his sister,* Mrs. 
Williams Freeman, Frederick Walker, and others left an inde 
scrihably full impression. Hut every day one received a clearer 
idea of the laborious daily task ; the initiation behind the scenes 
into the delightful story which was coming into being was full, 
not only of wonder and charm, but of the serious aspect of work 
in Mr. Thackeray’s house. 

I remember when the story of the poor Countess of Saverne 
absorbed him. “The Countess is growing very mad,” lie said one 
day ; “last night St. Sebastian appeared to her stuck all over with 
arrows —Inokhnj like a Jri'miii/ct lie added gravely, though with 
a mock shudder. And then ho would sketch for us what we read 
afterwards, that Count de Saverne was heartbroken about his wife’s 
flight with the little Agnes ; and one gathered the story of the duel 
with the mysterious Fount de la Motto, who had been brought up 
as a priest. The Fount de Saverne was to be killed, and round his 
neck was to be found within his shirt a little shoe hanging by a string. 

“You know, Papa, Motor Hugo has got a shoe.” 

“So he has! Hugo has a i/tni/iiijireut shoe. It must be 
something else. What do babies wear?” 

We could not think of anything but the rap, but we regretted 
it, and agreed that nothing was so pathetic, as a shoe. 

The inspiration sometimes had to be waited for and caught at 
the Hood. The carriage came to the door and waited, waited an 
hour, an hour and a half, two hours. Mr. Thackeray wrote on. 

* Mrs. Williams Freeman, who was Ella Merivale, ami very young in those 
clays, remembers sitting at luncheon hy my Father, who was helping us all, as 
lie sat at the head of the table. To her he said —■ 

“ Tattle maid with sparkling eve. 

Will yon have some mutton pie? 

Little maid with tender heart, 

Will yon have some apple tart V 
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His daughters only said what a good thing it was that every ten 
minutes made a page of Papa’s handwriting. At last he came, 
and got into the carriage with us, all in the best of spirits. As 
we drove towards Wimbledon pr Richmond he would read every 
name on the small shops as we passed ; he wanted Christian names 
for certain smugglers to come into the story. He commented on 
all the names. Every minute seemed brimful in his society; 
one never thinks, even when remembering what followed, of in- 
completion. 

At a garden party I have a recollection of a man saying to him, 
“ It is said, Thackeray, of you, that you have body enough for two 
and soul enough for three. . . .” 

“ Soul enough for one I hope—I can but hope,” he replied 
gravely. 

One other recollection of those working days of his is very 
vivid. Besides writing “ Denis Duval ” and the “ Roundabout 
Papers,” lie was receiving calls for articles which he was often in¬ 
disposed to write- once it was a critique of the sketches collected 
and exhibited after Oruikshank’s death. He accepted the task, 
declaring he would fail. 

“ If I were you, Papa, I would write all round the subject and 
say as little as possible about it.” 

This was the quiet voice of his youngest daughter. 

“ Thank you, my dear,” he said, and I can see him pacing the 
room impatiently and her sitting calmly by—the most reposeful, 
the most observant of women, then a girl of twenty, with shining 
bronze hair and bright rosy cheeks ; she was ever reserved, but with 
him in jierfect sympathy of taste and feeling. 

My father’s last letter to Dr. John Brown, with whom my 
sister was staying in Edinburgh that autumn, touches on “ Denis 
Duval ”:— 

“ Palace Uhkkn, September 23, 1863. 

“ My dear J. B.,—-I am very glad you like my little Min ; 
with her and her sister I have led such a happy life that I am 
afraid almost as I think of it lest any accident should disturb it. 
. . . We three get on so comfortably together that the house is 
not the house when one is away. 
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“ I have done no work for a whole year, and must now set to 
at this stale old desk, or there will lie no beef and mutton—I have 
spent too much money on this fine house one way or t'other, besides 
giincraeks, china, plate, the deuce knows what. I am not in debt, 
thank my stars, but instead of writing to you, why am I not 
writing the history of Denis Duval, Esq., Admiral of the White 
Squadron? Because I don’t know anything about the sea and 
seamen, and get brought up by my ignorance every other page. 

“Good-bye, my dear J. B. My love to the children.—Your 
grateful old friend, W. M. T.” 

There is a chapter of “ Denis Duval ” hitherto not printed, 
in which my father says, “Over the back of the armchair in which 
I sit, I remember, as a boy, how there used to hang a little slim, 
powdered queue which dear old Doctor 0. wore.” (Doctor C. was 
Doctor Cariniehael-Smyth.) “llis son inherited the chair; he also 
has passed away. As I lean in the comfortable arms (not unmindful 
that the generation to which I lielong is the next to be called) I 
hold on to the past which was present once to my faithful old study 
companion. Burke has sat in the chair, and 1 remember having 
heard the owner talk of Garrick, whom lie knew. 11 iw own sons 
took honourable parts in the great European and Asian wars at the 
commencement of the century. Here, then, their father has sat, 
with moist eyes and heart, thankful to the Father of all, reading 
the young men’s affectionate letters.’’ 

We have the pen-and-ink sketch of the old chair described in 
the suppressed chapter. It is drawn on the back of one of the 
pages of the manuscript of “Denis Duval": which manuscript a 
friend brought us, who had discovered it long after my father’s death, 
carefully put away and forgotten. 

The only picture of “ Denis Duval ” by my father is the little 
water-colour sketch here given. Poor Denis is (lying from his old 
grandfather the perruquier’s blows to the protection of Dr. Barnard. 
There is another water-colour sketch done at the same time by 
Frederick Walker, in the possession of^lr. George Smith, represent¬ 
ing “little Denis dancing and singing before the navy gentlemen”; 
the design for this was my father’s, and it is referred to in the life 
of Frederick Walker as “ the last drawing from Mr. Thackeray’s 
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hand. ' Mr. \V: 1 1k<• r r■<- 1 >r<>< 1 m■<‘i 1 it for tin: ('anthill Mniiir.inr. Ami 
Mr. Marks tells ns that of the tour illustration.-; for “ Denis Duval,” 
Walker a it ei w a n is i< ■ f >ia«1 1 n •< •< I two in water-roloitr “ Evidence fur 
the Defem e,” ami " Denis's ^alet." They Loth heloti" to Mr. 
ami Mrs. (•enrt't: Smith. Walker’s watercolour sketehes are all 
charmin',', specially that one of the two hoys lookin',' at the pistol 
with the In i v stamliliv Open lie fore them. In the picture of Denis, 
the figure of the hoy is delightful, with the /.;/ uir, as Madame 
de Siw iu'iie calls it, of youth and nature; hut the drawing of the 
mother does not in the least represent the yrim and violent person- 
aye deserihed in the text. 

Amoip other critics, Leslie Stephen, writing' of “ Denis Duval,” 
has spoken “of the harmonious unfinished picture that iniylit have 
heeu worthy to he put hedde Esmond,” and, indeed, as one reads 
the notes one realises what a complete historical impression the 
hook should have come to he.* The lines laid hy so sure a hand, 
seem t" spread out into a wider and more comprehensive horizon ; it 
is a story of action rather than of thought, with the stratum heroic 
tiitures of the last century for heroes, warm hearted, heavy handed. 
Perhaps the writer was not unintlueueed hy his early associations 
with a family ot soldiers and their ways and talk. lie always had 
the keenest interest in naval and military things. 

Since his death there has heen an immense revival of apprecia¬ 
tion ot' those warlike times ; of the days of Nelson, when tin 1 yreat 
Meets were sweeping! the hiyji seas. Denis came at the head of 
t iio-.e st in my, honest, and delight fill heroes of Stevenson and others 
seamen helonyiny to a splendid day, who del not split hairs, 
who still eluny to their pin; taiis, who fouybt and hied, somewhat 
haphazard perhaps, hut who from larlv trainin',' or from natural 
hent made more often for riyht than for wrotiy. 

Some chapters of the wonderful histories of Nelson and his ship¬ 
mates, lately published, read at times like a paste out of "Denis 
I hivnl." 

Take Colonel Drinkwatm’s story as it is iptoted in Mahan’s 

* l‘Is.trios Pickens wrote, "In respect «*f carmM foolinj-, f u-seeir^r p;ir|*o*e\ 
character, incident. at.d a certain iovitm. p: v t tin-•dtivi.i 1 *' hittidini, r flit* who!*.*, 

I boliove it to i>o tmioii the lH?.st of ail hi* w,*rks.” 
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'""‘k- I hinkwater, who mot Nelson shortly before the 

ivittlc of Camperdown, w hich was fought on the 11th ..( < ),-t.,1,,.,- | 7:17 
wi.ci Nelson was not yet quite recovered from his terrible wound. ’ 


<hie of the first questions Mr. Nelson jnit to me was whether 
1 had heen at the Admiralty 1 told him there was a rumour that, 

the lintidi fleet had 1.. emtaqed with that of Holland. Hr 

"1’ ,lis peculiar enerv'rtir manner, notwithstanding Lady 
N ' ' 'l"iet him, and stretehiim out his uuwounded 
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firm, ‘Drink-water,’ said i..-, 
w it h 1 hmean at this moment 
tin- man, and so intense his 
life to the service.’’ 


I w '.inn ale t hi other arm to he 
So UtleonqUet a i lie v a s the spirit of 
'•'-enie-s to L'ive every instant of Ida 


Somethin:.' of the spirit 
titan in life , continuance. 


ot this absorption in life's work, rather 
■eerri" in some measure to animate all 


master spirit, and -real men, 
administrators, or artist,. };... 
some liL'her unknown ride; t., 


"'•it' ti.er warrior.-, or teachers, or 

1 one se, lets to the -eiaalit of 

!»■ in pat t the eiprcs-ion of that 
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which is beyond all speech. My father was not alone among his 
companions to live and teach and work in obedience to a law 
which is stronger for great men than for smaller ones. 

Lesser men in turn are not slow to do justice to those they 
trust, and whose mission they recognise. 

Only a few days before his death my father came home one 
afternoon saying that he could not get accustomed to the number 
of people whom he did not know, who seemed to know him in the 
street, and took off their hats as he went along. Ilia figure was 
so remarkable, and so little to be passed over, that no wonder 
people recognised him as they recognised Tennyson or Carlyle, or 
any other of the well-known characters of those days. 

Except for the spontaneous expression of regard from his 
readers, my father never received any of those other recognitions 
or marks of favour which are more common now than they were 
then. The Benchers of the Middle Temple sent him a message a 
few days before he died, which pleased him, that they were about to 
elect him a Bencher, but Ids name was never actually on the list. 

One bright afternoon in Itecemher LSGG we drove with him 
to the Temple. Our friend Lady ('civile came with us, and we 
went through the Park to pick him up at the Athcmeum, and 
then on to the Temple church, where the service was going on. 
The anthem was “ Rejoice, and again 1 say unto you, rejoice,'’ 
and afterwards the evening hymn was sung. When we came out 
from the inner aisle, he was waiting for us, standing (pate still 
with his hack turned, lie began to chant the anthem in an under¬ 
tone, and then he praised the evening hymn, which he always liked ; 
he said it was simple and unaffected, and entirely to the purpose, 
expressing just what was needful and no more. We walked with 
him along the Terrace and down some- steps into the (larden. For 
a little while longer the sky was very bright and red, then the 
twilight began, and we went in to tea with Herman Merivale, who 
was expecting us in his rooms, up some twisting stairs. My father 
laughed and was in gor'd spirits, and looked at the pictures upon 
the walls. Perhaps it all reminded him of his own Temple days— 
“ Ah, happy rooms, bright rooms, rooms near the sky," he says in 
“ Philip," “to remember you is to In' young again.” 
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My father’s last visit to Charterhouse, on Founder’s Day, and 
the enthusiastic welcome the boys gave him as he walked up the 
old hall, has often been alluded to. “ C.H., December 12th,” is 
almost the last entry in his diary. letter from the Rev. Alfred 
Gatty, another old Carthusian, reminds me that my father, as he 
hiins'-'f did, acted as steward on this occasion.* 

A day or two before his death I went out driving in the twilight 
with my father. We met Mr. Carlyle walking along the path by 
the Serpentine, and inv father began to wave to him—“a great 
shower of salutations,” Carlyle said in after days, speaking of that 
last meeting, with the strange echo of tenderness in his grave tones 
that those who loved him can remember. 

It was on the 17th of December 1S(>3 that this last letter 
about his work was written : — 


“ f’.U.ACK (illKFN. 

“Dear Smith, I was just going to be taken prisoner by 
Paul Jones when I had to come to bed. If I could get a month’s 
ease I could finish the eight numbers handsomely with the marriage 
of Denis and Agnes, after the capture of Toulon by the English. 
‘The Course of True Love’ I thought of as a pretty name. . . . 

“ Yesterday burcjlars entered our house and robbed my poor 
mother and girls of watches, trinkets, diamonds--all my little 
presents, lockets, bracelets, to poor Annie since she was fifteen.” 

He had no real illness, but he flagged all that last week and 
was more at home than usual. An old friend who came to see us 
told ine that iny father took him upstairs to his room to show him 

* The year before, the author of “The Newcomer" had also dined at 
Charterhouse, and Professor Jebb. who was present, writes in reply to n letter 
of mine, many years afterwards : — 

“After the Charterhouse dinner I went with another young Cambridge 
man to Kvans’s, in Covent Garden. Presently your father came in. He 
recognised us as having been at the dinner, and sat down at the tabic where 
we were. I remember feeling very shy at first, and also that, the feeling wore 
off as ho talked. I noticed that he sp< ke warmly of Tx>ngfelIow. apropos of a 
reference made by one of us to those lines from ‘ Hyperion.’ ‘Many a year is 
in its crave. ’ Before we separated he asked us to dine with hirn the next day 
at Palace Green.” 

I can also recall rny father’s interest in the young man. the Senior Classic 
that year at Cambridge, who had once been Captain of Charterhouse School. 



xxxvi ROUNDABOUT PAPERS, DENIS DUVAL, ETC. 

and smile as the lid is dosing over them. I don’t think we deplore 
the old who have had enough of living and striving and have buried 
so many others, and must be weary of living—it seems time for 
them to go—for where’s the (.pleasure of staying when the feast 
is over, and the flowers withered, and the guests gone? Isn’t it 
better to blow the light out than sit on among the broken meats 
and collapsed jellies and vapid heeltaps 1 I go—to what I don’t 
know -but to God’s next world, which is His and He made it. 
One paces up and down the shore yet awhile—and looks towards 
the unknown ocean, and thinks of the traveller whose boat sailed 
yesterday. Those we love can but walk down to the pier with 
us—the voyage we must make alone. Except for the young or 
very happy, I can’t say I am sorry for any one who dies.” 

Whenever my father wrote of death it was with peaceful 
encouragement and good-will, and now with his own words it 
seems fitting to end these notes of his dear life. 


A. I. R. 
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UNPUBLISHED CHAPTER OF 
“ DENIS DUVAL ” 

Over the back of the arm-chair in which 1 sit, I remember as a 
t>oy how there used to hang a little, slim, powdered (jiieue. which 
dear old Dr. C. wore. His soil inherited the chair ; he also has 
passed away. As I lean back in the comfortable arms (not un¬ 
mindful that the generation to which I belong is the next to be 
called) I hold on to the past which was present once to my study 
companion. Burke has sat in the chair, and I remember having 
heard the owner talk of Garrick, whom he knew -his own sons 
ook honourable part in the great European and Asian wars at the 
■oinmenoement of the century ; here their hither has sat with moist 
ves, ami heart thankful to the Father of all, reading the affectionate 
etters from the brave young men who told of Uhurtpore and Delhi, 
f Bcrgcn-op-Zooin and Waterloo. Good readers, if you will listen 
i a story of old times, l will relate one which must, have eome to 
nss when this old chair was new. 

When the old chair was some iive-and-forty years younger than 
is to-day, some of the people were yet alive whose adventures and 
characters we shall try to depict. The two chief personages whom 
our story exhibits lived in comfort and opulence in a little old town 
of Fairport, in Hampshire, where, during and after the great Euro¬ 
pean war, the. society was mainly composed of wives, widows, and 
daughters of his Majesty’s navy. Portraits of gentlemen in red 
coats and white facings hung in most of the parlours. Pictures of 
shipwrecks and naval combats were to be seen in almost all draw- 
ng-rooms. I think the two prints representing the famous action 
ictween the Java and the Constitution were the most modem works 
'fart to he seen at Fairport, and, you know, that battle was fought 
he year before Waterloo. A sedan-chair or two still existed in the 
dace, and took out the good ladies to tea on rainy evenings. Dinner 
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was at three nr four o’clock; home-made wines, by some young palate? 
thought delicious, were not uncommonly served at dessert ; at six 
appeared tea, and then came cards, quadrille, and whist until eleven, 
when a neat little supper terminated the evening’s mild amusement. 
Betty and Mary arrived with the shawls, clogs, and lantern; ami 
the good ladies went to rest, to rise the next morning for just such 
another day’s gossip, business, and pleasure. There were scarcely 
any men in the Fairport society. There were many widows ami 
elderly spinsters, daughters of deceased Commodores and Captains. 
It was not certainly an intellectual society, very few books wen 
read : indeed, books wore not considered lit furniture for ladies' 
bedrooms. I don’t know how many families would club together 
to take in the Portsmouth paper. There was plenty of beautiful 
old china which the dear old ladies delicately washed and polished 
after tea. 1 can see one of them now with one of the kindest and 
sweeteM. faces in the world, which beams and nods from the parlour 
window as the London coach pulls tip at the garden gate, with a 
little boy from school on the first delightful day of the Midsummer 
holiday. 

Our cottage was called Rose Cottage ; I wonder dp the rose- 
still clamber round the porch. It was quite a modest li !e cottage, 
but next door was Laurel House, the residence of Madame Admiral 
Duval. A comfortable briek-lmilt mansion, with bow-windows on 
each side of the door, and cedars and evergreens on the lawn. 
Thousands and thousands of times have their shadows been cast 
upon the. grass since their mistress and master beheld their dark 
venture. 

1 place the mistress first, just as Madame Duval was the first 
ill rank of the good couple. if she wore to appear and walk dowr 
Fairport High Street now, how the children would wonder 
Madame Duval used always to wear a dress of grey figured-silk 
with sleeves rutiled at the elbow, and mittens of black lace : sht 
walked on the prettiest little velvet high-heeled shoes, bearing ; 
tortoise-shell cane before her, which she held daintily between thuml 
and linger. She carried a snuff-box and a tooth-pick, and used botl 
with a perfect grace. What would you say nowadays to a duches 
witli a tooth pick ease and a snutf-box. Madame Duval’s hai 
been given by Count do Gras to her husband, Lieutenant Duval 
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wlio acted as the Count’s interpreter on board the-, of whii 

M. Duval was lieutenant. After Rodney’s famous victory for 
years ago, at the time of which I speak, Madame’s hair was: 
white as snow; but in her picture, as I have seen it, in a dress < 
white muslin sprigged with "old, the locks were as black as jay 
wind's. It used to han't in her dining-room between the portrait 
of her son, who died early, and of her husband in his uniform ( 
blue and white, with a ruffled hand in his waistcoat, and a smile o 
his broad kind face * Madame Duval appeared very seldom, am 
at Fairport evening parties, you see, there were differences—man; 
quarrels and feuds among the dear old people at Fairport. Question: 
of social precedence were debated with much acrimony, and some 
times with actual violence. I remember a dreadful to-do, for instance, 
one day, when my grand-aunt Tomlinson, a doctor of divinity’s 
lady, said she would never consent to leave a mom after Mrs. 
Sawyer, who was the wife of a medical man. The two, I fear, had 
a scuffle in the hall on their way to the tea-room. Ah, dear grand 
aunt Tomlinson, the question between you and Mrs. S. is buried 
under the grass now, and the impartial daisies cover you both! 

* Mv father iwo nm<io a mui'li ^koMi nf those two painting, which he sent 
to Mr. FitzGerald, ami which wo -ivo on the preceding page. 
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WOLVES AND THE LAMB 


ACT I 

ii'I'.Ni:. Mii.I.IKKN’s I il/<( at lltr/uiioml: tiro dnnruu/-rooms 
iijii'iu'iiii into one another. The late Mrs. Mii.ukkn's /ioi- 
ti'mt orer the maut'!/in re ; hool'-rase; s, imfrm/-fah/es, /nano, 
nrii'K/iiijn rs, a handsomrltj furnt sited saloon. The hark room 
o/iais, noth rein/ latye nnm/nins, on the /aim ami /i/easnrr- 
arotrnd : <jate, and trail orer tvhtfh the heads <J a rah and 
a rarnai/e are seen, as /irrsons arm re. Fruit, ami a ladder 
on the trails. A door to the dmtmj-room, another to the 
slee/nmj apartments, rfv. 

J OHN. Everybody nut ; "overnor in the City ; "overness (Iioi.uli- 
lio '.) walking in the Bark with tin' children ; Ladyship cone out 
in tin' carriage. Lot's sit down and have a look at, the papers. 

I hi (tons ! iotoli t lit' Mormmj l’ost out ol Lady Kii'kloliiiry s room. 
M hero's the Itaihj Ah ms, sir !■ 

I'ack. Think it's in Millikon's room. 

•li'iix. Alilliken! you scoundrel! What do you moan by 
Milliken ! Speak of your employer as your governor if you like; 
hut not as simple Milliken. Confound your impudence ! you’ll he 
eallinc mo Howell next. 

Back. M oll ! I didn’t know. Yon call him Milliken. 

•John. Because I know him, because I'm intimate with him, 
because there's not a secret he has but I may have it for the asking; 
because the letters addressed to Horace Milliken, Esquire, mitrht as 
well Ik? addressed John Howell, Esquire, for I read ’em, I put ’em 
away and docket ’em. and rememlier ’em. I know his affairs better 
than lie does : his income to a shilling, pay his tradesmen, wear his 
coats, if I like. / may call Mr. Milliken what I plea.se ; but not 
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you, you little scamp of a clod-hopping ploughboy. Know your 
station and do your business, or you don’t wear them buttons long, 
I promise you. \Exit Page. 

Let me go on with the paper. (Reads.) How brilliant this 
writing is ! Times, Chronicle, Daily Sews, they're all good, blest 
if they ain’t. How much better the nine leaders in them three 
daily papers is, than nine speeches in the House of Commons! 
Take a. very best speech in the ’Ouse now, and compare it with 
an article in the 'Times! I say, the newspaper has the best of 
it for philosophy, for wit, novelty, good sense too. And the party 
that writes the leading article is nobody, and the chap that speaks 
in the House of Commons is a hero. Lord, Lord, how the world 
is ’luubuggcd ! Pop’lar representation ! What is pop’lar repre¬ 
sentation ! Dummy, it’s a farce. Hallo ! this article is stole ! I 
remember a passage in Montesquieu uncommonly like it. 

'(does and gets the hook. As he is standing upon sofa to 
get it, and- sitting down to read it, Miss Prior and 
the children have come in at the garden. Children 
/mss across stage. 


Miss Prior enters hy open window , bringing flowers 
into the room. 

John. It is like it. (lie slaps the book, and seeing Miss Prior 
who enters, then pimps up from■ sofa, saying very respectfully,) 1 
bog your pardon, miss. 

Miss Piuor (sarcastically). Do 1 disturb you, Howell 1 

John. Disturb! I have no right to say—a servant has no 
right to lie disturbed, but 1 hope I may be pardoned for venturing 
to look at a volume in the lihery, miss, just in reference to a news¬ 
paper hartiele that’s all, miss. 

Miss P. You are very fortunate in finding anything to interest 
you in the paper, I’m sure. 

John. Perhaps, miss, you are not aeeustomed to political dis¬ 
cussion, and ignorant of -all—I lieg your pardon : a servant, I 
know, has no right to speak. 

[E.rit into dining-room, making a low bow. 

Miss Prior. The coolness of some people is really quite extra 
ordinary ! the airs they give themselves, the way in which they 
answer one, the hooks they read ! Montesquieu: “ Esprit des 
Lois!” (Takes book up which .1. has left on sofa.) I believe 
the man has actually taken this from the shelf. I am sure Mr. 
Milliken, or her Ladyship, never would. The other day “ Hel- 
vetius” was found in Mr. Howell’s pantry, forsooth ! It is wonder- 
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i'u! how ho picked up French whilst we wore abroad ! “ Esprit dos 

Lois ! ” what is it ? it must be dreadfully stupid. And as for 
readmit “ITelvetius” (who, I suppose, was a Roman general), I 

really can't understand how--Ijear, dear! what airs these 

persons give themselves! What will come next'! A footman 1 
licit Mr. Howell’s pardon—a butler and confidential valet lolls on 
the drawing-room sofa, and reads Montesquieu ! Impudence. ! And 
add to this, he follows me for the last two or three months with 
eyes that are quite horrid. What can the creature mean ! But 
1 forgot —I am only a governess. A governess is not a lady a 
governess is but a servant —a governess is to work and walk all 
day with the children, dine in the schoolroom, and come to the 
drawing-room to play the man of the house to sleep. A governess 
is a domestic, only her place is not the servants’ hall, and she is 
paid not quite so well as the butler who serves her her glass of 
wine. Odious! George! Arabella! there are those little wretches 
quarrelling again ! [A’.r/V. 

Children are heard cidlinf/ out, and seen < juarrc/liia / 
in i/arden. 

John ( re-entering /). See where she moves ! grace is in all her 
'tops. ’Eaven in her high—no—a-heaven in her lieye, in every 
gesture dignity and love—ah, l wish 1 could say it ! I wish you 
may procure it, poor fool ! She passes by me she tr r amples on 
me. Here’s the chair she sets in. (Kisses it.) Here’s the piano 
she plays on. I’rctty keys, them lingers out-hivorics you ! When 
she plays on it, I stand and listen at the drawing-room door, and 
my heart thr-obs in time ! Fool, fool, fool ! why did you look on 
her, John Howell? why did you beat for her, busy heart? You 
were tranquil till you knew her! I thought I could have been 
s-happy with Mary till then. That girl’s alfeetion soothed me. 

I lor conversation didn’t amuse me much, her ideers ain’t exactly 
elevated, but they are just and proper. Her attentions pleased me. 
She ever kep’ the best cup of tea for me. She crisped my buttered 
toast, or mixed my quiet tumbler for me, as I sat of hevenings and 
read my newspaper in the kitehing. She respected the sanctaty of 
my pantry. When I was a-studying there, she never interrupted 
me. She darned my stockings for me, she starched and folded 
my chokers, and she sowed on the babsent buttons of which 
time and chance had bereft my linning. She has a good heart, 
Mary has. I know she’d get up and black the Wits for me of 
the coldest winter mornings. She did when we was in humbler 
life, she did. 
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Enter Mary. 

You have a good heart, Mary ! 

Mary. Have I, dear Join) ? (S'ad/y.) 

John. Yes, child - -yes. I think a Letter never beat in woman’s 
bosom. You’re good to everybody—good to your parents whom you 
send half your wages to : good to your employers whom you never 
robbed of a halfpenny. 

Mary ( irhim/ierim/). Yes, I did, John. I took the jelly when 
you were in bed with the influenza ; and brought you the pork-wine 
negus. 

John. Port, not pork, child. Pork is the hanimal which Jews 
ab’or. Port is from Oporto in Portugal. 

Mary (still eryiny). Yes, John; you know everything a’most, 
John. 

John. And you, poor child, but little ! It’s not heart you 
want, you little trump, it’s education, Mary: it’s information: it’s 
head, head, head ! You can’t learn. You never can learn. Your 
ideers ain’t no good. You never can hinterchango ’em with mine. 
Conversation between ns is impassible. It’s not your fault. Some 
people are born clever : some are born tall I ain’t tall. 

Mary. Ho ! you’re big enough for me, John. 

[O/d r.s- to take his hand. 

John. Let go my ’and—my n-hand, Alary ! 1 say, some people 

are born with brains, and some with big figures. Look at that 
great ass, Bulkeley, Lady K.’.s man —the besotted, stupid beast! 
He’s as big as a. life-guardsman, but lie ain’t no more education nor 
ideers than the ox lie feeds on. 

Mary. Law, John, whatever do you mean I 

John, li’m ! you know not, little one! you never can know. 
Have you ever felt the pangs of imprisoned genius? have you ever 
felt what ’tis to be a slave ? 

Mary. Not in a free country, I should hope, John Howell— 
no such a thing. A place is a place, and I know mine, and am 
content with the spear of life in which it pleases Heaven to place 
me, John : and I wish you were, and remembered what we learned 
from our parson when we went to school together in dear old 
Pigeoneot, John—when you used to help little Alary with her 
lessons, John, and fought Bob Brown, the big butcher’s boy, because 
he was rude to me, John, and lie gave you that black hi. 

John. Say eye, Alary, not hove ( yenth,/). 

Maky. Eye ; and I thought you never looked better in all your 
life than you did then : and we both took service at Squire Afilli- 
ken’a—me as dairy-girl, and you as knife-boy : and good masters 
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have they been to us from our youth hup ; both old Squire Milliken 
;nnl Mr. Horace as is master now, and poor Mrs. as is dead, though 
she had her tantrums—and I thought we should save up and take 
the “Milliken Arms”—and now we Jpive saved up—and now, now, 
inov—oh, you are a stone, a stone, a stone ! and I wish you were 
hung round my neck, and I were put down the well! There's the 
Impstairs bell. 

\_She starts, chunking her manner as she hears 
the hell, and exit. 

John (looking after her). It’s all true. (fospel-true. We 
were children in the same village— sat on the same form at school. 
And it, was for her sake that Hob Brown the butcher’s boy whopped 
me. A black eye ! I’m not handsome, lint if I were ugly, ugly 
as the Saracen’s 'End, ugly as that beast Bulkeley, I know it would 
)«' all the same to Mary. She has never forgot the boy she loved, 
that brought birds’-nests for her, and spent his halfpenny on cherries, 
and bought a fairing with his first half-crown— a brooch it was, I 
remember, of two billing doves a-hopping on one twig, and brought 
it home for little yellow-haired, blue-eyed, red-cheeked Mary. Lord, 
Lord ! I don’t like to think how I’ve kissed ’em, the pretty cheeks ! 
they’ve got quite pale now with crying—and she has never once 
reproached me, not once, the trump, the, little tr-rump ! 

Is it my fault ( stamping) that Fate has separated us? Why 
did my young master take me up to Oxford, and give me the run 
of his libery and the society of the best scouts in the University ? 
Why did he take me abroad! Why have I been to Italy, France, 
Jummany with him—their manners noted and their realms sur¬ 
veyed, by Jingo ! I’ve improved myself, and Mary has remained 
as you was. I try a conversation, and she can’t respond. She’s 
never got a word of poetry beyond Watts’ Inis, and if I talk of 
Myron or Moore to her, I’m blest if she knows anything more about 
’em than the cook, who is as hignorant as a pig, or that beast 
Bulkeley, Lady Kick’s footman. Above all, why, why did I see 
the woman upon whom my wretched heart is fixed for ever, and 
who carries away my soul with her—prostrate, I say, prostrate, 
through the mud at the skirts of her gownd ! Enslaver! why did 
I ever come near you ? O enchantress Kelipso ! how you have got 
hold of me ! It was Fate, Fate, Fate. When Mrs. Milliken fell 
ill of scarlet fever at Naples, Milliken was away at Petersborough, 
Rooshia, looking after his property. Her foring woman fled. Me 
and the governess remained and nursed her and the children. We 
nursed the little ones out of the fever. We buried their mother. 
We brought the children home over Halp and Happenine. I 
nursed ’em all three, I tended ’em all three, the orphans, and the 
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lovely gu-gu-governess. At Koine where she took ill, I waited nr 
her; as we went to Florence, had we been attacked by twenty 
thousand brigands, this little arm had courage for them all! Am 
if I loved thee, Julia, was I wrong? and if I basked in thy beauty 
day and night, Julia, am I not a man? and if, before this Peri, this 
enchantress, this gazelle, I forgot poor little Mary Barlow, how 
could I help it? I say, how the doose could I help it? 

Enter Lady Kicklebuky, Bulkelky following with 
parcels and a spaniel. 

Lady K. Are the children and the governess come home? 

John. Yes, my Lady (in a perfectly altered, tone). 

Lady K. Bulkeley, take those parcels to my sitting-room. 

John. Get up, old stoopid. Push along, old daddylonglegs^ 
(aside to Jhdkelei/). 

Lady K. Does any one dine here to-day, Howell? 

John. Captain Tonchit, my Lady. 

Lady K. lie’s always dining here. 

John. My master’s oldest friend. \ 

Lady K. Don’t tell me. He comes from his Club. He smells- 
of smoke; he is a low vulgar person. Send I’inhorn up to me when 
you go downstairs. [Exit Lady K. 

John. I know. Send Pinhorn to me, means, Send my bonny 
brown hair, and send my beautiful complexion, and send my figure 
—and, O Lord ! O Lord ! what an old tigress that is ! What an 
old Hector! How she do twist Milliken round her thumb! He's, 
born to be bullied by women : and I remember him henpecked 
let's see, ever since — ever since the time of that little gloveress at 
Woodstock, whose pietcr poor Mrs. M. made such a noise about 
when she found it in the lumber-room. Hell ! her picture will be 
going into the lumber-room some day. M. must marry to get rid 
of ids mother-in-law and mother over him : no man can stand it, 
not M. himself, who’s a Job of a man. Isn’t he? look at him ! 

[As he has been speaking , the hell has rung, the Page 
has run to the garden-door, and Milliken enters 
through the garden, laden with a hamper, hamlhox, 
and cricket-hat. 

Milliken. Why was the carriage not sent for me, Howell ? 
There was no cab at the station, and I have had to toil all the way 
up the hill with these confounded parcels of my Lady’s. 

John. I suppose the shower took off all the cabs, sir. When did 
a man over git a cab in a shower?—or a policeman at a pinch—or a 
friend when you wanted him—or anything at the right time, sir? 
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Mii.i.ikkn. But, sir, why didn’t the carriage come, I say? 

John. Yon know. 

Milt.ikf.n. How do you mean I know? confound your im- 
mdence! • 

John. Lady Kickleburv took it—your mother-in-law took it—- 
rent out a-visiting—Ham Common, Petersham—Twick'nam—doose 
nows where. She, and her footman, and her span'l dog. 

Mii.i.ikkn. Well, sir, suppose her Ladyship did lake the car- 
iage ? Hasn’t she a perfect right ? And if the carriage was gone, 
want to know, John, why the devil the pony-chaise wasn’t, sent 
,ith the groom? Am I to bring a bonnet-box and a hamper of 
sh in my own hands, I should like to know ? 

John. Heh ! (Laughs.) 

Mii.i.ikkn. Why do you grin, you Cheshire cat? 

John. Your mother-in-law had the carriage; and your mother 
•nt for the pony-chaise. Your pa wanted to go and see the 
Wicar of Putney. Mr. Bennington don’t like walking when he 
can ride. 

Mii.likkn. And why shouldn’t Mr. Bonnington ride, sir, as 
long as there’s a carriage in my stable? Mr. Bonnington has had 
the gout, sir ! Mr. Bonnington is a clergyman, and married to my 
mother. He has evert/ title to my respect. 

John. And to your ponv-chaise—yes, sir. 

Mii.i.ikkn. And to everything he likes in this house, sir. 

John. What a good fellow you are, sir ! You’d give your head 
oil' your shoulders, that you would. Is the fish for dinner to-day? 
Bandbox for my Lady, I ftuppo.se, sir? (Looks in.) Turban, 
feathers, bugles, marabouts, spangles— douse knows what,. Ves, 
it's for her Ladyship. (To Page.) Charles, take this bandbox to 
her Ladyship’s maid. (To his master.) What sauce would you like 
with the turbot? Lobster sauce or llollandaise ? Ilollandaise is 
best—most wholesome for you. Anybody besides Captain Touchit 
coining to dinner? 

Mii.i.ikkn. No one that I know of. 

John. Very good. Bring up a bottle of the brown hock ? 
He likes the brown hock, Touchit does. [Ain't John. 

Enter Children. They run to Mii.i.ikkn. 

Both. How d’you do, papa? flow do you do, papa? 

Millikkn. Kiss your old father, Arabella. Come here, 
George - - What ? 

Geokoe. Don’t care for kissing- hissing’s for gals. Have you 
brought me that bat from London ? 
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Mii.liken. Yes. Here’s the bat; and here’s the ball (tahi 
one from pocket) —and- ' 

George. Where’s the wickets, papa? O-o-o—where’s the 

wickets? (Howls.) , 

Milliken. My dear darling boy ! I left them at the office. 
What a silly papa I was to forget them ! Parkins forgot them. 

George. Then turn him away, I say ! Turn him away ! 

(He stamps. 

Milliken. What! an old faithful clerk and servant of you 
father and grandfather for thirty years past ? An old man, wh: 
loves us all, and has nothing but our pay to live on ? 

Arabella. Oh, you naughty boy ! 

George. I ain’t a naughty boy. 

Arabella. You are a naughty boy. 

George. He ! he ! he ! lie ! [ Grins at her. 

Milliken. Hush, children ! Here, Arabella darling, here id 
a book for you. Look—aren’t they pretty pictures ? ' 

Arabella. Is it a story, papa ? I don’t care for stories it 
general. I like something instructive and serious. Grandmamma 
Bonnington and grandpapa say- 

George. He’s not your grandpapa. 

Arabella. He is my grandpapa. 

George. Oh, you great story ! Look! look! there’s a cab. 

(Runs out. The head of a hansom cab is seen over the 
garden-gate. Bell rings. Page comes. Altercation 
between Cabman and Captain Touchit appears to go 
on, during which — 

Milliken. Come and kiss your old father, Arabella. He’s 
hungry for kisses. 

Arabella. Don’t. I want to go and look at the cab; and 
to tell Captain Touchit that he mustn’t use naughty words. 

(Runs totvards garden. Page is seen carrying a carpet-bag. 

Enter Touchit through the open window, smoking a cigar. 

Touchit. How d’ye do, Milliken? How are tallows, hey, my 
noble merchant ? I have brought my bag, and intend to sleep- 

George. I say, god pa pa- 

Touchit. Well, godson! 

George. Give us a cigar ! 

Touchit. Ob, you enfant terrible / 

Milliken (wheezily). Ah — ahem - George Touchit; you 

wouldn’t mind—a—smoking that cigar in the garden, would you ? 
Ah—ah ! 
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Touciiit. Hullo ! What’s in the wind now ? You used to be 
most inveterate smoker, Horace. 

Milliken. The fact is—my mother-in-law—Lady Kicklebury 
-doesn’t like it, and while she’s witl^us, you know—- 

Touciiit. Of course, of course ( throws away cigar). I beg 
er Ladyship’s pardon. I remember when you were courting her 
aughter she used not to mind it. 

Milliken. Don’t—don’t allude to those times. 

[7/e looks nj> at his wife’s picture. 

George. My mamma was a Kicklebury. The Kickleburys 
re the oldest family in all the world. My name is George Kiekle- 
ury Milliken, of Pigeoncot, Hants ; the Grove, Richmond, Surrey ; 
nd Portland Place, London, Esquire—my name is. 

Touciiit. You have forgotten Billiter Street, hemp and tallow 
lerchant. 

. George. Oh, bother! I don’t care about that. I shall leave 
bat when I’m a man : when I’m a man and come into my property. 

Milliken. You come into your property 1 

George. I shall, you know, when you’re dead, papa. I shall 
lave this house, and Pigeoncot; and the house in town—no, I 
lon’t mind about the house in town—and I shan’t let Bella live 
vith me—no, I won’t. 

Bella. No ; / won’t live with you. And I'll have Pigeoncot. 

George. You shan’t have Pigeoncot. I’ll have it: and the 
ponies : and I won’t let you ride them—and the dogs, and you 
shan’t have even a puppy to play with—and the dairy—and won’t 
r have as much cream as I like—that’s all! 

Touciiit. What a darling boy ! Your children are brought up 
beautifully, Milliken. It’s quite delightful to see them together. 

George. And I shall sink the name of Milliken, I shall. 

Milliken. Sink the name? why, George? 

George. Because the Millikens are nolwdies — grandmamma 
[says they are nobodies. The Kickleburys are gentlemen, and came 
'over with William the Conqueror. 

Bella. I know when that was. One thousand one hundred and 
ty-one! 

George. Bother when they came over ! But I know this, when 
some into the property I shall sink the name of Milliken. 

Milliken. So you are ashamed of your father’s name, arc you, 
:orge, my boy ? 

. George. Ashamed! No, I ain’t ashamed. Only Kicklebury 
sweller. I know it is. Grandmamma says so. 

Bella. My grandmamma does not say so. My dear grand- 

ama says that family pride is sinful, and all belongs to this 
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wicked world : and that in a very few years what our names : 
will not matter. 

George. Yes, she says so because her father kept a she* 
and so did pa’s father keep a sort of shop—only pa’s a gen; 
man now. 

Touchit. Darling child ! How I wish I were married ! If 
had such a dear boy as you, George, do you know what I ww 
give him ? 

George (quite jilcasrtl). What would you give him, godpapi! 

Touchit. I would give him as sound a Hogging as ever l.j 
had, my darling. I would whip this nonsense out of him. 
would send him to school, where I would pray that he might 1 
well thrashed : and if when he came home lie was still aslianu 
of his father, I would put him apprentice to a chimney-sweept 
that’s what I would do. 

George. I’m glad you're not my father, that’s all. 

Beei.a. And I’m glad you’re not my father, liceause you air 
wicked man ! 

Mieeiken. Arabella! 

Beeev. Grandmamma says so. lie is a worldly man, and: 
world is wicked. And he goes to the play : and he smokes, : 
he says-- 

Touchit. Bella, what do I say? 

Beei.a. Oh, something dreadful! You know you do! I h- 
you say it to the cabman. 

ToE'ciifr. So I did, so [ did! He asked me fifteen shill:: 
from Piccadilly, and 1 told him to go to — to somelxidy whose n. 
begins with a 1). 

Children. Here's another carriage passing ! 

Bella. The Lady Bumble’* carriage. 

George. No, it ain’t : it’s Captain Boxer’s carriage. 

[ 77/- v run into the v 

Touchit. And this is the pass to which you have hron 
yourself, Horace, .Milliken 1 Why, in your wife's time, it 
better than this, rnv poor fellow ! 

Mieeiken. Don’t speak of her in thnt way, George Touchit 

Touchit. What have I said ? I am only regretting lu-r 
for your sake. She tyrannised over you ; turned your friends 
of doors ; took your name out of your (,'lnhs ; dragged you al 
from party to party, though you can no more dame than a 1 
and from opera to opera, though you don’t know “ God Save 
Queen ” from “ Rule Britannia.” You don’t, sir ; you know 
don’t. But, Amliella was hotter than her mother, who has t 
possession of you since your widowhood. 
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Milliken. My dear fellow! no, she hasn’t. There’s my 
liur. 

rouciiiT. Yes, to be sure, there’s Mrs. Bennington, and they 
rrel over you like the two ladies^ over the baby before King 
11 ) 1011 . 

Milliken. Play the satirist, my good friend ! laugh at iny 
kness ! 

Touchit. I know you to be as plucky a fellow as ever stepped, 
liken, when a man’s in the case. I know you and I stood up to 
1 other for an hour and a half at Westminster. 

Milliken. Thank you ! We were both dragons of war! 
nendous champions ! Perhaps / am a little soft as regards 
nen. I know my weakness well enough ; blit in my ease what 
ny remedy? Put yourself in my position. Be a widower with 
young children. What is more natural than that the mother 
ay poor wife should come and superintend my family 1 My own 
her can’t. She has a half-dozen of little half brothers and 
ers, and a husband of her own to attend to. I daresay Mr. 
mington and my mother will come to dinner to-day. 

Touchit. Of course they will, my poor old Milliken : you don’t 
3 to dine without them. 

Milliken. Don’t go on in that manner, George Touchit ! Why 
lid not my stepfather and my mother dine with me ] I can 
rd it. I am a domestic man and like to see my relations about 
I am in the City all day. 

Touchit. Luckily for you. 

Mii.i.ikkn. And my pleasure of an evening is to sit under my 
: vine and under my own fig tree with my own olive-branches 
id about me ; to sit by my fire with my children at my knees ; 
oze over a snug bottle of claret after dinner with a friend like 
i to share it ; to see the young folks at the breakfast-table of a 
ruing, and to kiss them and so off to business with a cheerful 
ft. This was my scheme in marrying, had it pleased Heaven to 
PPer mv plan. When I was a boy, and came from school and 
Pge, I used to see Mr. Bonnington, my father-in-law, with his 
jug ones clustering round about him, so happy to be with him ! 
jagcr to wait on him ! all down on their little knees round my 
|her before breakfast or jumping up on his after dinner. It was 
I should reach his lint, and who should bring his coat, and who 
dd fetch his umbrella, and who should get the last kiss. 
rouciiiT. What ? didn’t he kiss you t Oh, the hard-hearted 
>gre ! 

Milliken. Don’t, Touchit! Don’t laugh at Mr. Bonnington ’. 
is ua good a fellow as ever breathed. Between you and me. 
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as my half brothers and sisters increased and multiplied year a: 
year, I used to feel rather lonely, rather bowled out, you understa 
But I saw them so happy that I longed to have a home of my o\ 
When my mother proposed Arabella for me (for she and La 
Kicldebury were immense friends at one time), I was glad enou 
to give up Clubs and bachelorhood, and to settle down as a mani 
man. My mother acted for the best. My poor wife’s characti 
my mother used to say, changed after marriage. I was not 
happy as I hoped to be; but I tried for it. George, I am not 
comfortable now as I might be. A house without a mistress, wi| 
two mothers-in-law reigning over it—one worldly and aristocra 
another what you call serious, though she don’t mind a rubber 
whist: I give you my honour my mother plays a game at wh; 
and an uncommonly good game too—each woman dragging over 
child to her side: of course such a family cannot be comfortah 
{Bdl rings.) There’s the first dinner-bell. Go and dress, i 
Heaven’s sake ! 

Touohit. Why dress? There is no company ! 

Milliken. Why? all! her Ladyship likes it, you sec. And) 
costs nothing to humour her. Quick ! for she don’t like to be kej 
waiting. 

Touchit. Horace Milliken ! what a pity it is the law declai, 
a widower shall not marry his wife’s mother ! She would mail 
you else,—she would, on my word. j 

Enter John. 1 

John. I have took the Captain’s things in the blue room, sir. 1 
[Exeunt gentlemen, John arranges tables , <kc. 

Ha! Mrs. Prior ! I ain’t partial to Mrs. Prior. I think she’ 
an artful old dodger, Mrs. Prior. I think there’s mystery in he 
unfathomable pockets, and schemes in the folds of her umbrella 
But—but she’s Julia’s mother, and for the beloved one’s sake I ar 
civil to her. 

Mrs. Prior. Thank you, Charles (to the Page, who has bee: 
seen to let her in at the garden-gate), I am so much obliged to you, 
Good afternoon, Mr. Howell. Is my daughter—are the darlinj 
children well ? Oh, I am finite tired and weary ! Three horri! 
omnibuses were full, and I have had to walk the whole wear* 
long way. Ah, times are changed with me, Mr. Howell! One 
when I was young and strong, I had my husband’s carriage t 
ride in. ; 

John (aside). His carriage! bis coal-waggon! I know we' 
enough who old Prior was. A merchant? yes, a pretty merchant 
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' a lodging-house, share in a barge, touting for orders, and at 
a snug little place in the Gazette. 

Mks. Piuor. How is your cough, Mr. Howell 1 I have brought 
some lozenges for it ( takes numberless articles from her pocket), 
if you would take them of a nigBt and morning—oh, indeed, 
would get better ! The late Sir Henry Halford recommended 
n to Mr. Prior. He was his late Majesty’s physician and ours, 
i know we have seen happier times, Mr. Howell. Oh, I am 
e tired and faint. 

John. Will you take anything before the schoolroom tea, 
im? You will stop to tea, I hope, with Miss Prior, and our 
ug folks 1 

Mrs. Prior. Thank you : a little glass of wine when one is so 
t—a little crumb of biscuit when one is so old and tired ! I 
e not been accustomed to want, you know; and in my poor 
r Mr. Prior’s time- 

John. I’ll fetch some wine, ma’am. [Exit to the dining-room. 
Mrs. Prior. Bless the man, how abrupt he is in his manner ! 
quite shocks a poor lady who has been used to better days, 
at’s here ? Invitations—ho ! Bills for Lady Kicklebury ! 
•y are not paid. Where is Mr. M. going to dine, I wonder? 
itain and Mrs. Hopkinson, Sir John and Lady Tomkinson, 
lest the pleasure. Request the pleasure ! Of course they do. 
y are always asking Mr. M. to dinner. They have daughters 
narry, and Mr. M. is a widower with three thousand a year, 
y shilling of it. I must tell Lady Kicklebury. He must 
r go to these places—never, never—mustn’t be allowed. 

[ While talking, she opens all the letters on the table, rum - 
■mages the portfolio and writing-box, looks at cards 
on mantelpiece, work in work-basket, tries tea-box, and 
shows the greatest activity and curiosity. 

Re-enter John, bearing a tray with cakes, a decanter, dec. 

auk you, thank you, Mr. Howell! Oh, oh, dear me, not so 
ch as that! Half a glass, and one biscuit, please. What 
?ant sherry ! (Sips a little, and puts down glass on tray.) Do 
i know, I remember in better days, Mr. Howell, when my poor 
r husband- 

John. Beg your pardon. There’s Milliken’s bell going like 
b [Exit John. 

Mrs. Prior. What an abrupt person ! Oh, but it’s comfort- 
1 , this wine is ! And—and I think how my poor Charlotte 
ild like a little—she so weak, and ordered wine by the medical 
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mail! And when dear Adolphus comes home from Christ’s Hospit" 
quite tired, poor boy, and hungry, wouldn’t a bit of nice cake 
him good ? Adolphus is so fond of plum-cake, the darling chi' 
And so is Frederick, little saucy rogue ; and I’ll give them my pie 
and keep my glass of wine for my dear delicate angel Shatty! 

[Takes bottle and paper out of her pocket, cuts off i 
great slice of cake, and pours ivine from wine-gU 
and decanter into bottle. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Master George and Miss Bella is going to have th 
teas down here with Miss Prior, Mrs. Prior, and she’s up in i 
schoolroom, and my Lady says you may stay to tea. 

Mrs. Prior. Thank you, Charles! How tall you grw 
Those trousers would fit my darling Frederick to a nicety. Tha: 
you, Charles ! I know the way to the nursery. [Exit Mrs. 1’. 

Page. Know the way ! I believe she do know the way. Be 
a having cake and wine. Howell always gives her cake and wi 
—jolly cake, ain’t it ? and wine, oh, my ! 

Re-enter John. 

John. You young gormandising cormorant! What! 
meals a day ain’t enough for you ! What! beer ain’t good eno« 
for you, hey ? [Pulls boy’s tw.il 

Page (crying). Oh, oh, do-o-n’t, Mr. Howell ! I only til 
half a glass, upon my honour. ] 

John. Your a-honour, you lying young vagabond ! I woiul! 
the ground don’t open and swallow you. Half a glass ! (Holds s 
decanter.) You’ve took half a bottle, you young Ananias ! Mai 
this, sir! When I was a boy, a boy on my promotion, a chi 
kindly took in from charity-school, a horphan in buttons like yo 
I never lied; no, nor never stole, and you’ve done both, you lit! 
scoundrel! Don’t tell me, sir ! there’s plums on your coat, cram 
on your cheek, and you smell sherry, sir! I ain’t time to win 
you now, but come to my pantry to-night after you’ve took ti 
tray down. Come ivithoiit your jacket on, sir, and then I’ll ted 
you what it is to lie and steal. There’s the outer bell. Scud, yj 
vagabond 1 * 

Enter Lady K. 

Lady K. What was that noise, pray 1 

John. A difference between me and young Page, my Lad 
I was instructing him to keep his hands from picking and ste; 
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was learning him his lesson, my Lady, and he was a-crying 


x>Y K. It seems to me you are most unkind to that boy, 
He is my boy, sir. He copies from my estate. I will 
/e him ill-used. I think you presume on your long services, 
speak to my son-in-law about you. (“Yes, my Lady; no, 
ly ; very good, my Lady.” John has answered each sentence 
is speaI'in//, and exit gravely bowing.) That man must 
e house. Horace says he can’t do without him, but he mast 
lout him. My poor dear Arabella was fond of him, but he 
es on that defunct angel’s partiality. Horace says this 
keeps all his accounts, sorts all his letters, manages all his 
may be trusted with untold gold, and rescued little George 
the fire. Now I have come to live with my son-in-law, I 
icp his accounts, sort his letters, and take charge of his 
: and if little Georgy gets into the grate, 1 will take him 
die fire. What is here 1 Invitation from Captain and Mrs. 
ison. Invitation from Sir John and Lady Tomkinson, who don’t 
k me ! Monstrous ! he never shall go—he shall not go ! 

[ Mrs. Prior has re-entered ; she drojis a very low curtsey 
to Lady A’., as the, latter , perceiving her, lays the 
cards down. 

s. Prior. Ah, dear madam! how kind your Ladyship’s 
2 was to the poor lonely widow-woman ! Oh, how though t- 
ais of your Ladyship to ask me to stay to tea ! 
dy K. With your daughter and the children. Indeed, my 
rs. Prior, you are very welcome 1 

s. Prior. Ah ! but isn’t it a cause of thankfulness to be 
i-eleomef Oughtn’t I to be grateful for these blessings 1 — 
ay blessings. And I am—I am, Lady Kieklebury — to the 
—of—that angel who is gone. ( Points to the picture.) It 
ir sainted daughter left us—left my child to the care of Mr. 
n, and—and you, who arc now his guardian angel I may 
hm are , Lady Kicklelmry — you are. I say to my girl, Julia, 
iicklebury is Mr. Milliken’s guardian angel, is your guardian 
for without you could she keep her place as governess to 
arling children ? It would tear her heart in two to leave 
nd yet she would be forced to do so. You know that some 
lull I hesitate to say whom I mean ? —that Mr. Milliken’s 
excellent lady though she is, does not love my child because 
/e her. You do love her, ,Lady Kieklebury, and oh ! a 
s fond heart pays you back! But for you, my poor Julia 
o—go, and leave tiie children whom a dying angel confided 
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the wolves and the lamb 

Lady K. Go! no, never! not whilst 1 am in this house, Mr 
P rior. Your daughter is a well-behaved young woman : you hay 
confided to me her long engagement to Lieutenant—Lieutemun 
What-d’-you-eall-’im, in the jindian service. She has been very 
very good to my grandchildren—she, brought them over from Naplii 
when my—my angel of an Arabella died there, and I will prote 
Miss Prior. 

Mrs. Penn;. Bless you, bless you, noble, admirable woman 
Don’t take it away ! I must, I will kiss your dear generous hainl 
Take a mother’s, a widow’s blessings, Lady Kieklebury—t# 
blessings of one who has known misfortune and seen better day! 
and thanks Heaven—yes, Heaven !—for the protectors she It 
found ! 

Lady K. You said—you had—several children, I think, u 
good Mrs. Prior 1 

Mrs. Prior. Three hoys—one, my eldest blessing, is in a wir 
merchant’s office--ah, if Mr. Millikan would but give him an ordr 
an order from this housef an order from Lady Kicklebury’s son- 
law !- 

Lady K. It shall lie done, my good Prior—we will see. 

Mrs. Prior. Another, Adolphus, dear fellow ! is in ClnT 
Hospital. It was dear good Mr. Millikan's nomination. Freder 
is at Merchant Taylors’ : my darling Julia pays his school: 
Besides, I have two girls—Amelia, <|uito a little toddles, just 
size, though not so beautiful—but in a mother’s eyes all child 
are lovely, dear Lady Kieklebury - just the size of your dear gra 
daughter, whose clothes would fit her, I am sure. And my seer 
Charlotte, a girl as tall as your Ladyship, though not with so fii 
figure. “ Ah, no, Shatty ! ” I say to her, “ you are as tall as 
dear patroness, Lady Kieklebury, whom you long so to see; 
you have not. got her Ladyship’s carriage and figure, child.” 1 
children have I, left fatherless and penniless by my poor < 
husband—but Heaven takes care of the widow and orphan, ma 
— and Heaven’s best creatures feed them 1— you know who 
mean. 

Lady K. Should you not like, would you object to taki 
frock or two of little Arabella’s to your child 1 and if Pinhorn, 
maid, will let me, Mrs. Prior, I will see if I cannot find some! 
against winter for your second daughter, as you say we a 
a size. 

Mrs. Prior. The widow’s and orphans’ blessings upon 
I said my Charlotte was as tall, but I never said she had si 
figure as yours—who lias ? 

Page ( announces ). Mrs. Bonnington ! 
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Enter Mrs. Bonninoton. 

Mrs. B. How do you do, Lady Kicklebury ? 

Lady K. My dear Mrs. Bonnington ! and you come to dinner, 

' course ? 

Mrs. B. To dine with my own son, I may take the liberty, 
low are my grandchildren ? my darling little Emily, is she well, 
[rs. Prior ? 

Lady K. (aside). Emily? why does she not call the child by 
■r blessed mother’s name of Arabella? (To Mrs. ]{.) Arabella is 
lite well, Mrs. Bennington. Mr. Squillings said it was nothing; 
ily her Grandmamma Bonnington spoiling her, as usual. Mr. 
oimington and all your numerous young folk are well, I hope? 

Mrs. B. My family are all in perfect health, I thank you. Is 
lorace come home from the City? 

Lady K. Goodness ! there’s the dinner-bell,—I must run to 
ress. 

Mrs. Prior. Shall I come with you, dear Lady Kicklebury? 

Lady K. Not for worlds, my good Mrs. Prior. 

[Exit Lad// K. 

Mrs. Prior. How do you do, my dear madam ? Is dear 
r. Bonnington quite well? What a sweet, sweet sermon he 
•vc us last Sunday ! I often say to my girl, I must not go to 
iar Air. Bonnington, I really must not, he makes me cry so. 
i ! he is a great and gifted man, and shall I not have one glimpse 
him ? 

Mrs. B. Saturday evening, my good Mrs. Prior. Don’t you 
iow that my husband never goes out on Saturday, having his 
rim in to compose ? 

Mrs. 1*. Oh, those dear dear sermons ! Do you know, madam, 
at my little Adolphus, for whom your son’s bounty procured his 
ace at Christ’s Hospital, was very much touched indeed, the dear 
ild, with Mr. Bennington's discourse last Sunday three weeks, 
id refused to play marbles afterwards at school ? The wicked 
mghty boys beat the poor child ; but Adolphus has his eonsola- 
>n ! Is Master Edward well, ma’am, and Master Robert, and 
aster Frederick, and dear little funny Master William ? 

M Rs. B. Thank you, Mrs. Prior; you have a good heart, 
Iced ! 

M us. P. Ah, what blessings those dears are to you ! I wish 
ur dearest little //randson - 

Mrs. B. The little naughty wretch ! Do you know, Mrs. Prior, 
[grandson, George Milliken, spilt the ink over my dear husbands’ 
pds, which he keeps in his great dictionary ; and fought with my 

. ^-4610 
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child, Frederick, who is three years older than George—actually 
beat his own uncle ! 

Mrs. P. Gracious mercy ! Master Frederick was not hurt, I 
hope ? 

Mrs. B. No ; he cried a great deal ; and then Kobcrt came up 
and that graceless little George took a stick ; and then my luishuiu 
came out, and do you know George Milliken actually kicked Mr 
Bennington on his shins, and butted him like a little naughty ram' 1 

Mrs. P. Mercy ! mercy ! what a little rebel 1 He is spoiled 
dear madam, and you know by v<hnm. 

Mrs. B. By his Grandmamma Kicklebury. I know it. ! 
want my son to whip that child, but lie refuses. He will come :: 
no good, that child. 

Mrs. P. Ah, madam ! don’t say so ! Let us hope for the bp-. 
Master George’s high temper will subside when certain persons wl 
pet him are gone away. 

Mrs. B. Gone away ! they never will go away ! No, mark m 
words, Mrs. Prior, that woman will never go away. She has mat 
the house her own : she commands everything and everybody in 
She has driven me—me—Mr. Milliken’s own mother almost o 
of it. She has so annoyed my dear husband, that Mr, Bonniiigt 
will scarcely come hero. Is she not always sneering at priva 
tutors, because Mr. Bennington was my son’s private tutor, ai 
greatly valued by the late Mr. Milliken ? Is she not muki 
constant allusions to old women marrying young men, because B 
Bennington happens to be younger than me'! I have no words 
express my indignation respecting Lady Kicklebury. Site lie' 
pays any one, and runs up debts in the whole town. Her m 
Bulkeley’s conduct in the neighbourhood is quite quite- 

Mrs. P. Gracious goodness, ma’am, you don’t say so! A 
then what an appetite the gormandising monster has? Mary t< 
me that what he eats in the servants’ hall is something perfee 
frightful. 

Mrs. B. Everyljody feeds on my poor son ! You are look 
at my cap, Mrs. Prior? (Duririf/ this time. Mrs. Prior has ft 
peering into a parrel which Mrs. llonnington brought in 
hand.) I brought it with me across the Park. I could not w 
through the Park in iny cap. Isn’t it. a pretty ribbon, Mrs. Pri 

Mrs. P. Beautiful! beautiful,! How blue becomes you ! V 
would think you were the mother of Mr. Milliken and seven o! 
darling children? You can afford what Lady Kicklebury cannol 

Mrs. B. And what is that, Prior? A poor clergyman’s v 
with a large family, cannot afford much. 

Mrs. P. Ho ! he ! You can afford to be seen as you are, w 
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Lady K. cannot. Did you not remark how afraid she seemed lest 
I should enter her dressing-room? Only Pinhorn, her maid, goes 
there, to arrange the roses, and the lilies, and the figure—he ! he ! 
Oil, what a sweet sweet cap-ribbon When you have worn it, and 
arc tired of it, you will give it me, won’t you? It will be good 
enough for poor old Martha Prior ! 

Mrs. B. Do you really like it? Call at Greenwood Place, 
Mrs. Prior, the next, time you pay Richmond a visit, and bring 
your little girl with you, and we will see. 

Mrs. P. Oh, thank you; thank you! Nay, don’t be offended! 
I must! I must! [ALsses .1 frs. Bonni/y/ton. 

Mrs. B. There, there! We must not stay chattering! The 
bell has rung. I must go and put the cap on, Mrs. Prior. 

Mrs. P. And I may come, too? L on are not afraid of my 
•seeing your hair, dear Mrs. Bennington! Mr. Bonnington too 
young for 1/011 I Why, you don’t look twenty ! 

Mrs. B. Oh, Mrs. Prior ! 

Mrs. P. Well, iive-and-twentv, upon my word—not more than 
ftve-aud-twenty—and that is the very prime of life ! 

[Exeunt Mrs. II. and Mrs. P. hand in hand. As Cap¬ 
tain Touchit enters dressed for dinner , he bows and 
passes on. 

Touchit. So, we are to wear our white cravats, and our 
varnished hoots, and dine in ceremony. What is the use of a man 
being a widower, if he can’t dine in his shooting-jacket ? Poor 
Mill! lie lias the slavery now without the wife. ( He speaks 
wcasticalli/ to the pieture.) Well, well! Mrs. Milliken ! Lon 
it any rate, are gone ; and, with the utmost respect for you, I like 
mur picture even better than the original. Miss Prior ! 

Enter Miss Prior. 

Miss Prior. I bog pardon. I thought you were gone to dinner, 
heard the second bell some time since. [*S’Ae is drawimj back. 

Touchit. Stop ! I say, Julia ! (She returns, he looks at her, 
ikes her hand.) Why do you dress yourself ill this odd poky 
ay? You used to he a very smartly dressed girl. Why do you 
hie your hair, and wear such a dowdy high gown, Julia? 

Julia. You mustn’t call 111 c Julia, Captain Touchit, 

Touchit. Why? when I lived in your mother’s lodging, I 
died you Julia. When you brought up the tea, you didn’t mind 
dug called Julia. When we used to go to the play with the 

ikets the Editor gave us, who lived on the second floor- 

Julia. The wretch !—dou’t speak of him ! 
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Touciiit. Ah ! I am afraid lie was a sad deceiver, that Editor. 
He was a very clever fellow. What droll songs he used to sing! 
What a heap of play-tickets, diorama-tickets, concert-tickets, he 
used to give you ! Did he torch your heart, Julia? 

Julia. Fiddlededee ! No man ever touched my heart, Captain 
Touehit. 

Touciiit. What! not even Tom Flight, who had the second 
floor after the Editor left it—and who cried so bitterly at the idea 
of going out to India without you ? You had a tendre for him— 
a little passion—you know you had. Why, even the ladies here 
know it, Mrs. Bennington told me that you were waiting for a 
sweetheart in India, to whom you were engaged; and Lady lvicklc- 
bury thinks you are dying in love for the absent swain. 

Jui.ia. I hope—I hope—you did not contradict them, Captain 
Touciiit ? 

Touciiit. Why not, my dear? 

Julia. May I be frank with you? You were a kind, very 
kind friend to us—to me in my youth. 

Touciiit. I paid my lodgings regularly, and my bills without 
asking questions. I never weighed the tea in the caddy, or 
counted the lumps of sugar, or heeded the rapid consumption ot 
my Hi/neur - 

Julia. Hush, hush ! I know they were taken. I know you 
were very good to us. You helped my poor papa out of many 
a difficulty. 

Touciiit (aside). Tipsy old coal-merchant! I did, and lx 
helped himself too. 

Julia. And you were always our best friend, Captain Touciiit 
When our misfortunes came, you got me this situation with Mrs 
Milliken—and, and—don’t you see?- 

Touciiit. Well — what? 

Julia (hiuyldny). I think it is best, under the circumstance? 
that the ladies here should suppose I am engaged to he married—«' 
—or, they might be —might be jealous, you understand. Women m 
sometimes jealous of others—especially mothers and mothers-iu-lav 

Touciiit. Oh, you arch-schemer ! And it is for that you cov< 
up that beautiful hair of yours, and wear that demure cap? 

J u lly (slyly). I am subject to rheumatism in the head, Capta 
Touehit. 

Touciiit. It is for that you put on the spectacles, and mu! 
yourself look a hundred years old ? 

Julia. My eyes are weak, Captain Touehit. 

Touciiit. Weak with weeping for Tom Flight. You hypocrit 
Show me your eyes ! 
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Miss P. Nonsense ! 

Touciiit. Show me your eyes, I say, or I’ll tell about Tom 
Flight, and that he has been married at Madras these two years. 

Miss P. Oh, you horrid man ! (ft’akes (/lasses oft'.) There ! 

Toucuit. Translucent orbs! beams of flashing light! lovely 
lashes veiling celestial brightness ! No, they haven’t cried much 
for Tom Flight, that faithless captain ! nor for Lawrence O’Reilly, 
that killing Editor. It is lucky you keep the glasses on them, or 
they would transfix Horace Milliken, my friend the widower here. 
Do you always wear them when you are alone with him ? 

Miss P. I never am alone with him. Bless me ! If Lady 
Kicklebury thought my eyes were—well, well—you know what I 
mean, — if she thought her son-in-law looked at me, I should be 
turned out of doors the next day, I am sure I should. And then, 
poor Mr. Milliken ! he never looks at me —Heaven help him ! 
Why, he can’t see me for her Ladyship’s nose and awful caps and 
ribbons! He sits and looks at the portrait yonder, and sighs 
so. He thinks that he is lost in grief for his wife at this very 
moment. 

Tout,'H it. What a woman that was—eh, Julia ?—that departed 
angel ! What a temper she had before her departure ! 

Miss 1’. But the wind was tempered to the lamb. If she was 
angry—the lamb was so very lamblike, and meek, and fleecy. 

Toucuit. And what a desperate flirt the departed angel was! 
I knew half-a-dozen fellows, before her marriage, whom she threw 
aver because Milliken was so rich. 

Miss P. She was consistent at least, and did not change after 
marriage, as some ladies do; but flirted, as you call it, just as much 
is before. At Paris, young Mr. Vernev, the attache, was never out 
if the house : at Rome, Mr. Beard, the artist, was always drawing 
aioturcs of her: at Naples, when poor Mr. M. went away to look 
ifter his affairs at Saint Petersburg, little Count Posilippo was for 
:vor coming to learn English and practise duets. She scarcely ever 
saw the poor children. ( Chanyiny her manner as Lady Kicklebury 
•nfers.) Hush—my Lady! 

Toucuit. You may well say, “ poor children,” deprived of such 
> woman ! Miss Prior, whom I know in very early days—as your 
ladyship knows—was speaking—was speaking of the loss our 
>oor friend sustained. 

Lady K. Ah, sir, what a loss ! [Lookmy at the picture. 

Toucuit. What a woman she was—what a superior creature ! 

Lady K. A creature—an angel! 

Toucuit. Morey upon us! how she and my Lady r used to 
barrel! (Aside.) What a temper ! 

L 



THE WOLVES AN1) THE LAMB 


24 


Lady K. Hm—oh yes—wluit a temper! ( Rather doubtfully 
at .first.) 

Touiniir. What a loss to Milliken and the darling children ! 

Miss Prior. Luckily they have you with them, madam. 

Lady K. And I will stay with them, Miss Prior ; I will stay 
with them ! I will never part from Horace, I am determined. 

Miss P. All ■ I am very glad you stay, for if I had not you for 
a protector, I think you know I must go, Lady Kieklebury. I 
think you know there are those who would forget my attachment to 
these darling children, my services to -to her—and dismiss the poor 
governess. But while you stay I can stay, dear Lady Kieklebury ! 
With you to defend me from jealousy I need not quite be afraid. 

Lady K. Of Mrs. Bennington? Of Mr. Milliken’s mother; of 
the parson’s wife who writes out his stupid sermons, and has half- 
a-dozen children of her own? I should think not indeed ! I am 
the natural protector of these children. 1 am their mother. J 
have no husband. You" stay in this house, Miss Prior. You arc a 
faithful attached creature—though you were sent in by somebody I 
don’t like very much. 

[ Pointin'/ to Tmichit, who went oft' Inuyliiny when Julia 
beyan her speech, and is note looktny at prints, <('<•., 
in nerf room. 

M iss P. Captain 'l'ouchit may not be in all things what one 
could wish. But his kindness has formed the happiness of my life 
in making me acquainted with yotl, ma’am : and I am sure you 
would not have me he ungrateful to him. 

Lady K. A most highly principled young woman. 

[(Joes out in yarden and walks up and down with 
Cajitain Touehit. 

Enter Mrs. Bonninoton. 

Miss P. Oh, how glad I am you are come, Mrs. Bennington ! 
Have you brought me that pretty hymn you promised me ? You 
always keep your promises, even to poor governesses. I read dear 
Mr. Bonnington’s sermon ! It was so interesting that I really 
could not think of going to sleep until I had read it all through ; it 
was delightful, hut oil ! it’s still better when he preaches it ! 1 

hope I did not do wrong in copying a part of it ? i wish to impress 
it on the children. There are some worldly influences at work witl: 
them, dear madam ( look ini' at Lady K. in the yarden) which I dc 
my feeble, effort to—to modify. I wish you could come oftener. 

Mrs. B. I will try, iny dear —I will try. Emily has sweef 
dispositions. 
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Miss P. Ah, she takes alter her Grandmamma Bennington ! 

Blits. B. But George was sadly fractious just now in the school¬ 
room because I tried him with a tract. 

Miss P. Let us hope for bettej times! Do be with your 
children, dear Mrs. Bonnington, as constantly as ever you can, 
for tii;/ sake as well as theirs ! / want protection and advice as 

well as they do. The governess, dear lady, looks up to you as well 
as the pupils ; she wants the teaching which you and dear Mr. 
Bonnington can give her ! Ah, why could not Mr. and Mrs. 
Bonnington come and live here, I often think ! The children would 
have companions in their dear young uncles and aunts; so pleasant 
it would be. The house is quite large enough : that is, if her 
Ladyship did not occupy the three south rooms in the left wing. 
Ah, why, why couldn’t you come l 

Mns. B. You are a kind affectionate creature, Miss Prior. I do 
not very much like the gentleman who recommended you to Arabella, 
you know. But I do think he sent my son a #ood governess for his 
children. [Ladies mdk up and down in front garden. 

Touchit enters. 

Touchit. Miss Julia Prior, you are a wonder! I watch you 
ivitli respect and surprise. 

Miss P. Me ! what have I done ? a poor friendless governess— 
■espeet me ? 

Touchit. 1 have a mind to tell those two ladies what I think 
>f Miss Julia Prior. If they knew you as I know you, O Julia 
Prior, what a short reign yours would be ! 

Miss P. I have to manage them a little. Each separately it is 
mt so difficult. But when they are together, oh, it is very hard some- 
imes. 


. Enter Millikkn dressed, shakes hands with Bliss P. 

Millikkn'. Bliss Prior ! are you well? Have the children been 
;ood 1 and learned all their lessons ? 

Bliss I’. The children are pretty good, sir. 

BIillikkn. Well, that’s a great deal as times go. Do not 
•other them with too much learning, Bliss Prior. Let them have 
n easy life. Time enough for trouble when age comes. 

Enter John. 

John. Dinner, sir. [And exit. 

Millikkn. Dinner, ladies. My Lady Kicklebury. 

[triecs arm to Lady K. 
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Lady K. My dear Horace, you shouldn’t shake hands wit) 
Miss Prior. You should keep people of that class at a distance 
my dear creature. 

[They yo in to dinner, Captain Tour hit fMo winy witI 
Mrs. lionninytun. As they yo out, enter Mary wih 
children’s tea-tray, >(•<■., Children followintj, and afte 
them Mrs. Prior. Mary yives her tea. 

Mrs. Prior. Thank you, Mary ! You are so very kind ! <)l, 

what delicious tea ! 

Georue. I say, Mrs. Prior, I daresay you would like to din 
best, wouldn’t you 1 

Mrs. P. Bless you, my darling love, I had my dinner at on 
o’clock with my children at home. 

Georue. So had we : hut wc go in to dessert very often ; ain 
then don’t we have cakes and oranges and candied peel an 
macaroons and things ! We are not to go in to-day ; because llcll; 
ate so many strawberries she made herself ill. 

Bella. So did you. 

Georue. I’m a man, and men eat more than women, twice 
much as women. When I’m a man I’ll eat as much cake as ue: 

I like. I sav, Mary, give us the marmalade. 

Mrs. P. Oh, what nice marmalade! / know of some pc 
children- 

Miss P. Mamma ! don’t, mamma. (In an imploriny tow.) 

Mrs. P. 1 know of two poor children at home, who have vu 
seldom nice marmalade and cake, young people. 

Georue. You mean Adolphus and Frederick and Amelia, y 1 ' 
children. Well, they shall have marmalade and cake. 

Bella. Oh yes ! I'll give them mine. 

Mrs. P. Darling dearest child ! 

Georue (his mouth full). I won’t give ’em mine ; hut tic 
can have another pot, you know. You have always got a hast 
with you, Mrs. Prior. I know you have. You had it that <l» 
you took the cold fowl. 

Mrs. P. For the poor blind black man ! oh, how thankful i 
was ! 

Georue. I don’t know whether it was for a black man. Mar 
get us another pot of marmalade. 

Mary. I don’t know, Master George. 

Georue. I will have another pot of marmalade. If you (lou 
I’ll.-I’ll smash everything I will. 

Bella. Oh, you naughty rude boy ! 

Georue. Hold your tongue. I will have it. Mary shall ; 
and get it. 
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Mrs. P. Do humour him, Mary ; and I’m sure my poor children 
ome will be the better for it. 

George. There’s your basket! now put this cake in, and this 
of butter, and this sugar. Hurray,,hurray ! Oh, what jolly fun ! 
Adolphus and Amelia I sent it to them—tell ’em they shall never 
t for anything as long as George Kicklcbury Milliken, Esquire, 
give it ’em. Did Adolphus like my grey coat that I didn’t want? 
Miss P. You did not give him your new grey coat ? 

George. Don’t you speak to me; I’m going to school—I’m not 
ig to have no more governesses soon. 

Mrs. P. Oh, my dear Master George, what a nice coat it is, 
how well my poor boy looked in it! 

Miss P. Don’t, mamma! I pray and entreat you not to take 
things! 


Enter Sort's from dining-room with a tray. 

John. Some cream, some jelly, a little champagne, Miss Prior! 
ought you might like some. 

George. Oh, jolly ! give us hold of the jelly ! give us a glass 
liampagne. 

John. I will not give you any. 

George. I’ll smash every glass in the room, if you don’t; I’ll 
my fingers ; I’ll poison myself—there !—I’ll eat all this sealing-, 
if you don’t, and it’s rank poison, you know it is. 

Mrs. P. My dear Master George ! \ Exit John. 

George. Ha, lia ! I knew you’d give it me ; another boy taught 
that. 

Bella. And a very naughty rude boy. 

George. He, he, he ! hold your tongue, miss ! And said he 
tys got wine so : and so I used to do it to my poor mamma, 

, Prior. Usedn’t to like mamma much. 

Bella. Oh, you wicked boy ! 

GtEouck. She usedn’t to see us much. She used to say I tried 
nerves ; what’s nerves, Mrs. Prior? Give us some more 
apagne ! Will have it! Ila, ha, lia ! ain’t it jolly ? Now I’ll 
at and have a run in the garden. [Runs into garden. 

Mrs. P. And you, my dear ? 

Bella. I shall go and resume the perusal of the “Pilgrim’s 
;ress,” which my grandpapa, Mr. Bonnington, sent me. 

[Exit Arabella. 

Miss P. How those children arc spoilt! Goodness, what can 
? If I correct one, he flies to Grandmamma Kicklebury; if 
>eak to another, she appeals to Grandmamma Bonnington. 
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When I was alone with them, I had them in something like ordij 
Now, between the one grandmother and the other, the children «:• 
going to ruin, and so would the house too, hut that Howell—tire 
odd, rude, but honest and intelligent creature, I must say—kee|, : 
it up. It is wonderful how a person in his rank of life should Inn, 
instructed himself so. He really knows—I really think he know 
more than 1 do myself. 

Mrs. P. Julia dear 1 

Miss P. What is it, mamma? 

Mrs. P. Your little sister wants some underclothing sac 11 
Julia dear, and poor Adolphus’s shoes are quite worn out. 

Miss P. I thought so : I have given you all I could, mamma. 

Mies. P. Yes, my love ! you are a good love, and generem 
Heaven knows, to your poor old mother who has seen better day 
If we had not wanted, would I have ever allowed you to hr 
governess—a poor degraded governess ? If that brute O’Reilly vl 
lived on our second floor had not behaved so shamefully wicked: 
you, and married Miss Flack, the singer, might you not leave hr: 
editress of the L’h'nn/>ion of Libert// at thin very moment, and lai 
your opera-box every night ? 

[.S'/te drinks chiunjxtifne while talkimj , and r.rcites herself. 

Miss P. Don’t take that, mamma ! 

Mrs. P. Don’t take it? why, it costs nothing; Milliken ran 
afford it. Do you suppose I get champagne every day ! I mid.: 
have had it as a girl when I first married your father, and we kr|' 
our gig and horse, and lived at Claplnim, and had the best 
everything. But the coal-trade is not what it was, Julia. \W 
met with misfortunes, Julia, and we went into poverty : and your 
poor father went into the Bench for twenty-three months—two you 
all but a month he did —and my poor girl was obliged to dance at 
the “Coburg Theatre”—yes, you were, at ten shillings a week, it 
the Oriental ballet of “ The Bulbul and the Bose ” : you were, mi}' 
poor darling child ! 

Miss P. Hush, hush, mamma ! 

Mrs. P. And we kep’ a lodging-house in Bury Street, Saint 
James’s, which your father’s brother furnished for us, who was ail 
extensive oil-merchant. He brought you up; and afterwards ltf 
quarrelled with my poor James, Robert Prior did, and he died, n* 
leaving us a shilling. And my dear eldest boy went into a wiin'- 
merehant’s office : and my poor darling Julia became a governess 
when you had had the best of education at Olapham : you 1ml, 
Julia. And to think that you were obliged, my blessed thing, t0 
go on in the Oriental ballet of “The Rose and the Bui-” 

Miss P. Mamma, hush, hush ! forget that story. 
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Enter Pace from dining-room. 

Page. Miss Prior! please, the ladies are coming from the 
ag-room. Mrs. B. have had her two glasses of port, and her 
yship is now a-telling the story about the Prince of Wales when 
[danced with him at Carlton House. '(Exit Page. 

Miss P. Quick, quick! There, take your basket! Put on 
r bonnet, and good night, mamma. Here, here is a liaif- 
sreign and three shillings : it is all the money I have in the 
Id ; take it, and buy the shoes for Adolphus. 

Mrs. P. And the underclothing, my love—little Amelia’s under¬ 
ling? 

Miss P. We will see about it. Good night. (Rinses her.) 
’t be seen here,—Lady K. doesn’t like it. 

Enter Gentlemen and Ladies from, dining-room. 

Lady K. We follow the Continental fashion. We don’t sit 
■ dinner, Captain Touchit. 

rouoniT. Confound the Continental fashion ! I like to sit a 
! while after dinner. (Aside.) 

VIns. B. So does my dear Mr. Bennington, Captain Touchit. 
ikes a little port wine after dinner. 

L’ouchit. I’m not surprised at it, ma’am. 

dim. B. When did you say your son was coming, Lady 
lebury ? 

jADY K. My Clarence ? He will be here immediately, I hope, 
lear boy ! You know my Clarence ? 

’ouchit; Yes, ma’am. 

jAdy K. And like him, I’m sure, Captain Touchit! Every - 
does like Clarence Kicklebury. 

’ouchit. The confounded young scamp! I say, Horace, do 
ike your brother-in-law? 

In. liken'. Well—I- I can’t say—I—like him—in fact, I 
But that’s no reason why his mother shouldn’t. 

[During this, Howell, preceded by Bulkeley, hands round 
coffee. The garden without has darkened, as if even¬ 
ing. Bulkeley is going away without offering coffee to 
Miss Prior. John stamps on his foot, and points to 
her. Captain, Touchit, laughing, goes up and talks to 
her now the servants are gone. 

Ins. B. Horace! I must tell you that the waste at your 
is shocking. What is the need of opening all this wine? You 
j.ady Kicklebury were the only persons who took champagne. 
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Toucijit. I never drink it—never touch the rubbish ! 
old a stager! 

Lady K. Port, I think, is your favourite, Mrs. Bonnington 

Mrs. B. My dear lady v I do not mean that you should 
have champagne, if you like. Pray, pray, don’t be angry ! 
why on earth, for you, who take so little, and Horace, who 
drinks it to keep you company, should not Howell open a 
instead of a great large bottle ? 

Lady K. Oh, Howell! Howell! We must not mention ITo\ 
my dear Mrs. Bonnington. Howell is faultless ! Howell has 
keys of everything! Howell is not to be controlled in anythi 
Howell is to be at liberty to be rude to my servant! 

Millikkn. Is that all? I am sure I should have thought v 
man was big enough to resent any rudeness from poor little How 

L\dy K. Horace ! Excuse me for saying that you don’t la; 
—the — the class of servant to whom Bulkeloy belongs. J i 
him, as a great favour, from Lord Toddleby. That class of sen 
is accustomed generally not to go out single. 

Milliken'. Unless they are two behind a carriage-perch, ii 
pine away, as one love-bird does without his mate! 

Lady K. No doubt! no doubt ! I only say you arc i 
accustomed here—in this kind of establishment, you understand' 
to that class of-- 

Mrs. B. Lady Kicklebury ! is my son’s establishment not ps 
enough for any powdered monster in England? Is the house hi 
British merchant ? 

Lady K. My dear creature 1 my dear creature ! it is the host 
of a British merchant, and a very comfortable house. 

Miss. B. Yes, as you find it. 

Lady K. Yes, as I find it, when I come to take care of m; 
departed angel’s children, Mrs. Bonnington— (pointini/ to jiktim 
-of that dear seraph’s orphans, Mrs. Bonnington. Yon ramii't 
You have other duties—other children — a husband at home i) 
delicate health, who- 

Mrs. B. Lady Kicklebury, no one shall say I don’t take can 
of my dear husband ! 

Mir.r.rKRN. My dear mother! My dear Lady Kirklelmry 
(To T. who has come forward.) They spar so every night tin! 
meet, Touchit. Ain’t it hard? 

Lady K. I say you do take care of Mr. Bonnington, Mi* 
Bonnington, my dear creature ! and that is why you can’t at ten* 
to Horace. And as lie is of a very easy temper-- except wrac 
times with his poor Arabella's mother—he allows all his trades 
men to cheat him, all his servants to client )o>». tt„„.,.ii >“> rutl 
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■erybody—to me amongst other people, and why not to my 
Bit Bulkeley, with whom Lord Toddleby’s groom of the 
fbers gave me the very highest character ? 

■Iks. B. I’m surprised that noblemen have grooms in their 
jbers. I should think they were" 1 much better in the stables, 
sure I always think so when we dine with Doctor Clinker, 
nan does bring such a smell of the stable with him. 
jadv K. He! he ! you mistake, my dearest creature! Your 
mother mistakes, my good Horace. You have lived in a 

i and most respectable sphere—but not—not-- 

Iks. B. Not what, Lady Kicklcbury? We have lived at 
imond twenty years—in my late husband’s time—when we 
a great deal of company, and when this dear Horace was a 
boy at Westminster School. And we have paid for every- 
1 we have had for twenty years, and we have owed not a 
ly to any tradesman, though we mayn’t have had powdered 
nen six feet high, who were impertinent to all the maids in 

place-- Don’t! I will speak, Horace—but servants who 

Id us, and who lived in our families. 

iMil liken. Mamma, now, my dear good old mother! I am 
| Lady Kicklebury meant no harm. 

ILaby K. Me ! my dear Horace ! harm ! What harm could I 

im ? 

■Milliken. Come ! let us have a game at whist. Touchit, will 
i make a fourth ? They go on so every night almost. Ain’t it 
_ity, now ? 

Touchit. Miss Prior generally plays, doesn’t she ? 

Milliken. And a very good player, too. But I thought you 
fht like it. 

Touchit. Well, not exactly. I don’t like sixpenny points, 
race, or quarrelling with old dragons about the odd trick. I 
|l go and smoke a cigar on the terrace, and contemplate the 
jver Thames, the darkling woods, the starry hosts of heaven. I 
I like smoking better than playing whist. 

[Milliken rings bell. 

Milliken. Ah, George ! you’re not fit for domestic felicity. 
Touchit. No, not exactly. 

Enter Howell. 

Milliken. Lights and a whist table. Oh, I see you bring 
in. You know everything I want. He knows everything I want, 
dwell does. Let us cut. Miss Prior, you and I are partners ! 
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ACT II 

Scene. — A.s- before. 

L ADY K. Don’t ,smoke, you naughty hoy ! I don’t like 
Besides, it will encourage your brother-indaw to smoke. 

/ Clarence K. Anything to oblige you, I’m sure. 1: 
can’t do without it, mother; it’s good for my health. When T v. 
in the Plungers, our doctor used to say, “You ought never to sine 
more than eight cigars a day ”—an order, you know, to do id 
don’t you see 1 | 

Ladv K. Ah, my child ! I am very glad you arc not v:j 
those unfortunate people in the East. 

Iv. So am I. Sold out just in time. Much better fun In 
here, than having the cholera at Scutari. Nice house, Millike 
Snob, but good fellow - good cellar, doosid good cook. Really, ti 
salmi yesterday,—couldn’t have it better done at the “ Rag” nr 
You have got into good quarters here, mother. 

Ladv Iv. The meals are very good, and the house is very go 
the manners are not of the first order. But what can you exp 
of City people] I always told your poor dear sister, when - 
married Mr. Milliken, that she might look for everything sub.-e: 
tial, - but not manners. Poor dear Arabella would marry him. 

K. Would ! that is a good one, mamma ! Why, you imi 
her ! It’s a dozen years ago. But I recollect., when I came lu>n. 

from Eton, seeing her crying because Charley Tufton-- 

Ladv K. Mr. Tufton had not a shilling to bless himself'll! 
The marriage was absurd and impossible. 

K. lie hadn’t a shilling then. I guess lie has plenty id® 
Elder brother killed, out hunting. Father dead. Tuf a baronet 
with four thousand a year if lie’s a shilling. 

Ladv K. Not so much. 

K. Four thousand if it’s a shilling. Why, the property adjoin 
Kieklebury’s—I ought to know. I’ve shot over it a thousnm 
times. Ileh ! I remember, when I was quite a young ’mi, h° v 
Arabella used to go out into Tufton Park to meet. Charley aii«l I" 
is a doosid good fellow, and a gentlemanlike fellow, and a 'l lWSI< 
deal better than this City fellow. 
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jby K. If you don’t like this City fellow, Ciar once, why do 
ime here 1 why didn’t you stop with your elder brother at 
bury ? 

Why didn’t II Why didnifc you stop at Kicklebury, 
a? Because you had notice to quit. Serious daughter-in- 
uarrels about management of the house—row in the building, 
■other interferes, and politely requests mamma to shorten her 
So it is with your other two daughters; so it was with 
Jla when she was alive. What shindies you used to have 
her, Lady Kicklebury ! Heh ! I had a row with my brother 
ister about a confounded little nursery-maid. 

&r>Y K. Clarence ! 

. And so I had notice to quit too. And I’m in very good 
;rs here, and I intend to stay in ’em, mamma. I say- 

r DY K. What do you say ? 

Since I sold out, you know, and the regiment went abroad, 
lund me, the brutes at the “Rag” will hardly speak to me! 
6 so ill, I couldn’t go. Who the doose can live the life I’ve 
ind keep health enough for that infernal Crimea? Besides, 
coidd I help it ? I was so cursedly in debt that I was obliged 
ive the money, you know. You hadn’t got any. 

<AJT)Y K. Not a halfpenny, my darling. I am dreadfully in 
myself. 

[. I know you are. So am I. My brother wouldn’t give me 
not a dump. Hang him ! Said he had his children to look 
Milliken wouldn’t advance me any more—said I did him in 
horse transaction. He ! he ! he ! so I did ! What had I to 
nit to sell out? And the fellows cut me, by Jove! Ain’t it 
bad? I’ll take my name off the “Rag,” I will, though. 

Lady K. We must sow our wild oats, and we must sober 
in ; and we must live here, where the living is very good and 
[■ cheap, Clarence, you naughty boy! And we must get you a 
'■wife. Did you see at church yesterday that young woman in 
t green, with rather red hair and a pink bonnet? 

K. I was asleep, ma’am, most of the time, or I was bookin’ up 
odds for the Chester Cup. When I’m bookin’ up, I think of 
lin’ else, ma’am,—nothin’. 

Lady K. That was Miss Brocksopp—Briggs, Brown, and 
cksopp, the great sugar-bakers. They say she will have eighty 
isand pound. We will ask her to dinner here. 

K. I say—why the doose do you have such old women to 
ler here ? Why don’t you get some pretty girls ? Such a set 
:oiifounded old frumps as eat Milliken’s mutton I never saw. 
re’s you, and his old mother Mrs. Bonnington, and old Mrs. 
’2 0 
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Fogram, and old Miss What’s--her-namo, the woman with the sr 
eye, and that immense Mrs. Chowder. It’s so stoopid, that 
weren’t for Tom-hit coming down sometimes, and the billiards 
boatin', I should die here -expire, by gad ! Why don’t you 
some pretty women into the house. Lady Kieklehury ? 

Lady I\. Why ! Do you think I want that picture t; 
down: and another Mrs: Milliken ? Wiseheatl! If Horace mai 
again, would he he your banker, and keep this house, now that 
grateful son of mine has turned me out of his? No pretty wn 
shall come into the house whilst I am here. 

K. Governess seems a pretty woman : weak eyes, bad fi; 
poky, badly dressed, but doosid pretty woman. 

Lady K. Bah ! There is no danger from her. She is a i 
faithful creature, attached to me beyond everything. And 
eyes—her eyes are weak with crying for some young man w) 
in India. She lias his miniature in her room, locked up in <uJ 
her drawers. 

K. Then how the (loose did you come to see it? 

Lady K. We see a number of things, Clarence. Will J 
drive with me \ 

K. Not as I knows on, thank you. No, mn : drivin’s Psisb 
and you're going to call on two or three old dowagers in the I’a: 
Thank your Ladyship for the delightful offer. 


/utter John. 

John. Please, sir, here’s the man with the bill for the hwit 
two pound three. 

K. Damn it, pay it don’t bother me! 

John. Haven’t got the money, sir. 

Lady K. Howell I I saw Mr. Milliken give you a ehei|itof 
twenty-five pounds before he went into town this morning. lay 
sir. ( limiK , o/ienK i/rinrer, take. s- out e/tti/itt:-/iook.) There it 1 
marked “Howell, £2o.” 

John. Would your Ladyship like to step down into my pan# 
and see what I’ve paid with the twenty-five pounds'? Bid n 
master leave any orders that your Ladyship was to inspect h 
accounts ? 

Lady K. Step down into the pantry ! inspect your account 
I never heard such impertinence. What do you mean, sir ? 

K. Dam my, sir, what do you mean? 

John. I thought as her Ladyship kept a hove over my maste 
private book, she might like to look at mine too. 

Lady K. Upon my word, this insolence is too much. 
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N. I beg your Ladyship’s pardon. I am sure I have said 

Said, sir! your manner is mutinous, by Jove, sir! if I had 
he regiment- • 

IN. I understood that you had left the regiment, sir, just 
t went on the campaign, sir. 

Confound you, sir ! [Starts up. 

>y K. Clarence, my child, my child ! 

f [N. Your Ladyship needn’t be alarmed ; I’m a little man, 
ly, but I don’t think Mr. Clarence was a-goin’ for to hit me, 
ly; not before a lady, I’m sure. I suppose, sir, that you 
ay the boatman 1 

j No, sir, I won’t pay him, nor any man who uses this sort 
jned impertinence ! 

pN. I told Bullocks, sir, I thought it was jest possible you 
i’t. [ Exit. 

That’s a nice man, that is—an impudent villain ! 
jdy K. Ruined by Horace’s weakness. He ruins everybody, 
)od-natured Horace ! 

Why don’t you get rid of the blackguard % 

JlDY K. There is a time for all things, my dear. This man 
y convenient to Horace. Mr. Milliken is exceedingly lazy, 
lowell spares him a great deal of trouble. Some day or other 
l take all this domestic trouble off his hands. But not yet : 
poor brother-in-law is restive, like many weak men. He is 
feed to other influences : his odious mother thwarts me a 
peal. 

I Why, you used to be the dearest friends in the world. I 
Set when I was at Eton- 

U)Y K. Were; but friendship don’t last for ever. Mrs. 
ngton and I have had serious differences since I came to live 
she lias a natural jealousy, perhaps, at my superintending her 
iffairs. When she ceases to visit at the house, as she very 
ly will, things will go more easily; and Mr. Howell will go 
>u may depend upon it. I am always sorry when my temper 
out, as it will sometimes. 

Won’t it, that’s all 1 

.DY K. At his insolence, my temper is high ; so is yours, 
ir. Calm it for the present, especially as regards Howell. 

Gad ! d’you know I was very nearly pitching into him 1 
ice, one night in the Haymarket, at a lobster-shop, where I 
ith some fellows, we chaffed some other fellows, and there 
ie fellah—quite a little fellah—and I pitched into him, and 
3 me the most confounded lickin’ I ever had in my life, since 
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my brother Kieklebury licked me when we were at Etoi 
that, you see, was a lesson to me, ma’am. Never trust tlioi 
fellows, never chart’ ’em : dummy, they may be boxers. 

Lady K. You tptarrellome boy! I remember you 
home with your naughty head so bruised. {Looks at wat 
must go now to take mv drive. [ E.eit Lad 

K. I owe a doose of a tick at that billiard-room ; I sha 
that boatman dunnin’ me. Why hasn’t Milliken got any In 
ride? Hang him! suppose he can’t ride—suppose he’s a 
He ain’t mi/ tailor, though, though I owe him a doosid 
money. There goes mamma with that darling nephew an 
of mine. 

Enter Bui.kki.ky. 

Why haven’t you gone with my Lady, you, sir? {to Bnlkebi 

Bur.KEl.KY. My Lady have a-took the pony-carriage, sir 
Bonnington have a-took the hopen carriage and ’orses, si 
mornin’, which the Bishop of London is ’willing a confirm.i 
Teddington, sir, and Mr. Bonnington is attending the si r 
And I have told Mr. '(dwell, sir, that my Lady would pnl 
hopen carriage, sir, which I like the hcxcrcise myself, sir, an 
the pony-carriage was good enough for Mrs. Bonnington, sii 
Mr. ’Dwell was very hinsolent to me, sir; and I don’t think 
stay in the ’ou.se with him. 

K. Hold your jaw, sir. 

Bin.KEr.EY. Yes, sir. [Exit Bulk. 

K. I wonder who that governess is—sang rather ]ii 
last night—wish slic’d come and sing now wish slic'd coin 
amuse me—I’ve seen her face before -where have 1 sen 
face?—it ain’t at all a bad one. What shall I do? danim 
read a book : I’ve not read a book this ever so long. What s 
[ Look's anin>ii/sf kooks, selects onr, sinks down in uisij 
so as i/uite to he lost. 

Enter Mrss Prior. 

Mims Puior. There’s peace in the house ! those noisy chi 
are away with their grandmamma. The weather is hcnutinil 
I hope they will take a long drive. Now I can have a *!tdet 
hour, and finish that dear pretty “Ruth’’—oh, how it nwk’ 
cry, that pretty story ! 

[Lays down her bonnet on table — yoe.s to i/lass -tnh 
cap a nd, speetacl.es — a/• ran yes her hair — Clni'cnn 
yot on chair lookimj at her. 
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! y Jove ! I know who it is now ! Remember her as 
rossible. Four years ago, when little Foxbury used to 
the ballet over the water. Don't I remember her ! She 
r ears behind the scenes, by jingo ! (Comitu/ forward.) 
nberton ! Star of the bultet ! Light of the harem ! 
u remember the grand Oriental ballet of the “Bulbul 
’eri ” ? 

8 P. Oh ! (screams). No, n—no, sir. You are mistaken : 
lac is Prior. I—never was at the “Coburg Theatre.” 

I (seizing her hand). No, you don’t, though ! What ! don’t 
(ember well that little hand slapping this face ? which nature 
[then adorned with whiskers, by gad ! You pretend you 
pgotten little Foxbury, whom Charley Calverley used to 
ffter, and who used to drive to the “ Coburg ” every night 
ibrougham. How did you know it was the “Coburg”? 
I a good one ! Had you there, I think. 

ps P. Sir, in the name of Heaven, pity me! I have to 
by mother and my sisters and my brothers. When—when 
tw me, we were in great poverty ; and almost all the 
ed earnings I made at that time were given to my poor 
then lying in the Queen’s Bench hard by. You know there 
thing against my character—you know there was not. Ask 
a Touchit whether I was not a good girl. It was he who 
t me to this house. 

Touchit ! the old villain ! 

pcs P. I had your sister’s confidence. I tended her abroad 
► death-bed. I have brought up your nephew and niece, 
iny one if I have not been honest. As a man, as a gentle- 
I entreat you to keep my secret ! I implore you for the sake 
poor mother and her children ! (kneel!ny). 

. By Jove ! how handsome you are ! How crying becomes 
eyes ! Get up ; get up. Of course I’ll keep your secret, 


ism P. Ali ! ah ! 

[She screams as he tries to embrace her. TTowell rushes in. 
Iowrll, Hands off, you little villain ! Stir a step, and I’ll 
rou, if you were a regiment 01 captains ! What! insult this 
fwho kept watch at your sister’s death-bed and has took charge 
|r children! Don’t be frightened, Miss Prior. Julia—dear, 
I Julia—I’m by you. If the scoundrel touches you, I’ll kill 
l I—I love you—there—it’s here—love you madly—with all 
Irt—my a-heart! 

Hiss P. Howell—for Heaven’s sake, Howell ! 
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K. Pooh — ooh ! (liursting with /aia/hfer.) Here’s 
by jingo ! Here’s John in love with the governess. Fond 
Miss Pemberton -oy ? Gad, it’s the best thin" 1 eve 
Saved a good bit, ey, Jennies? Take a public-house? ] 

I’ll buy my beer there. 

John. Owe for it, you mean. I don’t think your ti 
profit much by vour custom, ex-Cornet Kieklcbury. 

K. By Jove ! I'll do for you, you villain 1 

John. No, not that way, Captain. 

[Struggles with and throws 

K. {screams). Hallo, Bulkeley ! 

[ Hulk el eg is seen strolling in the ga 

Enter Bulkin.ky. 

Bulkklky. What is it, sir ? 

K. fake this confounded villain off me, and pitch him i: 
Thames—do you hear l 

John. Come here, and I’ll break every bone in your 1. 
body. ( To Hut kef eg. ) 

Bulkklky. Come, come! whathover his hall this year row 

Miss P. For Heaven’s sake, don't strike that poor man! 

Bulkklky. Yon, he <piiet. What’s he a-hittin’ ahoi; 
master for ? 

John. Take off your hat, sir, when you speak to a 
(Tales up a poker.) And now come on both of vou, cowards 
\R ashes at llii/ke/eg ami knocks his hat off his he 

Bulkklky ( stepping hack). If you'll put down that 
poker, you know, then I'll pitch into you fast enough. Hut 
there poker ain’t fair, you know. 

K. You villain ! of course you will leave this house. 
Miss Prior. I think you will understand that you will go to 
don’t think mv niece wants to learn dancin’, you umleisi 
Good-bye. Here, Bulkeley! [Gets behind footman awl ext 

Miss P. Do you know the meaning of that threat, Mr. lb" 

John. Yes, Miss Prior. 

Miss P. I was a dancer on , for three months, four years 
when mv poor father was in ] risen. 

John. Yes, Miss Prior, I knew it. And I saw you a w 
times. 

Miss P. And you kept my secret? 

John. Yes, Ju Jul Miss Prior. 

Miss P. Thank you, and God bless you, John Howell ! l'i 
there. You mustn’t ! indeed, you mustn’t 1 
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BN. You don’t remember the printer’s boy who used to come 
iO’Reilly, and sit in your ’all in Bury Street, Bliss Prior ? I 
gat boy. I was a country-bred boy—that is if you called 
I country, and Wimbledon Common and that. I served the 
In family seven year. I went vfltli Master Horace to College, 
fen I revolted against service, and I thought I’d be a man anil 
jrinter like Doctor Frankling. And I got in an office: and I 
frith proofs to Mr. O’Beilly, and I saw you. And though I 
| have been in love with somebody else before I did—yet it 
0 hup when I saw you. 

jss P. (kindly). You must not talk to me in that way, John 

U. 

HN. Let’s tell the tale out. I couldn’t stand the newspaper 
work. I had a mother and brothers and sisters to keep, as 
id. I went back to Horace Milliken and said, “ Sir, I’ve lost 
>rk. I and mine want bread. Will you take me back again 1 ” 
ic did. He’s a kind kind soul is my master, 
iss P. He in a kind kind soul. 

IpHN. He’s good to all the poor. His hand’s in his pocket for 
jibody. Everybody takes advantage of him. His mothcr-in-lor 
lover him. So does his ma. So do I, I may say ; but that’s 

l now ; and you and I have had our notice to quit, miss, I 

Jd say. 

Hiss P. Yes. 

k>HN. I have saved a bit of money—not much—a hundred 
d. Miss Prior—Julia—here I am—look—I’m a poor feller 
poor servant—but I've the heart of a man—and—I love 
-oh ! I love you ! 

r 'LvitY. Oh — ho — ho ! 

\_Mary has entered from ym^en, and hursts out crying. 
givliss P. It can’t be, John Howell—my dear, brave, kind John 
well. It can’t be. I have watched this for some time past, 

I poor Mary's despair here. (Kisses Mary, who cries plenti- 

\y.) You have the heart of a true brave man, and must show 
ind prove it now. I am not—am not of your—pardon me for 
ing so—of your class in life. I was bred by my uncle, away 
n my poor parents, though I came back to them after his sudden 
.th ; and to poverty, and to this dependent life I am now leading, 
mi a servant, like you, John, but in another sphere—have to 
k another place now; and Heaven knows if I shall procure 
i, now that that unlucky passage in my life is known. Oh, the 
rard to recall it! the coward ! 

Mary. But John whopped him, miss ! that he did. He gave 
lira well, John did. (Cryiay.) 
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Miss P. You can’t—you ought not to forego an atta 
like that, John Howell. A more honest and true-hearted c 
never breathed than Mary Barlow. 

John. No, indeed. 

Miss P. She has loved you since she was a little child, 
you loved her once, and do now, John. 

Mary. Oh, miss! you hare a hangcl,—I hallways sa 
were a hangel. 

Miss P. You are better than I am, my dear -much, 
better than I am, John. The curse of my poverty has bee 
I have had to Hatter and to dissemble, and hide the faults ol 
I wanted to help, and to guide when I was hurt, and laugh 
I was sad, and to coax, and to tack, and to bide my time 
with Mr. Milliken : lie is all honour, and kindness, and sini] 
Whom did he ever injure, or what unkind word did he eve 
But do you think, with the jealousy of those two ladies ov 
house, I could have stayed here without being a hypocrite t 
of them ? (Jo, John. My good dear friend, John Howell, : 
Mary. You’ll be happier with her than with me. There ! T 

[ The1/ emhrf, 

Mary.-O —o— o! I think I'll go and liiron hout Miss 
Leila’s frocks now. [Aj> 

Enter Mll.UKI'.N with Clarknck —who is explainimi 
thmi/s tn him. 

Ci.arknhk. Here they are, I give you my word of ii*>i 
Ask ’em, damn 'em ! 

Mn.i.ikkn. What is this I hear? You, John Howell, 1 
dared to strike a gentleman under my roof! Your mas 
brother-in-law ? 

John. Yes, by Jove ! and I'd do it again. 

Miu.ikkn. Are you drunk or mad, Howell? 

John. I’m as sober and as sensible as ever I was in my 
sir—I not only struck the master, but l struck the man, 
twice as big, only not quite as big a coward, I think. 

Millikkn. Hold your scurrilous tongue, sir! My good nat 
ruins everybody about me. Make up your accounts. Pack > 
trunks -and never let me see your face again. 

John. Very good, sir. 

Mii.ukhn. I suppose. Miss Prior, you will also be dispa 
to — to follow Mr. Howell l 

Miss 1'. To quit you, now you know what has passed! 
never supposed it could be otherwise. I deceived you, Mr. Mih'h 
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i, a secret from you, and must pay the penalty. It is a 
me : the sword has been hanging over me. I wish I had 
■ poor wife, as I w r as often minded to do. 
iken. Oh, you were minded to do it in Italy, were you 1 
P. Captain Touehit knew it* sir, all along : and that my 
land, thank God, my life were honourable. 

Jliken. Oh, Touehit knew it, did he ? and thought it 
^ble—honourable? Ha! ha! to marry a footman—and 
; public-house 1 I—I beg your pardon, John Howell—I 
Othing against you, you know. You’re an honourable man 
except that you have been damned insolent to my brother- 

I 

In. Oli, Heaven ! 

| [Strikes his forehead, and walks at cay. 

is P. You mistake me, sir. What I wished to speak of was 
t which this gentleman has no doubt communicated to you— 
lanced on the stage for three months. 

. 1,1 k kn. Oh yes. Oh, damme, yes. I forgot. I wasn’t 
; of that. 

3KLEHU RY. You see she owns it. 

3S P. We were in the depths of poverty. Our furniture and 
-house under execution—from which Captain Touehit, when 
e to know of our difficulties, nobly afterwards released us. 

! ier was in prison, and wanted shillings for medicine, and I—• 
and danced on the stage. 
lliken. Well? 

ss P. And- I kept the secret afterwards ; knowing that I 
icver hope as governess to obtain a place after having been 
dancer. 

.liken. Of course you couldn’t,—it’s out of the question ; 
hay I ask, are you going to resume that delightful profession 
you enter the married state with Mr. Howell? 
tiss P Poor John ! it is not I who am going to—that is, it’s 
, the schoolroom maid. 

JLLikkn. Eternal blazes! Have you turned Mormon, John 
11, and are you going to marry the whole house ? 

)HN. I made a bass of myself about Miss Prior. I couldn’t 
ter being 1—1—ovely. 

ick. Gad, he proposed to her in my presence. 

>iin. What I proposed to her, Cornet Clarence Kieklebury, 
ay heart and my honour, and my best, and my everything— 
ou—you wanted" to take advantage of her secret, and you 
l her indignities, and you laid a cowardly hand on her—a 
Ily hand!—and I struck you, and I’d do it again. 
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Milmkkn. What? Is this true? 

['1’urni n</ round vert/ Jiercel;/ 

Kick. Gail ! Well — I only - 

Mili.ikkn. You only what? You only insulted a lad 
my roof - tin' friend and ntiTso of your dead sister - the « 
of my children. You only took advantage of a defeneeh 
and would ha.ve extort<'d your infernal pay out of her feat 
miserable sneak and coward 1 

KroK. Hallo! Come, come! I say I won’t stand this 
chart'. Dummy, I’ll send a friend to you ! 

Mru.IKKN'. Go out of that window, sir ! March ! or 
tell my servant, John Howell, to kick you out, you wretch 
scamp! Tell that big brute, - what’s-his-name ?—Lady Kickl 
man, to pack this youn» man’s portmanteau and bear’s-grea- 
and if ever you enter these doors again, Glarenee Kickleh 
the Heaven that made me ! by your sister who is dead ! 
cane your life out of your bones. Angel in heaven ! Shad 
Arabella—to think that your brother in your house should 1 
to insult the guardian of your children ! 

John. By jingo, you’re a good-plucked one ! I knew I 
miss,—I told vou lie was. 

[K rit, sha/.in;/ hands with his wastry and, with .1/ 
and da nr i n</ fur jo//. Exit Clarence , Scared, 
window. 

John* (without). Bulkeley ! pack up the Capting’s Ingg.m 

Mir.f.lKKN. How can I ask your pardon, Miss Prior? 
wife’s name I ask it in the name of that angel whose ilyi 
you watched and soothed of the innocent children whom \v 
faithfully tended since. 

Miss I’. Ah, sir ! it is granted when you speak so to me. 

Mll.UKKN’. Eli, eh — d- don’t call me sir ! 

Miss P. It is for me to ask pardon for hiding what you 
now : but if I had told you —you—y ou never would have tak 
into your house—your wife never would. 

Mii.i.iki'.x. No, no. (ll'ccju'n</.) 

Miss P. My dear kind Gaptain Touchit knows it all. 
by his counsel I acted. He it was who relieved our distress, 
him whether my conduct was not honourable ask him "I 
my life was not devoted to my parents ask him when—" 
am gone. 

Mii.i. ikun. When you are gone, Julia! Why are yea S 
Why should you go, my love—that is - why need you ge, i 
devil’s name ? 

Miss P. Because, when your mother when your niothaci 
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, hear that your children’s governess has been a dancer on 
re, they will send me away, and you will not have the power 
t them. They ought to send me away, sir; but I have 
onestly by the children and their poor mother, and you’ll 
fine kindly when—I —am—gone ? 

.liken. Julia, my dearest—dear—noble—dar—-the devil ! 

Id Kieklebury. 


Enter Lady K., Children, and Clarence. 


jdy K. So, Miss Prior ' this is what I hear, is it ? A dancer 
house ! a serpent in my bosom—poisoning-—yes, poisoning 
jlessed children ! occasioning quarrels between my own son 
j? dearest son-in-law ; flirting with the footman ! When do 
tend to leave, madam, the house which you have po—poll 

n 

5 s P. I need no hard language, Lady Kieklebury: and I will 
Ho none. I have signified to Mr. Milliken my wish to leave 

Jlliken. Not, not, if you will stay. (To Miss I\) 
dy K. Stay, Horace ! she shall never stay as governess in 
ause ! 

lliken. Julia ! will you stay as mistress 1 You have known 
a year alone—before, not so well, when the house had a 
is that is gone. You know what my temper is, and that my 
are simple, and my heart not unkind. I have watched you, 
,ve never seen you out of temper, though you have been tried, 
long thought you good and beautiful, but I never thought 
the question which I put to you now come in, sir ! (to 
,ce at door) —now that you have been persecuted by those 
light to have upheld you, and insulted by those who owed 
atitude and respect. I am tired of their domination, and 
.ry of a man’s cowardly impertinence (to Clarence) as of a 
,n’s jealous tyranny. They have made what was my Arabella’s 
miserable by their oppression and their quarrels. Julia! my 
friend, my children’s friend! be mine, and make me happy ! 
leave me, Julia! say you won’t—say you wont—dearest— 
St girl! 

iss P. I won’t—leave—you. 

EORGF. (without). Oh, I say ! Arabella, look here : here’s papa 
jing Miss Prior ! 

|ady K. Horace—Clarence my son ! Shade of my Arabella ! 
'ou be.hold this horrible scene, and not shudder in heaven 1 
iley ! Clarence ! go for a doctor—go to Doctor Straightwaist 
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at.the Asylum—Horace Milliken, who has married the dose 
of the Kickleburys of the Conqueror, marry a dancing-girl 
stage ! Horace Milliken ! do you wish to see me die in com 
at your feet? I writhe there, I grovel there. Look! look 
on my knee's ! your own mother-in-law ! drive away this fieni 
Mii.i.ikkn. Hem ! 1 ought, to thank you, Lady Kieklebu 
it is you that have given her to me. 

Lady K. He won’t listen ! he turns away and kiss 
horrible hand. This will never do. Help me up, Clare i 
must go ami fetch his mother. Ah, ah ! there she is, there d 
\_Lad ;/ K. rushes out, ax the toji of a barouche, iriti 
amt Mrs. Bonnim/ton an>l Coachman, is s> • /. 
the i/atr. 

Mas. 1>. What is this I hear, my son, my sou? You arc 
to marry a—a stage-dancer? you are driving me mad, Horan 
Mii.i.ikkx. Give me my second chance, mother, to be :. 
You have had yourself two chances. 

M::s. 1>. Speak to him, Mr. Bennington. 

I lionu no/ton makes dumb si 
Lady K. Implore him, Mr. Uonnington. 

Mas. 12. Pray, pray for him, Mr. Uonnington, my low 
lost abandoned boy ! 

La i > y K. Oh, my poor dear Mrs. Uonnington! 

M its. II. Oh, my poor dear Lady Kicklcbury ! 

( The)/ embrace each nil" 
Lady K. I have been down on my knees to Inin,'do n't 
Bennington. 

Mas. B. Let us both—both go down on our knees—I 
(to her husband). Edward, I will! (/loth laities on their l 
Bonn imjteat u'ith outstretched ha mis In hind them.) Look, mill; 
boy! look, Horace! two mothers on their wretched knees L 
you, imploring you to send away this monster ! Speak to him. 
Uonnington. Edward ! use authority with him, if he will 

listen to his mother . 

Lady K. To his mothers ! 


Enter Touch it. 

Tiujciiit. What is this comedy going on, ladies and gentler 
The ladies on their elderly knees—Miss Prior with her lnur 1 
her back. Is it tragedy or comedy - is it a rehearsal for a cliai 
or are we acting for Horace’s birthday f or, oh ! —I hrg 
Itcveronro’s pardon -you were perhaps going to a professional u 
Mits. li. It’s wc who are praying this child, Touclnt. 
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! ith whom you used to come home from Westminster when 
b boys. You have influence with him ; lie listens to you. 
him to pause in his madness. 
chit. What madness 1 • 

B. That—that woman—that serpent yonder—that—that 
jj-woman, whom you introduced to Arabella Milliken,—ah ! 
he the day :—Horace is going to mum—mum—marry her ! 
ifCHiT. Well! I always thought he would. Ever since I 
a and her playing at whist together, when I came down here 
ii ago, I thought he would do it. 

S. B. Oh, it’s the whist, the whist! Why did I ever play 
t, Edward 1 My poor Mr. Milliken used to like his rubber. 

rciiXT. Since he has been a widower--- 

>Y K. A widower of that angel ! [Points to picture. 

rc'HiT. Pooh, pooh, angel! You two ladies have never given 
r fellow any peace. You were always quarrelling over him. 
)k possession of his house, bullied his servants, spoiled his 
; you did, Lady Kicklebury. 

>Y JK. Sir, you are a rude, low, presuming, vulgar man. 
b ! beat this rude man ! 

chit. From what I have heard of your amiable son, he is 
the warlike line, I think. My dear Julia, I am delighted 
my heart that my old friend should have found a woman 
, good conduct, good temper—a woman who has had many 
nd borne them with great patience—to take charge of him 
ce him happy. Horace, give me your hand ! I knew Miss 
great poverty. I am sure she will bear as nobly her present 
•tune; for good fortune it is to any woman to become the 
such a loyal, honest, kindly gentleman as you are ! 

Enter John. 


n. If you please, my Lady—if you please, sir—Bulkeley- 

y K. What of Bulkeley, sir ? 

n. He has packed his things, and Cornet Kicklebury’s 
ny Lady. 

liken. Let the fellow go. 

n. He won’t go, sir, till my Lady have paid him his book 
es. Here’s the book, sir ! 

y K. Insolence ! quit my presence ! And I, Mr. Milliken, 
; a house- 

sr. Shall I call your Ladyship a carriage? 
y K. Where I have met with rudeness, cruelty, and fiendish 
> P ., who smiles and curtsies') —yes, fiendish ingratitude. 
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I will go, I say, as soon as I have made arrangements for 
other lodgings. You cannot expect a lady of fashion to tu 
like a servant. 

John. Hire the “Star and Garter” for her, sir. Send 
to tin; “Castle” ; anything to get rid of her. I’ll tell her n 
pack her traps. Tinhorn ! [/tVidvt/t.i inm<l nml f/i res ore 

Touhiht. You had hotter go at once, my dear Lady Kickl 

Lady K. Sir ! 

Touohit. The other mother-in-lnie is coinin'/! I net 
the road with all her family. He! he! he! (Scrnuns.) 

Enter Mas. Paioa mid Children. 

Mas. P. My Lady ; I hope your Ladyship is quite well 1 
kind Mrs. Bennington ! I came to pay my duty to you. i. 
This is Charlotte, my Lady—the great girl whom your I.i 
so kindly promised the gown for; and this is my little gif 
Bennington, ma’am, please ; and this is my Blueeoat hoy. i, 
speak to dear kind Mr. Milliken —our best friend and prut- 
the son and son-in-law of these dear ladies. Look, sir! It 
brought his ropy to show you. (lint/ s/to/rs co/o/.) A 
creditable to a boy of his age, Captain Touohit ! And my In¬ 
most grateful services to you, sir. Julia, Julia, my deal." 
your cap and spectacles, you stupid thing ! You've let you: 
dropdown. What! what! - (/in/iits to be jnr.Jed.) 

Mas. B. Is this collusion, madam 1 

Mas. P. Collusion, dear Mrs. Bennington 1 

Lady K. Or insolence, Mrs. Priori 

Mas. P. Insolence, your Ladyship! What—what is it ’ 
has happened! What’s Julia's hair down for! Ah! ymi vr 
sent the poor girl away ! the poor poor child, and the peer 
children ! 

Touohit. That dancing at the “Coburg” has come out. 
Prior. 

Mas. P. Not the darling’s fault. It was to help her 
father in prison. It, was I who forced her to do it. Oh! < 
don’t, dear Lady Kieklebury, take the bread out of the niouti 
these poor orphans ! (t 'ri/in //.) 

Mrr.l.lKK.v. Enough of this, Mrs. Prior: your daughter i.< 
going away. Julia has promised to stay with me -and urvi 
leave me—as governess no longer, but as wife to me. 

Mas. P. Is it is it true, Julia ! 

Miss P. Yes, mamma. 

Mas. P. Oh ! oh ! oh ! ( Eliw/s down her andm //<t, k 
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fid running to Mil liken), My son, my son ! Come here, 

I Come, Adolphus, Amelia, Charlotte—kiss your dear 
| children. What, my dears ! How do you do, dears ? 
fyiken’s children.) Have the^ heard the news'? And do 
Jr that my daughter is going to lie your mamma ? There— 
jja and play with your little uncles and aunts, that’s good 
1 {She motions off the Children, who retire towards 
\ Her manner changes to one of great patronage and 
f itisfaction .) Most hot weather, your Ladyship, I’m sure. 
Dington, you must find it hot weather for preachin’! Lor’! 
hat little wretch heatin’ Adolphus ! George, sir ! have 
•! {Runs to separate them.) How ever shall we make 
ldren agree, Julia? 

P. They have been a little spoiled, and I think Mr. 
will send George and Arabella to school, mamma: will you 
aco ? 

Mijaiken. I think school will be the very best thing for 

P. And {Mrs. P. u'hisjters, jx/inting to her own children) 
room, the green room, the rooms old Lady Kick has— 
'room for us, my dear ! 

P. No, mamma, I think it will bo too large a party,— 
iken has often said that ho would like to go abroad, and I 
t now he will be able to make his tour. 

P. Oh, then ! we can live in the house, you know’: what’s 
f payin’ lodgin’, my dear ? 

P. The house is going to be painted. You had best live 
awn house, mamma ; and if you want anything, Horace, 
iken, I am sure, will make it comfortable for you. He 
oo many visitors of late, and will like a more quiet life, I 
Vill you not ? 

iken. I shall like a life with you, Julia. 

. Cab, sir, for her Ladyship ! 

K. This instant let me go ! Call my people. Clarence, 
i ! Bulkelev, Pinhorn ! Mrs. Bonnington, I wish you 
ning! Arabella, angel! {looks at picture) I leave you. 
me to you ere long. 

'ti.cit, refusing Mill)ken's hand, passes up garden, with 
her servants following her. Mary and other servants 
of the house are collected, together, whom Lady K. 
waves off. Bliiecoat hoy on wall eating plums. 
Page, as she goes, cries , Hurray, hurray ! JJluecoat 
boy cries. Hurray ! When Lady K. is gone, John 
advances. 
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John. I think I heard you say, sir, that it was your ii 
to go abroad ? 

Millikkn. Yes ; oh yes ! Are we going abroad, my .Ji 

Miss P. To settle matters, to have the house painti 
clear. (I'oi ntin;/ to Children, Mother, 16 c.) Don’t you t 
is the best thing that we can do? 

Millikkn. Surely, surely: we arc going abroad. How 
will come with us of course, and with your experience y 
make a capital courier. Won’t Howell make a capital 
Julia ? Good honest fellow, John Howell. Beg your pan 
being so rude to you just now. But my temper is very hot, 

John ( /'iii'/hini/). You are a Tartar, sir. Such a tyrant 
he, ma’am ? 

Miss P. Well, no : I don’t think you have a very bail t 
Mr. Millikon, a -Horace. 

John. You must —take care of him alone, Miss Prinr- 
—I mean Mrs. Millikon. Man and bov I’ve waited on li: 
fifteen year: with the exception of that trial at the printii.. 
which which I won’t talk of non’, madam. I never kn 
angry ; though many a time [ have known him provoked. 1 
knew him say a hard word, though sometimes perhaps w r 
served it. Not often such a good master as that is pivt: 
of getting a good servant that is, if a man has a heart 
bosom : and these things are found both in and out of livery. 

I have been a honest servant to him, — haven't I, Mr. Millike. 

Mrr.l.lKKN. Indeed, yes, John. 

John. And so has Mary Barlow. Mary, my dear! I 
comes forward.) Will you allow me to introduce you, sir.’ 
futur’ Mrs. Howell ? -if Mr. Bonnington does t/onr little hi: 
for you, as I daresay ( tnrnini/ to Mr. />’.), hold gov’nor, yen 
Make it up with your poor son, Mrs. Bonnington, ma’am, 
have took a second ’elpmate, why shouldn’t Master Horace’ 
J/r.s. II.) He lie wants somebody to help him, and take e 
him, more than you do. 

Touch it. You never spoke a truer word in your life, H"" 

John. It’s my general ’ahit, Capting, to indulge in them 4 
statements. A true friend I have been to mv master, amb 
friend I’ll remain when lie's my master no more. 

Mii.i.ikkn. Why, John, you are not going to leave me? 

John. It’s best, sir, I should go. I -I’m not fit t" 
servant in this house any longer. I wish to sit in my own 
home, with my own little wife by my side. Poor dear! y 011 
conversation, Mary, but you’re a good little soul. M e ve s a 
hundred pound apiece, and if we want more, I know who 
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EL THE WIDOWER 


CHAPTER I 


■ THE BACHELOR OF BEAK STREET 

jW> shall be the hero of this tale? Not I who write it. 
it I am but the Chorus of the Play. I make remarks on 
▼ .. the conduct of the characters: I narrate their simple 
There is love and marriage in it: there is grief and dis- 
ntn}«?^t: the scene is in the parlour, and the region beneath 
larlour. No: it may be the parlour and kitchen, in this 
ice, ere on the same level. There is no high life, unless, to 
re,'.you call a baronet’s widow a lady in high life; and some 
atay'jbe, while some certainly are not. I don’t think there’s 
iin ifl the whole performance. There is an abominable selfish 
certainly; an old highway robber; an old sponger on 
gjmp’s kindness; an old haunter of Bath and Cheltenham 
ioppses (about which how can I know anything, never 
$ bean in a boarding-house at Bath or Cheltenham in my 
l impid swindler of tradesmen, tyrant of servants, bully of 
,»r~-who, to be sure, might do duty for a villain, but she 
fejjjjpBrsclf as virtuous a woman as ever was born. The 
faultless (all! that will bo a great relief to some folk, 
'Pjrriters’ good women are, you know, so very insipid), 
pal personage you may very likely think to be no better 
But is many a respectable man of our acquaintance 
? and do mulls know that they are what they are, or, 
are they unhappy ? Do girls decline to marry one if lie 
we refuse to dine with one ? I listened to one at church 
i with all the women crying and sobbing; and, oh, dear 
rely he preached! Don’t we give him great credit for 
eloquence in the House of Commons ? Don’t we give 
rnt commands in the army ? Can you, or can you not, 
le who has been made a peer ? Doesn’t your wife call 
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one in the moment any of the children are ill ? Don’t 
dear poems, or even novels l Yes ; perhaps even this 
and written by—Well ! Quid rides? Do you mean 
painting a portrait whirl; hangs before me every morn 
looking-glass when I am shaving? A jin's ! Do you si 
I suppose that I have not infirmities like my ncighhoti 
weak? It is notorious to all my friends there is a rn 
can’t resist ; no, not if I have already eaten twice to 
dinner. .So, dear sir, or madam, have you your weak 
irresistible dish of temptation ? (or if you don’t know it, \ 
do). No, dear friend, the chances are that you and I ate 
of the highest intellect, of the largest fortune, of the n; 
family, of the most consummate virtue, of the most fault 
in face and figure. We are no heroes nor angels : licit; 
fiends from abodes unmentionable, black assassins, trench.- 
familiar with stabbing and poison murder our amusenn: 
our playthings, arsenic our daily bread, lies our comer- 
forgery our common handwriting. No, we are not n, 
crime, or angels walking the earth at least I know ..... 
isn’t, as can be shown any day at home if the knife v 
the mutton comes up raw. J.ut we are not altogether 1 
unkind, and a few folks like us. Our poetry is ii"t 
Alfred Tennyson’s, but. wo ran turn a couplet for Mi- 
album : our jokes are not always first-rate, but .Man 
mother smile very kindly when papa tells Ids story «r 
pun. We have many weaknesses, but we are not ruffian- 
No more was my friend Lovd. (>n the contrary, lie un¬ 
less and kindly a fellow as ever lived when I first knew 
present, with his changed position, lie is. perhaps, rntln-i 
certainly I am not asked to his lust dinner-parties as I 
where you hardly see a commoner but stay I I am 
matters). At tin' time, when this story begins, I say. 
his faults —which of us has not ? He had buried his v: 
notoriously been henpecked by her. llow many men an.! 
tire like him ! He had a good fortune - I wish I had a 
though I daresay many people are ten times as rich, 
good looking fellow enough ; though that depends, kid 
whether you like a fair man or a dark one. He had 
house, but it was only at Putney. In fact, he was in b 
the City, and being an hospitable man, and having tint 
spare bedrooms, some of his friends were always welcome; 
lands, i‘specially after Mrs. Level's death, who liked me f 
at the period of her early marriage with my friend, but - 
like me at last and to show me the cold shoulder. 'Hist 
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Id like (though I have known fellows who persist in 
year after year, who ding hold of it, and refuse to be 
ora it). I say, when Lovel’s wife began to show me 
s tired of my company, I made myself scarce : used to 
be engaged when Fred faintly asked me to Shrublands ; 
|s meek apologies, proposals to dine en garcon at Greeu- 
:lub, and so forth; and never visit upon him my wrath 
s indifference—for, after all, he had been my friend at 
eli: lie never stinted at “Hart’s” or “ Lovegrove’s,” 
made a point of having the wine I liked, never mind 
rice was. As for his wife, there was, assuredly, no love 
;n us—I thought her a lean, scraggy, lackadaisical, ego- 
sequential, insipid creature; and as for his mother-in- 
stayed at Fred’s as long and as often as her daughter 
re her, has any one who ever knew that notorious old 
:er at Bath, at Cheltenham, at Brighton, — wherever 
d frumps were found together; wherever scandal was 
[.wherever fly-blown reputations were assembled, and 
With damaged titles trod over eaeli other for the pas ;— 
,y, ever had a good word for that old woman? What 
not bored where she appeared? What tradesman was 
ith whom she dealt ? I wish with all my heart I was 
arrate a, story with a good mother-in-law for a character ; 
|you know, my dear madam, all good women in novels are 
;This woman certainly was not. She was not only not 
t exceedingly bail-tasted. She had a foul loud tongue, a 
d, a bad temper, an immense pride and arrogance, an 
t son, and very little money. Can 1 say much more of a 
:an this ? Aha ! my good Lady Baker ! I was a manvais 
I?—I was leading Fred into smoking, drinking, and low 
|habits, was I? I, his old friend, who have borrowed 
fern him any time these twenty years, was not fit company 
bid your precious daughter? Indeed! I paid the money 
ed from him like a man ; but did you ever pay him, I 
1C to know '? When Mrs. Lovel was in the first column of 
s, then Fred and I used to go off to Greenwich and Black- 
; said ; then his kind old heart was allowed to feel for his 
hen we could have the other bottle of claret without the 
ie of Bedford and the coffee, which in Mrs. L.’s time used 
t in to us before we could ring for a second bottle, although 
Lady Baker had had three glasses each out of the first, 
i glasses each, I give you my word ! No, madam, it was 
; to bully me once—now it is mine and I use it. No, you 
laran, though you pretend you never read novels, some of 
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your confounded good-natured friends will let you know < 
Here you are, do you hear ? Here you shall lie shown 
so I intend to show u|> other women and other men 
offended me. Is one to he subject to slights and seer 
have revenge ? Kindnesses are easily forgotten ; hut i 
what worthy man does not keep those in mind ? 

Before entering upon the present narrative, may 1 
to inform a candid public that, though it is all true, the 
word of truth in it ; that though Lovel is alive and pros): 
you very likely have met him, yet I defy you to point 
that his wife (for he is Lovel the Widower no more) 
lady you imagine her to lie, when you say (as you will 
doing), “Oh, that character is intended for Mrs. Thingan 
notoriously drawn from Lady So and So." Xu. You a 
mistaken. Why, even the advertising pullers have almost 
that stale stratagem of announcing “ Rkvki.atioNx ruo.M II 
The tn’iin ntomte will he startled at recognising the ]» 
some of its brilliant leaders in Miss Wiggins's forthcoming 
so eiete.” Or, “ We suspect a certain ducal house will e 
to guess how the pitiless author of ‘ Mayfair Mysteries' h. 
acquainted with (and exposed with a fearless hand) e, /•/./, 
seen ts which were thought only to he known to a few of 
highest members of the aristocracy.'' No, I say: these siih 
catch an unsuspecting public shall not he our arts. If you 
occupy yourself with trying to ascertain if a certain cap 
amongst ever so many thousand heads, you non/ posh'd 
on the right one : but the cup-maker will perish before lie t 
unless, of course, he has some private pique to avenge, ' 
to wreak, upon some individual who can't by any pox.d) 
again ; — then , indeed, he will come boldly forward and sc: 
his victim -(a bishop, say, or a woman without coarse <p:c 
male relatives, will lie best) and clap on him, or her. sic 
with such ears, that all the world shall laugh at the p«» i 
shuddering and blushing beetroot red, and whimpering 1 
tears of rage and vexation at being made the common 
society. Besides, I dine at Level's still : his company aid 
are amongst the best in London. If they suspected I was 
them off, he and his wife would leave oil inviting me. 
mail of a generous disposition lose such a valued friend l'*r 
or be so foolish as to show him up in a story ( All person* 
decent knowledge of the world will at once banish the tin" 
not merely base, but absurd. I am invited to his house c 
next week : vans eoneeoe: I can’t mention the very day, tor 
would find me out—and of course there would be no nu't' 
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friend. He would not like appearing, as it must lie owned 
this memoir, as a man of not very strong mind. He 
imself to be a most determined, resolute person. He is 
speech, wears a fierce beard, speaks with asperity to his 
who liken him to a—to thaf before-named sable or ermine 
e, in which ladies insert their hands in winter), and takes 
task so smartly, that I believe she believes he believes 
master of the house. “ Elizabeth, my love, he must mean 
or D,” I fancy I hear Level say ; and she says, “Yes; oh ! 
ainly L>—his very image!” “]) to a T,” says Level 
a neat wit). She may know that I mean to depict her 
in the above unpretending lines : but she will never let 
of her knowledge except by a little extra courtesy ; except 
jnake this pleasing exception?) by a few more invitations; 
a look of those unfathomable eyes (gracious goodness ! to 
wore spectacles ever so long, and put a lid over them as 
into which, when you gaze sometimes, you may gaze so 
deep, and deep, that 1 defy you to plump half-wav down 
Sr mystery. 

ton I was a young man, I had lodgings in Beak Street, 
^Street (I no more have lived in Beak Street than in Bcl- 
Iquarc : but I choose to say so, and no gentleman will be so 
contradict another)—I had lodgings, I say, in Beak Street, 
(.Street. Mrs. Prior was the landlady's name. She had 
jjtter days ■ landladies frequently have. Her husband- lie 
be called the landlord, for Mrs. P. was manager of the 
ad been, in happier times, captain or lieutenant in the 
then of Diss, in Norfolk, of no profession ; then of Norwich 
prisoner for debt; then of Southampton Buildings, London, 
r; then of the Bom-Retiro Cacadores, in the service of 
e Queen of Portugal, lieutenant and paymaster; then of 
Place, Saint George’s Fields, &e.—I forbear to give the 
rs of an existence which a legal biographer has traced step 
and which has more than once been the subject of judicial 
latum by certain commissioners in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, 
jrior, at this time, swimming out of a hundred shipwrecks, 
labored on to a lighter, as it were, and was clerk to a coal- 
|t, by the river-side. “ Yon conceive, sir,” he would say, 
jploymeut is only temporary the fortune of war, the fortune 
r” He smattered words in not a few foreign languages, 
ton was profusely scented with tobacco. Bearded individuals, 
| the muddy hoof in the neighbouring Regent Street, would 
jetimes of an evening, and ask for “the Captain.” He was 
fat many neighbouring billiard-tables, and, I imagine, not 
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respected. You will not sec enough of Captain Erie 
weary of him and his coarse swatter, to be disy 
repeated requests for small money loans, or to dep 
which you will pleases to suppose has happened before 
of our present drama draws up. I think two people 
were sorry for him : his wife, \\;ho still loved the m 
handsome yuan." man who had wooed and won her ; 
Elizabeth, whom for the last few months of his life, 
fatal illness, he every evenin'-; conducted to what 1 
“Academy.” You are riyht. Elizabeth is the prinr 
in this story. When 1 knew her, a thin freckled y 
with a lean frock, and hair of a reddish hue, she used 
books, and play on the First Floor's piano, when 
home -Shimlcy his name was. He was editor of the 
paper then published; author of a yrcut number of po 
friend of several music-sell iny houses; and it was by . 
interest that Elizabeth was received as a pupil at wl 
called “ t he Academy.” 

Captain Prior then used to conduct his ifiiT to t 
but she often had to conduct him home attain. II: 
about, the premises for two, or three, or five lent 
whilst Elizabeth was doin" her lessons, he would tin 
to shelter himself from the cold at some lieiyhbou 
entertainment. Every Friday, a prize of a "olden 
believe sometimes of twenty fi\e siiver medals, Wa> 
.Miss Eellenden and other you my ladies for their yooi 
assiduity at tiiis Academy. Miss Eellenden yave In 
to her mother, only keeping five shillings for herself 
the poor child bouyht "loves, shoes, and her hum! 
millinery. 

Once or twice the Captain succeeded in intercept; 
of "old, and l daresay treated some of his whiskere 
rlinkiny Hampers of the t.tuadraul pavement. lie 
handed fellow when lie had anybody's money in hi 
was owin" to differences re"ardin," the settlement of 
he quarrelled with the coal-merchant, his very 1 
I Jessy, after yirldiny once or twice to his import unit 
to believe his solemn promises of repayment, had ste 
to refuse her father the pound which he would have 
five shillinys- her poor little slender pocket-money, 
tative of her charities and kindnesses to the little 
sisters, of her little toilette ornaments, nav necessities ; 
mended gloves, of those oft darned storkimys, of tlios 
which had to walk many a weary mile, after midni 
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nacks, in the shape of brooch or bracelet, with which the 
adorned her homely robe or sleeve—her poor five shillings, 
ich Mary sometimes found a pair of shoes, or Tommy a 
ket, and little Bill a coych and horse—this wretched 
mite, which Bessy administered amongst so many poor— 
cli fear her father sometimes confiscated. I charged the 
the fact, and she could not deny me. I vowed a 
vow, that if ever I heard of her giving Prior money 
ould quit the lodgings, and never give those children 
or pegtop, nor sixpence; nor the pungent marmalade, 
ting gingerbread-nut, nor the theatre characters, nor the 
o illuminate the same; nor the discarded clothes, which 
dler clothes upon the persons of little Tommy and 
for whom Mrs. Prior, and Bessy, and the little maid, 
d, altered, ironed, darned, mangled, with the greatest 
I say, considering what had passed between me and 
considering those money transactions, and those clothes, 
kind’. less to the children—it was rather hard that my jam- 
ire poached, and my brandy-bottles leaked. And then to 
iher brother with tin; story of the inexorable creditor— 0 I 1 , 


!—ol>, fie, Mrs. P. ! 

SojBeesy went to her school in a shabby shawl, a faded bonnet, 
A'-'jsoor little lean dross llomiccd with the mud and dust of all 
^p^.Wliercas there were, some other young ladies, fellow-pupils 
who laid out their gold medals to much greater advantage, 
ijjffllflnere, with her eighteen shillings a week (calling them 
fjfcfffltedttls” was only my wit you see), had twenty new 
MiaB, eilk and satin dresses for all seasons, feathers in abundance, 
Wdo^Wi muffs and tippets, lovely pocket-handkerchiefs and 
fiul many and many a half-crown mould of jelly, bottle 
terry, bl a 11 ket, or what not, for a poor fellow-pupil in distress; 

Miss Montanvillc, who had exactly the same sal—well, 
bitr ft scholarship of exactly the same value, viz., about fifty 
Kkf jy^arly - she kept an elegant little cottage in the Regent’s 
r, a bs ug ham with a horse all over brass harness, and a groom 
a prodigious gold lace hat-band, who was treated with frightful 
the neighbouring cabstand ; an aunt or a mother, I 
which (I hope it was only an aunt), always comfortably 
who looked after Montanvillc ; and she herself had 
rooehes, and velvet pelisses of the very richest descrip- 
then Miss Montanvillc was a good economist. She was 
b to help a poor friend in distress, or give a fainting 
| sister a crust or a glass of wine. She allowed ten 
|eek to her father, whose name was Boskinson, said to 
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bo a clerk to a chapel in Paddington ; but she would never : 
—no, not when he was in hospital, where ho was so ill ; and 
she certainly lent Miss Wilder thirteen pounds, she had 
arrested upon her promissory note for twenty-four, ami 
every stick of Wilder's furniture, so that the whole Aeadri 
shame! Well, an accident occurred to Miss Montanville, f 
those may be sorry who choose. On the evening of the 
December, eighteen hundred and something, when the cm 
of the Academy wen; giving their grand Annual Christmas 
I should say examination of the Academy pupils helm 
numerous friends—Montanville, who happened to be pivsi 
in her brougham this time, but in an aerial chariot of sp 
drawn by doves, fell off a rainbow, and through the roof 
Revolving Shrine of the Amaranthine Queen, thereby ven 
damaging Bcllcudcu, who was occupying the shrine a Kin 
light-blue spangled dress, waving a wand, and uttering some- 
verses composed for her by the Professor of Literature atta 
the Academy. As for Montanville, let her go shrieking dm 
trap-door, break her leg, be taken home, and never more be ci 
of ours. She never could speak. Her voice was as hoar- 
fishwoman's. Can that immense stout old box-keeper at tli 
Theatre, who limps up to ladies on the first tier, and olfc 
horrible fo >tstool, which everybody stumbles over, and n 
clumsy curtsey, and looks so knowing and hard, as if she rce 
an acquaintance in the splendid lady who miters the box-ssc 
old female be the once brilliant Emily Montanville ! [ u 

there are no lady b ix keepers in the English theatres, 
submit, is a proof of my consummate care and artifice in r 
from a prurient curiosity tlm individual personages from \vh 
characters of the present story are taken. Montanville is 
box opener. She under another nanie, keep a trink 

in the Burlington Arcade, for what you know : but this se 
torture shall induce me to divulge. Life has its rises ; 
downfalls, and you have had yours, you hobbling old e: 
Montanville, indeed! Co thy ways! Here is a shilling f 
(Thank you, sir.) Take away that confounded footstool, an- 
let us see thee more ! 

Now the fairy Amafantha was like a certain dear yoim 
of whom we have read in early youth. I’p to twelve t 
attired in sparkling raiment, she leads the dance with the 
(flradini, known as (Lady in his days of banishment at flu' 
Dublin). At supper, she takes her place by the princes 
father (who is alive now, and still reigns occasionally, s" t 
will not mention his revered name). She makes believe to 
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E gilded pasteboard, and to eat of the mighty pudding. 

es as the good old irascible monarch knocks the prime 
|aud the cooks about: she blazes in splendour: she beams 
(thousand jewels, in comparison with which the Koh-i-noor 
Belied lustreless little pebble : she disappears in a chariot, 
I a Lord Mayor never rode in :—and at midnight, who is 
bug woman tripping homeward through the wet streets in 
fed bonnet, a cotton shawl, and a lean frock fringed with the 
printer flounces 1 

I Cinderella is up early in the morning : she does no little 
of the house-work : she dresses her sisters and brothers : 
res papa’s breakfast. On days when she has not to go to 
lessons at her Academy, she helps with the dinner. Heaven 
| She has often brought mine when I have dined at home, 
to having made that famous mutton-broth when I had a 
oreigners come to the house—professional gentlemen—to 
ley on the first floor : exiled captains of Spain and Portugal, 
ns of the warrior her father. It is surprising how she has 
their accents, and has picked up French, and Italian too. 
B played the piano in Mr. Slumlev’s room sometimes, as I 
but refrained from that presently, and from visiting him 
fogfelher. I suspect he was not a man of principle. His paper 
feinake direful attacks upon individual reputations : and you 
Nii$nd theatre and opera people most curiously praised and 
in the Swell. I recollect meeting him, several years after, 
W|||j|bby of the Opera, in a very noisy frame of mind, when lie 
certain lady’s carriage called, and cried out with exceeding 
fettfej tognage. which need not be accurately reported, “Look at 
P^Ugman ! Confound her ! I made her, sir ! Got her an engage- 
Hltf when the family was starving, sir! Did you see her, sir! 
te' would n' t even look at me ! ” Nor indeed was Mr. S. at that 
iffflSfettfr a vorv agreeable object to behold. 

Then I remembered that there had been some quarrel with this 
kt, t- len we lodged in Beak Street together. If difficulty there 
felidwas solved ambulanrfo. He quitted the lodgings, leaving 
|MMent and costly piano as security for a heavy bill which he 
|g||pi|{-Mrs. Prior, and the instrument was presently fetched away 

"lusic-sellers, its owners. But regarding Mr. S -’s valu- 

jtaphv, let us speak very gently. You see it is “ an insult 
jture ” to say that there are disreputable and dishonest 
sdio write in newspapers. 

ling, dear friend, escapes your penetration: if a joke is 
tyour company, you are down upon it instanter, and your 
hards the wag who amuses you : so you knew at once, 
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whilst I was talkin.it of Elizabeth and her Academy, that a II 
was meant, where the poor child danced for a guinea or lh> 
twenty shillings per week. Nay, she must have had not a 
skill and merit to advance, to the quarter of a hundred ; for si, 
not pretty at this time, only a rough tawnv-haired filly of ., 
with great eyes. Dolphin, the manager, did not think much r 
and she passed before him in his regiment of Sea-nymphs, mi 
(lores, or Fairies, or Mazurka maidens (with their fluttering!, 
and little scarlet slyboots !) scarcely more noticed than Privet. . 
standing under arms in his company when his Royal Highm- 
Field-Marshal gallops by. There were no dramatic trimiip 
Miss Bellenden : no bouquets were flung at her feet : no m: 
Mephistopheles—the emissary of some philandering Faustus iq 
—corrupted her duenna, or brought her caskets of diamonds, 
there been any such admirer for Hellcnden, Dolphin would u..r 
not have been shocked, but he woidd very likely have ram 
salary. As it was, though himself, I fear, a person of loose nr 
lie respected better things. “ That Eellenden's a good hi. 
gurl,” he said to the present, writer : “ works hard : gives hen. 
to her family: father a shy old cove. Very good family 1 
they are ! ” and he passes on to some other of the innun.e 
subjects which engage a manager. 

Now, why should a poor lodging-house keeper make .- 
mighty secret of having a daughter earning an honest gain- 
dancing at a theatre ! Why persist in calling the then!' 
Academy ! Why did Mrs. Prior speak of it as such, to (h- 
knew what the truth was, and to whom Elizabeth herself ma 
mystery of her calling ! 

There are actions and events in its life over which ■!■ 
Poverty often chooses to east a veil that is not iinborvmiii 
wear. We can all, if we are minded, peer through the 
flimsy screen : often there is no shame behind it : only c 
platters, poor scraps, and other threadbare evidence of want 
cold. And who is called on to show his rags to the j>u 1 die. 


cry out his hunger in the street • At this time (her character 
developed itself not so amiably since), Mrs. Prior was out", 
respectable ; and yet, as I have said, luy groceries were ceil-'. 


with remarkable rapidity ; my wine and brandy-liottle.s 
leaky, until they were excluded from air under a patent I" : 
my Morel’s raspberry-jam, of which l was passionately t"» 
exposed on the table for a few hours, was always eaten b 


eat, or that wonderful little wretch of a maid-of-all-work, so H 1 
yet so patient, so kind, so dirty, so obliging. Was it the ' 
who took those groceries? I have seen the “ Gazza Ludru, 
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hat poor little maids are sometimes wrongfully accused; 
ides, in my particular case, I own I don’t care who the 
vas. At the year’s end, a single man is not much poorer 
house-tax which he pays. -* One Sunday evening, being 
with a cold, and partaking of that mutton-broth which 
h made so well, and which she brought me, I entreated 
jring from the cupboard, of which I gave her the key, a 
brandy-bottle. She saw my face when I looked at her: 
as no mistaking its agony. There was scarce any brandy 
had all leaked away : and it was Sunday, and no good 
ivas to be bought that evening. 

ibeth, t say, saw my grief. She put down the bottle, and 
1: she tried to prevent herself from doing so at first, but 
y burst into tears. 

(r dear,—dear child,” says I, seizing her hand, “you don’t 
I fancy you-” 

i—no ! ” she says, drawing the largo hand over her eyes. 
lo ! but I saw it when you and Mr. 'Warrington last ’ad 
Oh ! do have a patting lock ! ” 

patent lock, my dear ! ” 1 remarked. “ How odd that you, 
e learned to pronounce Italian and French words so well, 
aako such strange slips in English ! Your mother speaks 
ugh.” 

s was born a lady. She was not sent to lie a milliner s 
1 was, and then among those noisy girls at that—oh ! that 
cries Bessy, in a sort of desperation, clenching her hand, 
i the bells of Saint Beak's began to ring quite cheerily 
ing service. I heard “Elizabeth!” cried out from the 
gions by Mrs. Prior’s cracked voice. And the maiden 
r way to church, which she and her mother never missed 
nday ; and I daresay I slept just as well without the 
■nd-water. 

iley being gone, Mrs. Prior came to me rather wistfully 
and wanted to know whether I would object to Madame 
lio, the opera-singer, having the first floor ? This was too 
ideed ! How was my work to go on with that woman 
g all day and roaring underneath me? But, after sending 
good a customer, I could not refuse to lend the Priors a 
re money ; and Prior insisted upon treating me to a new 
.nd making out a new and handsome bill for an amount 
vice as great as the last: which he had no doubt under 
and which he pledged his honour as an officer and a 
n, that he would meet. Let me see : That was how 
arsago?—Thirteen, fourteen, twenty t Never mind. My 
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fair Elizabeth, I tliink if you saw your poor old father’s 
now, you would pay it. I came upon it lately in an 
haven’t opened these fifteen years, alon.n with some lettei 
—never mind by whom an<li an old clove that I used 
absurd value by : and that einerald-nreen tabinet waistc 
kind old Mrs. Maemanus sivi> me, and which I won* at 
L—t— nt's ball, l’h n—x Park, Dublin, once, when 
with h' f "lliere ! Lord ! Lord 1 It would no more ni 
my waist now than round Daniel Lambert's. How w< 
things ! 

But as I never presented this united bill of iHo 
first portion of E'J.'l, Ac. was advanced by me in ord 
an execution out of the house)—as I never expected t. 
paid any more than I did to be Lord Mayor of London, 
was a little hard that Mrs. Prior should write off to In 
(she writes a capital letter), blessing Providence that 1 
him a noble income, promising him the benefit of her ] 
order that he should loin; live to enjoy his laritc salan 
forming him that an obdurate creditor, who shall be 
(meaning me), who had Captain Prior in his /min r (:e 
in possession of that ditmy scrawl, l should have know) 
do with it), who held Mr. Prior's acceptance for £1.‘>, 1 I 
on the .'!rd duly (my bill), would infallibly brine their 
Kl'IN, unless a part of the money was paid up. When 
to my old Caliche, and called on Sargent, at Boniface 
treated me as civilly as if I had been an unden;radunte 
spoke to me in hall, where, of course, I dined at the Folio 
and only asked me to one of Mrs. Sargent's confounded i 
durine the whole time of my stay. Now it was by f 
entreaty that I went to lod<;e at Prior's : he talked to 
dinner one day, he hummed, he ha d, he blushed, he put 
pompous way, about an unfortunate sister in London t 
marriage husband, Captain Prior, KiiL'lit of the Swan 
Necks of Portugal, most distim;uished otlieer, lint, imprud 
ltitor —advantageous lodidnus in the centre of London, i|iii« 
near the Clubs if I was ill (T am a confirmed invalid), H 
his sister, would nurse me like a mother. So, in a wot 
to Prior’s : I took the rooms : I was attracted bv sonic 
Amelia Jane (that little dirty maid before mentioned) d 
"o-eart, containin'; a little dirty pair : another marchim: 
earryini; a fourth well-niudi as bio as himself. These If 
liavino threaded the ini$;lit.v flood of Recent Street, dehoi 
the quiet creek of Beak Street, jiist as I happened to lull 
Ami the door at which the small caravan halted,—the vt 
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—was opened by Elizabeth, then only just emergin' 
r ood, with tawny hair falling into her solemn eyes ° = 
ppect of those little people, which would have deterred 
pened to attract me. I aid a lonely man. I may have 
ted by some one once, but that is neither here nor 
I had had children of my own, I think I should have 

. 0 thcl1 '- 1 Prior a dreadful vulgar wretch, and 

iMfJscheming, greedy little woman. But the children amused 
mm t°° k the rooms > liking to hear overhead in the morning 
their little feet. The person I mean has several 
piMjdge in the West Indies. Allans! now you know liow 
'Rfe Mdive at Mrs. Prior’s. 

Plough I am now a steady, a confirmed old bachelor (I shall 
Wm Mr ‘ Batchelor, if you please, in this story ; and there 
'§| !0ae far—far away who knows why I will never take 
IpiSjW®)* I was a gay young fellow enough once. I was not 
MB S Pleasures of youth: in fact, I learned quadrilles on 
W^l'dance with her that long vacation when I went to read 

g W°ung friend, Lord Viscount Poldoody, at Dub— psha ! 
®h° u foolish heart ! Perhaps 1 misspent my time as an 
i^ate. Perhaps I read too many novels, occupied mvself 

K ' *Witli “elegant literature” (that used to be our phrase), 
too often at the Union, where I had a considerable 
But those line words got me no College prizes : I 
fellowship : was rather in disgrace with my relations 
but had a small independence of my own, which I 
, . y taking a few pupils for little-goes and the common 
RgB length, a relation dying, and leaving me a further small 
SSSPIj *hc University, and came to reside in London. 

“V fjf my third year at College, there came to Saint Boniface 
tleinan, who was one of the few gentlemen-pensioners 
llis P°l ,u] «rity speedily was great. A kindly and 
b he would have been liked, I daresay, even though 
110 richer than the rest of us : but this is certain, that 
MM rldlincsa, mammon worship, are vices as well known to 
hoys ; and a rich lad at school or college has his 
t-hunters, led-captains, little courts, just as much as 
illionaire of Pall Mall, who gazes round his Club to 
shall take home to dinner, while humble trencher- 
xiously, thinking—Ah ! will he take me this time ? 
that abominable sneak and toady Henchman again l 
this is an old story about parasites and flatterers. 

1 sir, I am not for a moment going to say that 
one ; and I daresay it was very base and mean of 
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us to like a man chiefly <>n account of his money. “ I knr.- 
Fred Level used to say—“ I know fellows come to niv 
heeause I have a la rye allowance, and plenty of my ]», 
governor’s wine, and give g<*od dinners: I am not deceive.) 
at least, it is pleasanter to come to me and have good .[ 
and good wine, than to go to Jack Highson’s dreary t.- 
turnout, or to Ned Roper’s abominable Oxbridge, port.” .{ 
I admit at once that Level's parties u'erc more agreeable tha: 
men's in the College. Perhaps the goodness of the fare, bv p 
the guests, made them more pleasant. A dinner in hall | 
pewter plate is all very well, and I can say grace before j: 
all my heart ; but a dinner with fish from London, can.: 
two or three nice little entries, is better—and there was n„i 
cook in the University than ours at Saint Boniface, and j 
there were appetites then, and digestions which rendered f J 
dinner doubly good. j 

Between me and young Level a friendship sprang up. 

I trust, even the publication of this story will not diminish, 
is a period, immediately after the taking of his bachelors 
when many a University-man finds himself embarrass. 1 
tradesmen rather rudely press for a settlement of their a- 
Those prints we ordered rnlitii jtnvntd ; those shirt-studs a: 
which the jewellers would persist in thrusting into em¬ 
bosoms ; those fine coats we would insist on having for mir 
as well as ourselves ; all these have to be paid for by the g 
And my father, who was then alive, refusing to meet these 4 
under the—I own .just plea, that my allowance had h.n: 
and that my half-sisters ought not to l>e mulcted of their- 
portions in consequence of mv extravagance, I should hr 
subject to very serious inconvenience nay, possibly, to ;• 
incarceration -had not Love], at the risk of rustication, ru- 
to London to his mother (who then had tx/in-nit t 

very gracious with her son), obtained a supply of money!: 
and brought it to me at Mr. Shaekell’s horrible hotel, ' rl11 
lodged. He had tears in his kind eyes ; he grasped in' 
hundred and hundred times as lie flung the notes into my hi 
the recording tutor (Sargent was only tutor then), who ws* 
to bring him up before the master for breach of discipline 
away a drop from his own lid, when, with .a moving cl".: 
told what had happened, and blotted out the transaction "i ! 
particular old 1S11 port, of which we freely partook in bis 
rooms that evening. By lalsirious instalments, I had the D 
to pay Level back. I took pupils, as I said ; I engaged in 
pursuits : I became connected with a literary periodical, uii' 1 
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to say, I imposed myself upon the public as a good classical 
I was not thought the less learned, when, my relative 
round myself in possession of a small independency ; and 
jmslations from the Greek,” m*' “ Poems by Beta,” and my 
& the paper of which I was part proprietor for several years, 
[ their little success in their day. 

sd at Oxbridge, if I did not obtain University honours, at 
(lowed literary tastes. I got the prize essay one year at 
■ and plead guilty to having written essays, poems' and a 
I: My College friends had a joke at my expense (a very 
;e serves to amuse those port-wine-bibbing fogies, and keeps 
jghing for ever so long a time)—they are welcome, I say, 
? merry at my charges—in respect of a certain bargain 
made on coming to London, and in which, had I been 
pimrose purchasing green spectacles, I could scarcely have 
re taken in. My Jenkinson was an old College aequaint- 
om I was idiot enough to imagine a respectable man : the 
d a very smooth tongue, and sleek sanctified exterior. He 
ir a popular preacher, and used to cry a good deal in the 
He, and a queer wine-merchant and bill-discounter, Sherrick 
, had somehow got possession of that neat little literary 
e Museum, which, perhaps, you remember ; and this eligible 
property my friend Honeyman, with his wheedling tongue, 
ne to purchase. I bear no malice : the fellow is in India 
ere I trust he pays his butcher and baker. He was in 
straits for money when he sold me the Museum. He 
ring when I told him some short time afterwards that he 
jvindler, and from behind his pocket-handkerchief sobbed 
that I should one day think better of him ; whereas my 
to the same effect produced an exactly contrary impression 
accomplice, Sherrick, who burst out laughing in my face, 
“ The more fool you ! ” Mr. Sherrick was right. He was 
thout mistake, who had any money-dealing with him ; and 
toyman was right, too ; I don’t think so badly of him as 
k. fellow so hardly pinched for money could not resist the 
m of extracting it from such a greenhorn. I daresay I 
elf airs as editor of that confounded Museum, and proposed 
e the public taste, to diffuse morality and sound literature 
at the nation, and to pocket a libera] salary in return for 
ies. I daresay I printed my own sonnets, my own tragedy, 
ferses (to a Being who shall be nameless, but whose conduct 
id a faithful heart to bleed not a little). I daresay I 
(rical articles, in which I piqued myself upon the fineness 
j>, and criticisms, got up for the nonce out of encyclopedias 



6S 


LOVEL THE WIDOWER 


and biographical dictionaries ; so that I would lie actually 
at my own knowledge. T daresay I made a gaby of 
the world : pray, my good friend, hast thou never 
wise 1 ? If thou hast never been a fool, be sure thou wil 
a wise man. 

I think it was my brilliant ron/r<r< on the first tl<>< 
pecuniary transactions with Sherrick, and visited two i 
her Majesty’s metropolitan prisons at that gentleman’s 
iirst showed me how grievously I bad been cheated in the 
matter. Slumley wrote for a pa|ft>r printed at our o 
same boy often brought proofs to both of us—a little bit 
bright-eyed chap, who looked scarce twelve years old, w 
sixteen : who in wit was a man, when in stature he was 
like many other children of the poor. 

This little I lick Bedford used to sit many hours asl 
landing-place or Slumley’s, whilst we were preparing <mr 

compositions within our respective apartments. S- 1 

natured reprobate, and gave the child of his meat and 
I used to like to help the little man from my break): 
him enjoy the meal. As he sat, with his bag on his kim 
sunk in sleep, his little highlows scarce reaching the 
made a touching little picture. The whole house was t< 
The tipsy Captain nodded him a welcome as he swagg 
stairs, stock, and coat, and waistcoat in hand, to hi 
toilette in the back kitchen. The children and Dick 
friends ; ami Elizabeth patronised him. and talked wit 
and again, in her grave way. You know Clancy the n 
know him better, perhaps, under his name of Eriedrii 
Donner used to write music to Slumley’s words, or riri 
would come now and again to Beak Street, where he :i 
would try their joint work at the piano. At the set 
music, little Dick’s eyes used to kindle. “<>h, it's pi 
the young enthusiast. And l will say, that good-nature 
of a Slumley not only gave the child pence, but tick 
play, concerts, and so forth. Dick had a neat little siti 
at home ; his mother made him a very nice little wai> 
my undergraduate’s gown, and he and she, a decent w 
in their best raiment, looked respectable enough for am 
in England. 

Amongst other places of public amusement which 1 
Mr. Dick frequented the Academy where Miss Bcllcir 
and whence poor Elizabeth Prior issued forth after mid 
shabby frock. And once, the Captain, Elizabeth’s fall 
teetor, being unable to walk very accurately, and noisy an 
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ch, so that the attention of Messieurs of the police was 
awards him, Dick came up, placed Elizabeth and her 
cab, paid the fare with his own money, and brought the 
ty home in triumph, himself sitting on the box of the 
||p|p[ chanced to Tie coming home myself (from one of Mrs. 
Mil’s elegant tea soirees, in Dorset Square), and reached 
i just at the arrival of Dick and his caravan. “ Here, 
|3psays Dick, handiilg out the fare, and looking with his 
jp^yes. It is pleasanter to look at that beaming little face, 
it the Captain yonder, reeling into his house, supported by 
agfaier. Dick cried, Elizabeth told me, when, a week after¬ 
life wanted to pay him back his shilling; and she said he 
Strange child, that he was. 

revert to my friend Level. I was coaching Lovel for his 
.''.(which, between ourselves, I think he never would have 
(a),''When he suddenly announced to me, from Weymouth, 
he ■ was passing the vacation, his intention to quit the 
mtjf, and to travel abroad. “ Events have happened, dear 
? he wrote, “ which will make my mother’s home miserable 
(I little knew when I went to town about your business, 
aused her -wonderful complaisance to me). She would have 
my heart, Charles” (my Christian name is Charles), “but 
(this have found a consoler ! ” 

W, in this little chapter, there are some little mysteries 
hided, upon which, were I not above any such artifice, I 
easily leave the render to ponder for a month. 

Why ditl Mrs. Prior, at the lodgings, persist in calling the 
at which her daughter danced the Academy? 

What were the special reasons why Mrs. Lovel should be 
adous with her son, and give him .£150 as soon as he asked 
money ? 

Why was Fr<'d Lovells heart nearly broken? And— 

Who was bis consoler? 

nswer these at once, and without the slightest attempt 
y or circumlocution. 1. Mrs. Prior, who had repeatedly 
thmoney from her brother, John Erasmus Sargent, D.D., 
Boniface College, knew perfectly well that if the 
'{frftoin she already pestered out of his life) heard that she 
§i§ niece of his on the stage, he would never give her 
‘ jing. 

treason why Emma, widow of the late Adolphus Loeffel, 
IP? 1 . Road, sugar-baker, was so particularly gracious to 
iolplius Frederick Lovel, Esquire, of Saint Boniface 
fridge, and principal partner in the house of Loeffel 
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aforesaid, an infant, was that she, Emma, was about to 
a second marriage with the Reverend Samuel Romiington. 

3. Fred Hovel's heart was so very much broken 
intelligence, that he gave hiiflsclf airs of Hamlet, dressed 
wore his long fair hair over his eyes, and exhibited a bund 
of grief and desperation : until 

•1. Louisa (widow of the late Sir Ropham Raker, of La], 
county Kilkenny, Raronet) induced Mr. Lovel to take a 
the Rhine with her and Cecilia, fourth and only unmarried 
of the aforesaid Sir Ropham Raker, deceased. 

My opinion of Cecilia I have candidly given in a previ, 

I adhere to that opinion. I shall not repeat it. The. 
disagreeable to me, as tin; woman hcrselt was in lite. \\ i 
found in her to admire I cannot tell ; lucky for us all tha 
men, women, vary. You will never see her alive in the 
That is her picture, painted by the late Mr. blandish. Sin 
lingering that harp with which she has often driven me i. 
with her “Tara's Halls” and her “ Poor Marianne.” Sin- 
bull V Fred so, and be so rude to his guests, that, in order t 
her, he would meanly say, “ I >o, my love, let us have 
music!” and thrumpty thrumpty, oil' would go her gR\ 
“Tara’s Halls” would begin. “The harp that hide 

accursed catgut scarce knew any other music, and “oner 
hundred times at least in /«// hearing. Then came the per: 

I was treated to the cold joint which I have mentioned : 
liking it. I gave up going to Shnibluiids. 

So, too, did my Lady Raker, but not of hrr o/rn /, 
mind you. S'/,, did not quit the premises because her a 
was too cold, but because the house was made a great ■: 
hot for her. 1 remember Fred coining tome in high spa 
describing to me, with no little humour, a great battle -| 
Cecilia and Lady Raker, and her Ladyship's defeat and j 
She tied, however, only as tarns Putney village, where .-Is; 
again, as it were, and fortified herself in a lodging. Next 
made a desperate but feeble attack, presenting herself at Sin 
lodge-gate, and threatening that she and sorrow would Ml 
before it ; and that till the world should know lunv a e 
treated her mother. Rut the. gate was locked, and Rut 


gardener, appeared behind it, saying, “Since you ore come, my 
perhaps you will pay my missis the four-ami twenty shiHR; 
borrowed of her.” And he grinned at her through the bal'd 
idle fled before him, cowering. Lovel paid the little, forgotten ay 
the best four and twenty shillings he had ever laid out, he saij 


Eight years passed away ; during 
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| my old friend, except at clubs and taverns, where we 
hr, and renewed, not old warmth and hilarity, but old 
| One winter he took his family abroad ; Cecilia’s health 
te, Lovel told me, and -the doctor had advised that she 
M a winter in the South. He did not stay with them : 
fessing affairs at home ; he had embarked in many busi- 
ddes the paternal sugar-bakery; was concerned in corn- 
director of a joint-stock bank, a man in whose fire were 
S. A faithful governess was with the children ; a faith- 
,nd maid were in attendance on the invalid; and Lovel, 
is wife, as he certainly did, yet supported her absence 
i equanimity. 

3 spring I was not a little scared to read amongst the 
;lie newspaper :—“ At Naples, of scarlet fever, on the 25th 
a, wife of Frederick Lovel, Esquire, and daughter of the late 
m Baker, Baronet.” I knew what my friend’s grief would 
tad hurried abroad at the news of her illness ; he did not 
lies in time to receive the last words of his poor Cecilia, 
months after the catastrophe, I had a note from Shrub- 
ovcl wrote quite in the old affectionate tone. He begged 
Id friend to go to him, and console him in his solitude. 
:ome to dinner that evening! 

trse I went off to him straightway. I found him in deep 
the drawing-room with his children, and I confess I was 
shed to see my Lady Baker once more in that room, 
seem surprised to see me here, Mr. Batchelor 1 ” says her 
with that grace and good breeding which she generally 
; for if she accepted benefits, she took care to insult those 
n she received them. 

ed, no,” said I, looking at Lovel, who piteously hung 
head. He had his little Cissy at his knee : he was 
der the portrait of the defunct musician, whose harp, 
3d in leather, stood dimly in the corner of the room, 
i here not at my own wish, but from a feeling of duty 
hat—departed—angel! ” says Lady Baker, pointing to 

3. 

l sure when mamma was here, you were always quarrel- 
i little Popham, with a scowl. 

is the way those innocent children have been taught to 
cries grandmamma. 

tee, Pop,” says papa, “ and don’t be a rude boy.” 
i Pop a rude boy 1 ” echoes Cissy. 

tee. Pop,” continues papa, “ or you must go up to Miss 
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CHAPTER II 

/.v in licit miss nil or is kept at the note 

O F course we all know who she was, the Miss Prior „f 
lauds, whom papa and .grandmamma (tilled to tin- 
children. Year# had passed since 1 had shaken f 
Street dust oil' my feet. The brass plate of “ Prior " Wa< : 
from the once familiar door, and screwed, for what I can t- 
the late reprobate owner’s eotlin. A little eruption of m... 
formed brass knobs I saw on the door-post when I passed!.-, 
week, and C.uT: t>t:s A miiassa iu:r ns was thereon inx-rib 
tliree fly-blown blue teacups, a couple of codec pots of t. 
known Britannia metal, and two freckled copies of the /"'/■/- 
H'/'/t hanyiny over the window-blind. Were those tin:, 
leneies the Ambassadors at the door, smokiny cheroots? 1 
Billiards were written on their countenances, their hat-; 
elbows. They may have been ambassadors down on tic., 
as the phrase is. They were in disyrace, no doubt, at : 
of her imperial majesty (,>ueen Fortune. Men as shahln 
trieved their disgraces ere now, washed their cloudy face -. • ; 
their dinyy waistcoats with cordons, ami stepped into line j 
from ipiarters not a whit more reputable than the *'< j 
Ambassadeurs." If I lived in the Leicester SijUare neiylik 
and kept ;i cafe. 1 wouhl always treat foreigners with 
They may be billiard markers now, or doiny a little sloe! 
business ; but why should they not afterwards be yrret. 
{treat officers of state I Suppose that yentleman i- at 
barber, with his tonys and stick of fixature tor the moustar! 
do you know lie has not his epaulettes and his hiitaii </* 
the same pouch I see cnyraven on the second floor bell, 
rooms. ■’ Pluywell." Who can Piuywell be, whose feet !i"' 
tit the fire where I sat many a lony evetiiny ? And tiii- 
with the fur collar, the strayyliny lieard, the frank and 
leer, the somewhat husky voice, who is ealliny out on I |J 
step, “ Step in. and ’ave it done. Your correct likenc'S. 11 
shilliny ” is fie an ambassador too? Alt, no: lie is 1,11 
chart/C d'a/lams of a photographer who lives upstairs : m 1 
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little ones used to be. Bless me ! Photography was an 
in the nursery, too, when we lived in Beak Street, 
own that, for old times’ sake, I went upstairs, and “ ’ad 
that correct likeness, price «one shilling 1 Would Some 
e said, I think, that the party in question is well married 
t island) like to have the thing, I wonder, and be reminded 
horn she knew in life’s prime, with brown curly locks, as 
on the ettigy of this elderly gentleman, with a forehead 
billiard-ball ? 

ent up and down that darkling stair, the ghosts of the 
ren peeped out from the banisters ; the little faces smiled 
ight : it may be wounds (of the heart) throbbed and bled 
how freshly and keenly 1 How infernally 1 have suffered 
t door in that room—1 mean that one where Plugwell 
Confound Plugwell I wonder what that woman thinks 
e sees me shaking my list at the door? I)o you think 
adam ? I don’t care if you do. Do you think when 1 
of the ghosts of Prior’s children, I mean that any of 
dead ? None are, that I know of. A great hulking 
with Huffy whiskers, spoke to me not. long since, in 
s voice, and announced his name as “ Gus Prior.” And 
zabeth ?” be added, nodding bis bullet head. Elizabeth, 
. great vulgar boy ! Elizabeth, and, by the way, how 
‘yH&rfaavc been keeping her waiting ! 

SriM) «ee, as I beheld her, a heap of memories struck upon me, 
I ;.«0Uld not help chattering ; when of course — and you are 
light, only you might just as well have left the observation 
I knew quite well what you were going to say when I 
better have held my tongue. Elizabeth means a history 
e came to me at a critical period of my life. Bleeding 
d from the conduct of that other individual (by her 
e of Mrs. O’D—her present O'D- ous name—I say, I 
nevn call her) -desperately wounded and miserable oil 
from a neighbouring capital, I went back to my lodgings 
Street, and there there grew up a strange intimacy between 
landlady’s young daughter. I told her my story— 
lieve 1 told anybody who would listen. She seemed 
nate me. She would come wistfully into my rooms, 
i my gruel and things (I could scarcely bear to eat for 

—after that affair to wliieh I may have alluded before)— 
ome to me, and she used to pity me, and I used to tell 
» tell her over and over again. Days and days have I 
i g my heart out in that second-floor room which answers to 

I Plugwell now. Afternoon after afternoon have I spent 
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there, and poured out my story of love and wronj,' to 
shown her that waistcoat I told you of—-that "love (her lu 
so very small either) — her letters, those two or three 
meaningless letters, with “■’Mv dear sir—mamma hopes 
come to tea ; ” or, “If dear Mr. Batchelor should he rib 
Plucnix Balk near the Lou;/ Mi/tstonu, about my sis 
will be in the ear, and,’’ &e. : or, “Oil, you kind man ! tin 
(she called it ticknts -by heaven! she did) “were ton 
and the houi/uni/s too lovely” (this word, I saw, had 1.. •, r 
oil with a penknife. I found no faults, not even in her. 
then) ; or never mind what more. But more of this j 
this l/iiudiui/, of this hud s/>nllin<i, of this infernal jiltiiiv, 
heartless hypocrisy (all her mother’s (loin;', l own ; for in 
his />/(/(•(', my rival was not so well received as 1 was) in. 
at Itltlsii, I say, I showed Elizabeth, and she pitied me! 

■She used to come to me day after day, and 1 used t 
her. She used not to say much. Perhaps she did not ];- 
I did not care for that. till — and on and on I would ;, 
prate about my passion, my wronps, and despair : and u: 
my complaints were, still more constant was my little lira: 
passion. Mamma’s shrill voice would eotnc to put an •: 
conversation, and she would rise up with an “Oh, hod., 
po away: but the next day the pood purl was sure to , : 
again, when we would have another repetition of our tr.-ny 

I daresay you are beginning to suppose (what, alter 
very common ease, ami certainly no conjur>r is wanted t u 
guess) that out of all this crying and sentimentality, \\id 
hearted old fool of a man poured out to a young girl oat 
whimpering and pity, something which is said to be ak.:. 
might arise. But in this, my pood madam, you are title. 
Some people have the small pox twice; / do not It: : 
a heart is broke, it's broke : if a (lower is withered, it - 1 
If I choose to put. my grief in a ridiculous light, why net 
you suppose [ am going to make a trapedy of such an 
battered, stale, vulgar, trivial every-day subjec t as a jt.r * 
with a man s pusdon, and laughs at him, and leaves him 
indeed! Oh, yes! poison—- black-edged note-paper ' 
Bridge, —one more unfortunate, and so forth! No: it - 111 ' 
her go !—si rrLo'os i/imtit /n'units , I pull the vhat-d ye-rat'- 
But I’ll have no trni/fdi/, mind von. 

Well, it must, be confessed that a man desperately >'■ ' 
fear I must own I then was, and a pood deal cut up b v 1 
conduct) is a most selfish beinp : whilst women are s" - 1 ' 11 
selfish that they can forget or disguise their own sum’ 
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t they minister to a friend in affliction. I did not see, 
ked with her daily, on my return from that accursed 
t my little Elizabeth was pale and distraite, and sad, 
She would sit quite dumb whilst I chattered, her hands 
knees, or draw one of them over her eyes. She would 
yes ! Poor fellow—poor fellow ! ” now and again, as 
lancholy confirmation of my dismal stories ; but mostly 
d quiet, her head drooping towards the ground, a hand 
her feet to the fender. 

»ne day harping on the usual string. I was telling 
dw, after presents had been accepted, after letters had 
een us (if her scrawl could lie called letters, if my irn- 
>ng could be so construed), after everything but the 
had passed our lips—I was telling Elizabeth how, on 
day, Glorvina’s mother greeted me on my arrival in 
are by saying, “ Dear, dear Mi 4 . Batchelor, we look on 
one of the family ! Congratulate me—congratulate 
Dear Tom has got his appointment as Recorder of 
d it is to be a match between him and his cousin 





usin What ?” I shriek with a maniac laugh, 
jiioor Glorvina ! Sure the children have been fond of 
,lever since they could speak. I knew your kind heart 
e first to rejoice in their happiness.” 
say I—ending the story—I, who thought myself loved, 
Ifthout a pang of pity : I, who could mention a hundred 
I thought Glorvina well disposed to me, was told she 
as an uncle'. Were her letters such as nieces write 1 ? 
beard of an uncle walking round Mcrrion Square for 
rainy night, and looking up to a bedroom window, 
niece, forsooth, was behind it? I had set my whole 
cast, and this was the return I got for it. For months 
e—her eyes follow me, her cursed smiles welcome and 
and at a moment, at the beck of another—she laughs 
Javes me ! 

, my little pale Elizabeth, still hanging down, cries, 
llain ! the villain ! ” and sobs so that you might have 
little heart would break. 

said I, “ my dear, Mr. O’Dowd is no villain. His 
ector, was as gallant an old officer as any in the service, 
is a Molloy, of Molloystown, and they are of excellent 
gh, I believe, of embarrassed circumstances ; and young 


** ''vies Elizabeth, with a pale bewildered look. 
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it<una wiisn’t Tom, dear Mr. 1 kitehelor ; hi, s umm: -nut s 
iltimn, ! ” ami the tears lie-in ami in. 

All, 111 v child! my child! my poor youny creature 
too, have felt the infernal .stroke. You, too, have passed 
liiyhts of pain have heard the dreary hours toll—haw 
the cheerless sunrise with your blank sleepless eyes | 
out of dreams, mayhap, in which the beloved one was, 
you, whispering line-words — oh ! how sweet and 1<mdi 
bored ! What ! your heart has been robbed, too, and ynu 
is rilled and emjity ! poor yirl ! And I looked in that 
and saw no yrief there ! You could do your little sweet , 
to soothe my wounded heart, and I never saw yours \va> 
Did you sutler more than I did, my poor little maid ? [ 
Are you so yotiny, and is all the llower of life hliyhtod for 
cup without savour, the sun blotted or almost invisible 
head ? The truth came on me all at once : I felt usluuuei 
own selfish erief should have made me blind to hers. 

“ W hat ! ” stud I, “ my ]»oor child ? Wtts it . . . 
pointed with my finyer </o/'-u /r,ir</s. 

.She nodded her poor head. 

I knew it was the lodger who had taken the first ll 
•after Slumley’s d<*parture. lie was an ollieer in ti*e 

Army. lie laid had the lodyiuys for three months Ih'ij 
f >r India shortly before 1 returned borne from Dublin. 

Elizabeth is waiting till this time shall she come in! 1 
yet. 1 have still a little more to say .about the Priors. 

You understand that she was no louver Miss I’lhrs 
Street, and that mansion, even at the time of which ] v.'j 
been lotiy handed over to other tenants. The ( 'aptain y 
widow with many tears pressed me to remain with her,;.'* 
never haviny been able to resist that, kind of appeal. 1 
incuts reyardiny her allairs were not strictly correct, 
women sometimes incorrect about, money matters? A lies 
unjustly indiynaiit) ipii.-kly handed over the mansion in In¬ 
to other tenants. The pbtec iis taxes swooped down on; 
Prior's scanty furniture on hors? on mine likewise 
neatly bound P'olleye books, emblazoned with the ettii) 
facias, our patron, and of Eislmp Eudyoon, our f<milder: 
olcyant Ruphijel Moryheii prints, purchased in underyw'k 
-(y i • Powers ! what dnl make us boys yo tick for till ' 1 
proofs of Raphael, Dviny Stays, Duke of Welliuytmi Rub 1 
the like ?) ; my harmonium, tit which s«mk i>nk lias w.arblr 
of my composition—fl mean the words, artfully descri- 
ptission, my hopes, or my despair) ; on my rich set of 1 
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on the Zeil, Frankfort O. M. ; on my picture of my 
| late Captain Batchelor (Hoppner), R.N. ; in white 
telescope, pointing, of course, to a tempest, in the 
bich was a naval engagement; on my poor mother’s 
j&y old Adam Buck, in pencil and pink, with no waist to 
‘ 11; my tea and cream pots (bullion), with a hundred 
aicknacks as decorate the chamber of a lonely man. I 
Bsc household treasures in possession of the myrmidons 
Jand had to pay the Priors’ taxes with this hand, before 
If redintegrated in my own property. Mrs. Prior could 
__J| back with a widow’s tears and blessings (Prior having 
■HppBTld where he had long ceased to be of use or ornament). 
j P pbd blessings, I say, she offered me freely, and they were 
’PPMk But why go on tampering with the tea-box, madam 1 
Mpur finger—your finger ?- your whole paw—in the jain- 
.bAI it is a horrible fact that the wine and spirit bottles 
) just aa leaky after Prior’s decease as they had been during his 
ijmmote lifetime. One afternoon, having a sudden occasion to 
m 'to'imy lodgings, I found my wretched landlady in the very 
of;aMi*ftuding sherry. She gave an hysterical laugh, and then 
$||pMears. She declared that since her poor Prior’s death 
hamly knew what she said or did. She may have been 
beWfifrj she waa; but she certainly spoke truth on this 
lion. 

breaking lightly—flippantly, if you please—about this old 
Prior, with her hard eager smile, her wizened face, her frown- 
Siolti her cruel voice; and yet, goodness knows, 1 could, if I 
h© as serious as a sermoniser. Why, this woman had once 
and was well-looking enough, and told few lies, and 
(ofijlMBberry, and felt the tender passions of the heart, and I 
*^i>f#sed the weak old benefieed clergyman her father very 
ijpiW?..remor«efHlly that night when she took leave of him to 
|§i6§b§& to the back garden-gate and run away with Mr. Prior, 
mud Instinct she had, for she nursed her young as best she 
1,1 pr her lean breast, and went about hungrily, robbing and 
them. On Sundays she furbished up that threadbare 
jown and bonnet, ironed the collar, and clung desperately 
l She had a feeble pencil-drawing of the vicarage in 
I and silhouettes of her father and mother, which were 
I the lodgings wherever she went. She migrated much : 
Is went she fastened on the gown of the clergyman of 
S’ spoke of her dear father the vicar, of her wealthy and 
rer the Master of Boniface, with a reticence which im- 
|octor Sargent might do more for his poor sister and her 
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family, if ho would. She ]>lmne<l herself (oh ! those poor 
old plumes !) upon belonging to the clergy ; had read a g,, 
good sound old-fashioned theology in early life, and vroti 
hand, in which she had Wen used to copy her father's 
She used to put cases of conscience, to present her hum!,], 
the Reverend Mr. (Jreon, and ask explanation of such an, 
passage of his admirable sermon, and bring the subject i , 
to be reminded of certain quotations of Hooker, Beverids! 
Taylor. I think she had an old commonplace book with j 
these extracts, ami she worked them in very amusingly an 
ously into her conversation. Green would be interested; 
pretty young Mrs. Green would call, secretly rather shoe,;., 
coldness of old Doctor Brown, the rector, about Mrs. Prior. 
Green and Mrs. Prior money transactions would ensue: Mr- 
visits would cease : Mrs. Prior was an expensive woman 
I remember Pye of Maudlin, just before he “went over." 
petually in Mrs. Prior's hack parlour with little books 
medals, ifce. ike, you know. They called poor Jack :i 
Oxbridge ; but one year at Rome I met him (with a i 
shaved out of his head, and a hat. as big as Don Basili.o 
said, “ My dear Batchelor, do you know that person at \ 
ings ! I think sin? was an artful creature ! She borrow.-; 

pounds of me. and I forget bow much of—seven, I think- 

foot, of Corpus, just—just Itefore we were received. Aid * 
she absolutely got another loan from Pummel, to be aU< : 
of the bands of us Jesuits. Are you going to bear the 1 
Do --do go and hear him everyltody does: it's the lic.-t to 
thing in Rome." And from this I opine that then? arc-, 
other communions Resides that of Borne. 

Now Mamma Prior had not l>een unaware of the level 

between her daughter and the fugitive Bombay <’.-i;| 

Elizabeth, she called Gaptain Walkingham “ villain " rea-lt;;' 
but, if I know woman's nature in the least (and I hen: 
schemer had thrown her daughter only too frequently in tr 
way, had done no small portion of the flirting herselt. lie 
poor Bessy to receive presents from Gaptain Walkingliaiii. 
lieen the manager and directress of much of the misiln 
ensued. You see, in this humble class of life, unprineipM 
mill coax and wheedle and cajole gentlemen whom they si 
be eligible, in order to procure an establishment for tin 
children ! What the Prioress did was done from the Ih 
of course. “Never -never did the monster see Bessy win 
or one or two of her brothers and sisters, and Jack ami 1 
are as sharp children as any in England ! ” protested tin' 11 
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i me ; “ and if one of my boys had been grown up, Walk- 
: would have dared to act as he did- the unprincipled 
y poor husband would have punished the villain as he 
t what could he do in his shattered state of health? Oh! 
ou men, Mr. Batchelor ! how unprincipled you are ! ” 
toy good Mrs. Prior,” said I, “you let Elizabeth conic 
often enough.” 

ye the conversation of her uncle’s friend, of an educated 
nan so much older than herself! Of course, dear sir ! 
la mother wish every advantage for her child ? and whom 
It, if not you, who have ever been such a friend to me 
| asks Mrs. Prior, wiping her dry eyes with the corner 
Hkerchief, as she stands by my fire, my monthly bills in 
|tten in her neat old-fashioned writing, and calculated 
Sprodigal liberality which she always exercised in eom- 
Jttle accounts between us. “Why, bless me !” says my 
|e Mrs. Skinner, coining to see me once when I was un- 
gcamining one of the just mentioned documents,—“ bless 
fee, you consume more tea than all my family, though 
|n in the parlour, and as much sugar and butter,—well, 
?der you are bilious ! ” 

fhen, my dear, I like my tea so very strong,” said I ; 
lake yours so uncommonly mild. I have remarked it at 


| shame that a man should be robbed so,” cried Mrs. S. 
{kind it is of you to cry thieves, Flora ! ” I reply. 
i»y duty, Charles ! ” exclaims my cousin. “ And I should 
ow who that great, tall, gawky, red-haired girl in the 

|J the name of the only woman who ever had possession 
jrt was not Elizabeth ; though I own I did think at one 
pay little schemer of a landlady would not have objected 
Imposed to make Miss Prior Mrs. Batchelor. And it is 
ihe poor and needy who have this mania, but the rich 


he very highest circles, as I am informed by the best 
P this match-making goes on. Ah woman—woman !— 

I wife!—ah fond mother of fair daughters! how strange 
is to add to thy titles that of mother-in-law ! I am 
you have got the title, it is often but a bitterness and 
tment. Very likely the son-in-law is rude to you, the 
iteful brute ! and very possibly the daughter rebels, the 
irpent! And yet you will go on scheming: and having 
fith disappointment from Louisa and her husband, you 
d get one for Jemima, and Maria, and down even to 
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little Toddles coming out of the nursery in her red .sin 
you see her with little Tommy, your neighbour's child, t 
the same Noah's ark, or clambering on the same rock 
make no doubt, in your fo:.d silly head, you are thin] 
those little peopla meet some twenty years hence?” Ai 
Tommy a very large piece of cake, and have a line piv>, 
on the Christmas tree you know you do, though lie is 
noisy child, and has already beaten Toddles, and tab 
away from her, and made her cry. I remember, win-], 
was suffering from the conduct of a young woman in -i: 
which is distinguished by a viceregal Court and from 
lessness, as well as that of her relative, who I once tlm:,. 
be my mother in law shrieking out to a friend who In 
be spouting some lines from Tennyson’s ‘‘Ulysses : •• |; 

Warrington, I have no doubt that when the young shvi.-l 
green caps at the old Creek captain and his crew, $r I 
beckoning him with their white arms and glancing - | 
wheedling him with their sweetest pipes I make no , 
that th« innthrr nii-ii/s were behind the rocks (with : 
fronts and cheeks painted, so as to resist water), and 
‘ Now, Halovone. my child, that air from the I’irat. 
Claukopis, dear, look well at that old gentleman at • 
Rathykolpos, love, there's a young sailor on the maiutoj 
tumble right down into your lap if you beckon hint 1 
—and so on." And 1 laughed a wild shriek of despair 
too, have been on the dangerous island, and come au\r 
mad, furious, wanting a strait-waistcoat. 

And so, when a white tinned siren, mimed (• hm I 
bedevilling mr with her till too tempting ogling and sing| 
not see at the time, but null’ I know, that her artful m | 
egging that artful child on. 

How, when the Captain died, bailitl’s and exeettt! 
possession of his premises, I have told in a previous pi.- 
I care to enlarge much upon the odious theme. 1 think t 
were on the premises before I’riot 's exit : but he did tie: 
their presence. If I had to buy them out, 'I was no ■_ seat 
only T say it mns hard of .Mrs. Prior to represent in 
character of Shylock to the .Master of Moniface. lb 
I suppose there .are other gentlemen besides Mr. Charles 1 
who have been misrepresented in this life. Sargent and 
up matters afterwards, and Miss 1 Jessy was the cause el 1111 
together again. “Upon my word, my dear Ikitehclei'. 
one Christmas, when I went up to the old College. "I 
know how much my— ahem! — my family was ohlcril t 
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-niece, Miss Prior, has informed me of various acts 
^-generosity which you showed to my poor sister, and 
re wretched husband. You got my second—ahem !— 
rdon me if I forget hiff Christian name—into the 
all’cm—Bluecoat School; you have been, on various 
considerable pecuniary service to my sister’s family, 
not take high university honours to have a good — 
rt; and, upon my word, Batchelor, I and my—ahem !— 
berely obliged to you ! ” 

foil what, Master,” said I, “ there is a point upon which 
Bally to be obliged to me, and in which I have been the 
Itting money into your pocket too.” 
fees I fail to comprehend you,” says the Master, with his 

got you and Mrs. Sargent a very good governess for 
pn, at the very smallest remuneration,” say I. 
bu know the charges that unhappy sister of mine and 

t iave put me to already 1 ” says the Master, turning as 
ood. 

ihave formed the frequent subject of your conversation,” 

|t“ You ha ve had Bessy as a governess-- ” 

sery governess—she has learned Latin and a great deal 
H she has been in my house,” cries the Master, 
fsery governess at the wages of a housemaid,” I continued, 
jgDorintliian brass. 

* my niece, does my—ahem !—children’s governess, corn¬ 
er treatment in my College ! ” cries the Master, 
pear Master,” I asked, “you don’t suppose I would have 
I her complaints, or, at any rate, have repeated them, 

fWliy now, Batchelor, I should like to know?” says the 
ijlcing up and down his study in a fume, under the 
Holy Bonifacius, Bishop Budgcon, and all the defunct 
I the College. “And why now, Batchelor, I should like 
| says he. 

pse—though after staying with you for three years, and 
broved herself greatly, as every woman must in your 
dear Master, Miss Prior is worth at least fifty guineas 
ire than you give her-—I would not have had her speak 
fad found a better place.” 

'' aean to say she proposes to go away ? ” 

Ithy friend of mine, who was a member of our College, 
If, wants a nursery governess, and I have recommended 
him, at seventy guineas a year.” 
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“And pray who’s the member of my College who will given, 
liicec seventy guineas?” asked the Master fiercely. 

“You renicinher Lovel, the gentleman-pensioner?" 

“The sugar-baking ni;»i—the man who took von out 
ja- !” 

“One good turn deserves another,” say I hastily. “I l WVl 
done as much for some of your family, Sargent I” 

The red Master, who had been rustling up and down his .stu,| 
in his gown and bauds, stopped in his walk as if I had struck lm, 
lie looked at me. lie turned redder than ever. He drew 
hand over his eves. •• Batchelor,” says lie, “ 1 ask your purtlyf 
It was I who forgot myself—may Heaven forgive me!—forgot ||,,| 
good you have been to my family, to my —alieni ! humh/e funis 
and — and how devoutly thankful L ought to be for the prut mi..;, 
which they have found in you." llis voice ipiite fell as he spnki 
and of course any little wrath which 1 might have felt was i|j„ 
tinned before his contrition. We parted the best friends. He ng 
only shook hands with me at the study-door, but lie actual); 
followed me to the hall door, and shook hands at his lodge poivg 
si/4 ./oiv, in the ipiadrauglc. Hackles, the tutor ( Higlilow 11 in-kh- 
we used to call him in our time), and Ifetts (Tnimperian pr<>fcst*i$, 
who happened to lie passing through the court tit the time, stag 
aghast as they witnessed the phenomenon. 

“I say, Batchelor,” asks Huckles, “have you been made a 
marquis by any chance \ " 

“ Wliv a marquis, Huckles t" I ask. 

“Sargent never conies to his lodge door with any man mul'i;i 
marquis,” says Huckles, in a low whisper. 

“Or a pretty woman." says that Butts (he irill have his joke. 
" Batchelor, my elderly Tiresias, are you turned into a lovely yum: 
lady pur /tosoiv/ > ” 

“(Jet along, you absurd Triimperian professor!” say I. lint 
the circumstance was the talk not only in Computation Room tl. ' 
evening over our wine, but of the whole College. And fiirtin-r 
events happened which made each man look at his neighbour":!: 
wonder For that whole term Sargent did not ask our nohlnii.i:: 
Lord Sackville (Lord Wigmore's son) to the lodge. (Lord - 
father, you know, Dull, was baker to the College.) For tii.it 
whole term lie was rude hut twice to |Vrk~, t he junior tutor, vd 
then only in a very mild way : and what is more, lie gave i ' 
niece a present of a gown, of his blessing, of a kiss, and a L- 1 ' 
character when she went away ; and promised to put one et her 
young brothers to school—which promise, I need not say. he tai11|* 
fully kept : for he has good principles, Sargent has. He is nuk' 
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3 ill bred: be is bumptious beyond almost any man I ever 
r: he is spoiled not a little by prosperity;—but he is 
hanimous: ho can own that he has been in the wrong; and 
ae ! what a quantity of Greek he Knows ! 

Although my late friend the Captain never seemed to do aught 
'spend the family money, his disreputable presence somehow . 
d for good in tire household. “ My dear husband kept our 
ily together,” Mrs. Prior said, shaking her lean head under 
‘meagre widow’s cap. “ Heaven knows how I shall provide 
these lambs now lie is gone ! ” Indeed, it was not until after 
death of that tipsy shepherd that the wolves of the law came 
jn upon the lambs—myself included, who have passed the age 
junbhood and mint sauce a long time. They came down 
p our fold in Beak Street, I say, and ravished it. What was 
f do? Could I leave that widow and children in their distress? 
ras not ignorant of misfortune, and knew how to succour the 
erable. Nay, I think the little excitement attendant upon the 
urc of my goods, &c., the insolent vulgarity of the low persons 
possession—with one of whom I was very near coming to a 
Bonal encounter—and other incidents which occurred in the 
eft household, served to rouse me, and dissipate some of the 
guor and misery under which I was suffering in consequence of 
ss Mulligan’s conduct to me. I know I took the late Captain 
ins filial abode. My good friends the printers of the Museum 
k one of his boys into their counting-house. A blue coat and 
iair of yellow stockings were procured for Augustus; and seeing 
| Master s children walking about in Boniface gardens with a 
fm-looking old wretch of a nurse, I bethought me of proposing 
N m 1° take his niece Miss Prior—and, Heaven be good to me ! 
f ei oue word to her uncle about Miss Bellenden and the 
ftdemy, I daresay I drew a number of long bows about her. 
faanaged about the bad grammar pretty well by lamenting that 
jzabeth’s poor mother had been forced to allow the girl to keep 
bpany with ill-educated people : and added, that she could not 
f ^.° Ille, id her English in the house of one of the most dis- 
jgmshod scholars in Europe, and one of the best-bred women, 
lid say so, upon my word, looking that half-bred, stuck-up Mrs. 
rgent gravely in the face ; and I humbly trust, if that bouncer 
1 l)W! , n registered against me, the Recording Angel will be pleased 
consider that the motive was good, though the statement was 
justifiable. But I don’t think it was the compliment: I think 
yras the temptation of getting a governess for next to nothin"- 
it operated upon Madam Sargent, And so Bessy went to her 
it, partook of the bread of dependence, and drank of the cup of 
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humiliation, and ate the pie of humility, and brought up her,, 
little cousins to the best of her small power, and howei 1 tile 
of hypocrisy before the don her uncle, and the pompous 
upstart her aunt. She the diest-bred woman in England, in,] 
She, the little vain skinflint! 

Bossy’s mother was not a little loth to part with iIb< 
pounds a year which the child brought, home from the Aeiij, 
but her departure thence was inevitable. Some ipiarrel l,:id i, 
place there, about which the girl did not care to talk. Some i 
ness had been offered to Miss Bellenden, to which Miss 1 ’ij,, r 
determined not to .submit: or was it that she wanted to gjg, 
from the scenes of her own misery, and to try and forget 
Indian captain! Come, fellow-sull'erer ! Come, child of inhCrt 
come hither! Here is an old bachelor who will weep will, 
tear for tear .' 

I protest here is Miss Prior coming into the room at lust 
pale face, a tawny head of hair combed back, under a black . 
a pair of blue spectacles, as I live ! a tight mourning a 
buttoned up to her white throat ; a head hung meekly down ; , 
is Miss Prior. She takes my hand when I offer it. She < 1 1 op> 
a demure little curtsey, and answers my many questions v 
humble monosyllabic replies. She appeals constantly to 1, 
Baker for instruction, or for continuation of her statements. IVj 
have six years of slavery so changed the frank daring young 
whom I remember in Beak Street ! She is taller and stmitri : 
she was. She is awkward and high-shouldered, but surely sin- 
a very fine, figure. 

‘‘Will Miss Cissy and Master Pophaiu have their teas In- 
in the schoolroom 1 " asks Bedford, the butler, of his master, VI 
Prior looks appealingly to Lady Baker. 

“ In the sdi Lady Baker is beginning. 

“Here here! '' bawl out the children. “Much better t 
down here : and you'll send us out some fruit and things tr 
dinner, papa ! ” erics ('issy. 

“ It's time to dress for dinner,” says her Ladyship. 

“Has the first bell rung!” asks Lovel. 

“ Yes, the first bell lias rung, and grandmamma must go. H 
always takes her a precious long time to dress for dinner! !1 

Pop. And indeed, on looking at Lady Baker, the cninieW 
might perceive that her Ladyship was a highly composite |«r“ 
whose charms required very much care and arrangement. ’1^' : 
are some cracked old houses where the painters and plunder- : 
puttyers are always at work. 

“Have the goodness to ring the hell!” she says, in a niajestt 
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L to Miss Prior, though I think Lady Baker herself was 

Sprang towards the bell myself, and my hand meets Elizabeth’s 
fwho was obeying her Ladyship’* summons, and who retreats, 
ig me the demurest curtsey. At the summons, enter Bedford 
ktler (he was an old friend of mine too) and young Buttons, 
[ge under that butler. 

jtdy Baker points to a heap of articles on a table, and says to 

E k, d : “ If you please, Bedford, tell my man to give those things 
cott, my maid, to be taken to my room.” 

Shall not I take them up, dear Lady Baker t ” says Miss Prior, 
jpt Bedford, looking at his subordinate, says : “ Thomas ! tell 
Hey, her Ladyship’s man, to take her Ladyship’s things, and 
[hem to her Ladyship’s maid.” There was a tone of sarcasm, 
fof parody, in Monsieur Bedford’s voice ; but his manner was 
tmdly grave and respectful. Drawing up her person, and 
hg a motion, I don’t know whether of politeness or defiance, 
Lady Baker, followed by page, bearing bandboxes, shawls, 
r parcels, parasols—I know not what. Dear Popham stands 
,s head as grandmamma leaves the room. “ Don’t be vulgar ! ” 
little Cissy (the dear child is always acting as a little Mentor 
ir brother). “ I shall, if I like,” says Pop ; and he makes faces 
a:. 


‘You know your room, Batch 1” asks the master of the house. 
■Mr. Batchelor’s old room—always has the blue room,” says 
ord, looking very kindly at me. 

‘Give us,” cried Love!, “a bottle of that San-” 

: ~ feme Mr. Batchelor used to like. Chateau Yquem. All 
;! ” says Mr. Bedford. “ How will you have the turbot done 
brought down ?—Dutch sauce 1—Make lobster into salad ? air. 
iungton likes lobster-salad,” says Bedford. Pop is winding up 
/butler’s back at this time. It is evident air. Bedford is a 
jleged person in the family. As lie had entered it on my 
jnation several years ago, and had been ever since the faithful 
t, butler, and major-domo of Lovel, Bedford and I were alwaw 
l friends when we met. 


‘‘By the way, Bedford, why wasn’t the barouche sent for me t< 
pudge . cries Lovel. “I had to walk all the way home wit) 
it and stumps for Pop, with the basket of fish, and that bandlxu 
^ my .Lady s- 


i“ He- 

1“ ‘ He- 


-he ! ” grins Bedford. 

he ! ’ Confound you, why do you stand grinniim there 


L i-j m T , .y'Ht, vyII v (in you stand serin m no- tharo 

t dldnt 1 have the carriage, I say l” bawls the master of th 



LOA r EL THE WIDOWER 


86' 

‘‘ You know, sir,” says Bedford. “ Shu had the t-an-i' 
And he indicated the door through which Lady linker ]i U ,| 
retreated. 

“Then why didn’t I havtj the phaeton !” asks Red ford’s m, 

“ Your ma and Mr. Bounin,gtim laid the phaeton.” 

“And why shouldn’t they, pray ? Mr. Bonnington is 
I’m at my business all day. I should like to know wliv 
s/iou/ihi't have the phaeton!” says Love], appealing to nie. 
we had been sitting talking together previous to Miss ]>, 
appearance, Ladv linker had said to Level, “ Your mother 
Mr. 1 iomiingtun are coming to dinner <»/’ mm'iir, Frederick !" 
Level had said, “Of course they are,” with a peevish hp, 
whereof I now began to understand the meaning. The fact 
these two women were lighting for the possession of this 
but who wtt.s the Solomon to say which should have him ’ \ 

.Yiiun. I put my oar in no man’s boat. (live me an easy j 
my dear friends, and row me gently over. 

“You had better go and dress," says Ledford sternly, lug 
at his master ; “ the first, bell lias rung this quarter of an j, 
Will you have some •! 1 !” 

Lovel starred up : he looked at the clock. “You are all to 
Hatch, f see. T hope you are going to stay some time, ain’t \ ; 
And he disappeared to array himself in his sables ami 'tar 
was thus alone with Miss 1’rior and her Voting charges, wi, 
sumed straightway their infantine gambols and quarrels. 

“ My dear I Jessy ’ " I cry, bolding out both hand-, "I 
heartily glad to 

“ No ID "a ppeleg iple de limli lloln patenie! (levant tout IV !!! 
s’il volts plait, moll olier ami, moll hmi proteeteur I sic - 
hastily, in very good French, folding her hands and maki!.. 
curtsey. 

“<>ui, oui, oiii ! Parle/vmis Franeais ! Jaime, tu nine 
• lime ! " cries out dear Master Ropham. “ What are you talk:: 
about ! Here’s the phaeton !" and the young innocent d.i> 
through the open window mi to the lawn, whither he is |’<.R.>wet 
liis sister, and where we see the carriage containing Mr. and Mt- 
Ronningtoii rolling over the smooth walk. 

I! ssy ;ii|V ances towards me, and gives me readily ctMicii 
the hand she had refused anmi. 

“ I never thought you would have refused it. Lossy,' said I- 

“ Refuse it to the liest frieml ( ever had .' " she says. I ||V '' : 
my hand. “All, dear Mr. Batchelor, what, an ungrateful "ntei 
should l>e, if f did ! ” 

“ Let me see your eyes. Why do you wear spectacles 
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ever wore them in Beak Street,” I sav. You see I was very fund 
f the child. She had wound herself around me in a thousand fond 
,ays. Owing to a certain Person’s conduct my heart may he a 
,j'ii—a Persepolis, sir—a perfect Tad41 or. But what then? May 
ot a traveller rest under its shattered columns ? May not an 
Lrnb maid repose there till the morning dawns and the caravan 
lasses on ? Yes, my heart is a Palmyra, and once a Queen in- 
abited me (O Zenobia! Zcnohia! to think thou should’st have 
leen led away captive by an OT)— !). Now, I am alone, alone 
n the solitary wilderness. Nevertheless, if a stranger comes to me 
; have a spring for his weary feet, I will give him the shelter of my 
hade. Rest thy cheek awhile, young maiden, on my marble— 
lien go thy ways and leave me. 

This I thought, or something to this effect, as, in reply to my 
remark, “ Let me see your eyes,” Bessy took off her spectacles, and 
f took them up and looked at her. Why didn’t I say to her, “ My 
Hear brave Elizabeth ! as I look in your face, I see you have had 
Ian awful deal of suffering. Your eyes are inscrutably sad. We 
[who are initiated, know the members of our Community of Sorrow. 
iWc have both been wrecked in different ships, and been cast on 
[this shore. Let us go hand-in-hand, and find a cave and a shelter 
somewhere together!” I say, why didn’t I say this to her? She 
;would have conic, I feel sure she would. We would have been 
|semi-attached as it were. We would have locked up that room in 
either heart where the skeleton was, and said nothing about it, and 
pulled down the party wall and taken our mild tea in the garden. 

1 live in Pump Court now. It would have been better than this 
dingy loneliness and a snuffy laundress who bullies me. But for 
Bessy ? Well—well, perhaps better for her too. 

I remember these thoughts rushing through my mind whilst I 
held the spectacles. What a number of other things too ! I re¬ 
member two canaries making a tremendous concert in their cage. 

I remember the voices of the two children quarrelling on the lawn, 
die sound of the carriage wheels grinding over the gravel; and then 
"J u little old familiar cracked voice in my ear, with a “La, Mr. 
Batchelor; are you here?” And a sly face looks up at me from 
under an old bonnet. 

*' II is mamma,” says Bessy. 

‘ And I’m come to tea with Elizabeth and the dear children ; 
■"id while you are at dinner, dear Mr. Batchelor, thankful—tliank- 
"1 (nr ull mercies ! And dear me ! here is Mrs. Bennington, I do 
declare ! Dear madam, how well you look—not twenty, I declare ! 

1 nd dear Mr. Bennington ! Oh, sir ! let me— let me, I must press 
Mur hand. What a sermon last Sunday! All Putney was in tears!” 
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And the little woman, flinging out her lean arms, seizes portly 
Mr. Bonuington’s fat hand, as he and kind Mrs. Bennington cuter 
at the open casement. The little woman seems inclined to do tli 6 
honours of the house. “ And won’t you go upstairs, and put fll , 
your cap ? Dear me, what a lovely ribbon! How blue dries 
become Mrs. Bennington! I always say so to Elizabeth,” S || C 
cries, peeping into a little packet which Mrs. Bonnington bears in 
her hand. After exchanging friendly words and greetings with me 
that lady retires to put the lovely cap on, followed by her little 
jackal of an aide-de-camp. The portly clergyman surveys his 
pleased person in the spacious mirror. “Your things are in your 
old room—like to go in, and brush up a bit?” whispers Bedford 
to me. I am obliged to go, you see, though, for my part, [ bad 
thought, until Bedford spoke, that the ride on the top of the 
Putney omnibus had left me without any need of brushing; having 
aired my clothes, and given my young cheek a fresh and agreeable 
bloom. 

Mv old room, as Bedford calls it, was that snug apartment 
communicating by double doors with the drawing-room, and whence 
you can walk on to the lawn out of the windows. 

“Here’s your books, here’s your writing-paper,” says Bedford, 
leading the way into the chamber. “Does sore eyes good to see 
you down here again, sir. You may smoke now. Clarence Baker 
smokes when he comes. Co and get some of that wine you like 
for dinner.” And the good fellow’s eyes beam kindness upon me 
as he nods his head, and departs to superintend the duties of his 
table. Of course you understand that this Bedford was my young 
printer’s boy of former days. What a queer fellow 1 I had not 
only been kind to him, but he was grateful. 
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CHAPTER III 

C 

IX WHICH I PLAY THE SPY 

T HE room to which Bedford conducted me I hold to be the 
very pleasantest chamber in all the mansion of Slirifblands. 
To lie on that comfortable cool bachelor’s bed there, and see 
the birds hopping about on the lawn ; to peep out of the French 
window at early morning, inhale the sweet air, mark the dewy 
bloom on the grass, listen to the little warblers performing their 
chorus, step forth in your dressing-gown and slippers, pick a straw¬ 
berry from the bed, or an apricot in its season : How one, two, 
three, just half-a-dozen puffs of a cigarette: hear the venerable 
towers of Putney toll the hour of six (three hours from breakfast, 
by consequence), and pop back into bed again with a favourite 
novel, or review, to set you off (you see I am not malicious, or I 
could easily insert here the name of some twaddler against whom I 
have a grudgekin) : to pop hack into hod again, I say, with a hook 
which) sets you off into that dear invaluable second sleep, by which 
health, spirits, appetite arc so prodigiously improved :—all these I 
hold to lie most cheerful ami harmless pleasures, ami have partaken 
of them often at Shruhlamls with a grateful heart. That heart 
may have had its griefs, but is yet susceptible of enjoyment and 
consolation. That bosom may have been lacerated, but is not 
therefore and henceforward a stranger to comfort. After a certain 
affair in Lublin—nay, very soon after, three months after—I 
recollect remarking to myself: “Well, thank my stars, 1 still have 
a relish for ’.'i t claret.” Once at Shruhlamls 1 heard steps pacing 
overhead at night, and the feeble but continued wail of an infant. 
I wakemd from my sleep, was sulky, but turned and slept again. 
Biddleeombe the barrister, I know, was the occupant of the upper 
chamlier. He. came down the next morning looking wretchedly 
yellow about the cheeks, and livid round the eyes. His teething 
infant had kept him on the march all night, and Mrs. Biddleeombe, 
i I am told, scolds him frightfully besides. He munched a shred of 
j to ast, and was off by the omnibus to chambers. I chipped a second 
Wg ; T may have tried one or two other nice little things on the 
fable (Strasbourg pate I know I never can resist, and am convinced 
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it is perfectly wholesome). I could sec my own sweet face in t|J 
mirror opposite, and my gills were as rosy as any broiled sailing| 
“ Well—well !” I thought as the barrister disappeared on the r^f 
of the coach, “he has r/ommvnd phiceus v.ror —but is she p(<u-< ■«*' 
Placet lie to walk about all night with a roaring baby? Is it 
pleasing to go to bed after a long hard day’s work, and have yuii r 
wife nagnagging you because she. has not been invited to the. Lilly 
Chaneelloress’s soiree, or what not? Suppose the (llorvina whom 
you loved so had been yours? Her eyebrows looked as if tbev 
eould scowl, her eyes as if they could Hash with anger. Romeml** 
what a slap she gave the little knife-boy for upsetting the butter, 
boat over her tabinet. Suppose porruhis an hi, a little Batchelor 
your son, who had the toothache all night in your bedroom;' 
These thoughts passed rapidly through my mind as I helped myself 
to the comfortable meal before me. “ I say, what a lot of muflim 
you’re eating!" cried innocent Master Love!. Now the marriiil, 
the wealthy, the prosperous Biddlecombe only took his wretclmj 
scrap of dry toast. “Aha!” you say, “this man is consolin: 
himself after his misfortune.” O churl 1 and do you grudge me 
consolation? “Thank you, dear Miss Prior. Another cup, ami 
plenty of cream, if you please.” Of course, Lady Baker was imt 
at table when I said, “Dear Miss Prior,” at breakfast. Before her 
Ladyship I was as mum as a mouse. Elizabeth found occasion to 
whisper to me during the day in her demure way : “ This is a very 

rare occasion. Lady P>- never allows me to breakfast alone 

with Mr. Lovel, but has taken her extra nap, I suppose, became 
you and Mr. and Mrs. Biddlecombe were here.” 

Now it may be that one of the double doors of the room whirl} 
I inhabited was occasionally open, and that Mr. Batchelor’s eyes 
and ears are uncommonly quick, and note a. number of things which 
less observant persons would never regard or discover; but out of 
this room, which I occupied for some few days, now and subse¬ 
quently, I looked forth as from a little ambush upon the proceedings 
of the house, and got a queer little insight into the history ami 
characters of the personages round about me. The two grand 
mothers of Level’s children were domineering over that easy gentle 
man, as women not grandmothers merely, but sisters, wives, 
aunts, daughters, when the chance is given them—will domineer. 
Ah! (llorvina, what a grey mare you might haw: become had you 
chosen Mr. Batchelor for your consort! (But this I only remark 
with a parenthetic sigh.) The two children had taken each the 
side of a grandmamma, and whilst Master Pop was declared by 
his maternal grandmother to be a Baker all over, and taught to 
despise sugar-baking and trade, little Cecilia was Mrs. Benningtono 
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ivouritc, repeated Watts’s hymns with fervent precocity ; declared 
I t s |, c would marry none but a clergyman ; preached infantine 
ermons to her brother and maid about worldliness ; and somewhat 
pcaried me, if the truth must, be told* by the intense self-respect 
ritU which she regarded her own virtues. The old ladies had that 
ore for each other, which one may imagine that their relative 
)ositions would engender. Over the bleeding and helpless bodies of 
Lovel and his worthy and kind stepfather, Mr. Bennington, they 

skirmished and fired shots at each other. Lady B-would give 

hints about second marriages, and second families, and so forth, 

which of course made Mrs. Bennington wince. Mrs. B - had 

tin* better of Lady Baker, in consequence of the latter’s notorious 
pecuniary irregularities. S/ie had never had recourse to her son’s 
purse, she could thank Heaven. She was not afraid of meeting 
nnv tradesman in Putney or London : she had never been ordered 
out of the house in the late Cecilia's lifetime ; shn could go to 
Boulogne and enjoy the freak air there. This was the terrific 
whip she had over Baker. Lady B-, I regret to say, in conse¬ 

quence of the failure of remittances, had been locked up in prison, 
just, at a time when she was in a state of violent quarrel with her 
late daughter, and good Mr. Bennington had helped her out of 
durance. How did I know this? Bedford, Level's factotum, told 
me: and how the old ladies were fighting like two cats. 

There was one point on which the two ladies agreed. A very 
wealthy widower, young still, good-looking, and good-tempered, we 
know can sometimes find a dear woman to console his loneliness, 
and protect his motherless children. From the neighbouring Heath, 
from Wimbledon, Koehampton, Barnes, Mortlake, Richmond, Esher, 
Walton, Windsor, nay, Reading, Bath, Exeter, and Penzance itself, 
or from any other quarter of Britain, over which your fancy may 
please to travel, families would have come ready with dear young 
girls to take charge of that man’s future happiness ; but it is a fact 
that these two dragons kept all women off from their ward. An 
unmarried woman, with decent good looks, was scarce ever allowed 
to enter Shrublands gate. If such an one appeared, Level’s two 
mothers sallied out, and crunched her hapless bones. Once or 
twice he dared to dine with his neighbours, hut the ladies led him 
such a life that the poor creature gave up the practice, and faintly 
announced his preference for home. “ My dear Batch,’’ says he, 
“what do I care for the dinners of the people round about? Has 
any one of them got a better cook or better wine than mine l 
Allien I come home from business, it is an intolerable nuisance ti 
( have to dress and go out seven or eight miles to cold eutreca, and 
j loaded claret, and sweet port. I can’t stand it, sir. 1 iruift stain. 
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it” (and lie stamps his foot in a resolute manner). “Give me,, 
easy life, a wine-merchant I can trust, and my own friends, l>v ]». 
own fireside. Shall we have some morel We can manage aiiotl*, 
bottle among us three, Mr. tBonnington 1 ” 

“ Well,” says Mr. Bennington, winking at the ruby goblet, “| 
am sure I have no objection, Frederick, to another bo-■” 

“Coffee is served, sir,” cries Bedford, entering. 

“ Well -well, perhaps wc have had enough,” says worthy 
Bennington. 

“ We have had enough ; we all drink too much,” says Lovij 
briskly. “ Come in to coffee.” 

We go to the drawing-room. Fred and I, and the two ladies, 
sit down to a rubber, whilst Miss Prior plays a. piece of Beethoven 
to a slight warbling accompaniment from Mr. Bennington's Imml- 
some nose, who lias fallen asleep over the newspaper. During out 
play, Bessy glides out of the room - - a grey shadow. Bennington 
wakens up when the tray is brought in. Lady Baker likes that 
good old custom : it was always the fashion at the Castle, and she 
takes a good glass of negus too : and so do we all ; and the con- 
versatiou is pretty merry, and Fred Level hopes I shall slcej, 
better to-night, and is very facetious about poor Biddlecombe, ami 
the way in which that eminent Q.C. is henpecked by bis wife. 

From my bachelor’s room, then, on the ground-floor ; or from 
my solitary walks in the garden, whence I could oversee many 
things in the house ; or from Bedford’s communications to mi', 
which were very friendly, curious, and unreserved ; or from my own 
observation, which I promise you can see as far into the millstones 
of life as most folk’s, I grew to find the mysteries of Shrublmxls m 
longer mysterious to me ; and, like another Diahle Iloiteu.r, hail 
the roofs of a pretty number of the Shrublands rooms taken off 
for me. 

For instance, on that very first day of my stay, whilst the 
family were attiring themselves for dinner, I chanced to find two 
secret cupboards of the house unlocked, and the contents unveiled 
to me. Pirihorn, the children’s maid, a giddy little flirting thing 
in a pink ribbon, brought some articles of the toilette into my 
worship’s apartment, and as she retired did not shut the dour 
behind her. I might have thought that pert little head had never 
been made to ache by any care ; but ah ! black care sits behind the 
horseman, as Horace remarks, and not only behind the horseman, 
but behind the footman ; and not only on the footman, but on the 
buxom shoulders of the lady’s-maid. So with Pinhorn. You surely 
have remarked respecting domestic servants that they address yon 
in a tone utterly affected and unnatural—adopting when they arc 
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3 , (ml »st each other, voices and gestures entirely different from those 
hioli their employers see and hear. Now, this little Pinhorn, in 
or occasional intercourse with your humble servant, had a brisk, 
nick, fluttering toss of the head, and*a frisky manner, no doubt 
ajiahle of charming some persons. As for me, ancillary allurements 
aV c, I own, had but small temptations. If Venus brought me a 
Llroom candle and a jug of hot water, I should give her sixpence, 
[ n ,l no more. Having, you see, given my all to one worn—Pslia ! 
[ eV er mind that old story.—Well, I daresay this little creature 
[nay have been a flirt, but I took no more notice of her than if 
jhc had been a coal-scuttle. 

Mow, suppose she was a flirt. Suppose, under a mask of levity, 
she hid a profound sorrow. Do you suppose she was the first 
woman who ever has done so 1 I)o you suppose because sin 1 bad 
fifteen pounds a. year, her tea, sugar, and beer, and told fibs to her 
masters and mistresses, she had not a heart 1 She went out of the 
room, absolutely coaxing and leering at me as she departed, with a 
great counterpane over her arm ; but in the next apartment I heard 
her voice quite changed, and another changed voice too—though not 
so much altered—interrogating her. My friend Dick Bedford’s 
voice, in addressing those whom Fortune had pleased to make his 
superiors, was gruff and brief. He seemed to be anxious to deliver 
himself of his speech to you as quickly as possible : and his tone 
always seemed to hint, “There—there is my message, and I have 
delivered it; but you know perfectly well that I am as good as 
you.” And so he was, and so I always admitted: so even the 
trembling, believing, flustering, suspicious Lady Baker herself ad¬ 
mitted, when she came into communication with this man. I have 
thought of this little Dick as of Swift at Sheen hard bv, with Sir 
Will iam Temple ; or Spartacus when lie was as yet the servant of 
the fortunate Roman gentleman who owned him. Now if Dick was 
intelligent, obedient, useful, only not rebellious with his superiors, 
I should fancy that amongst his equals he was by no means pleasant 
company, and that most of them hated him for his arrogance, his 
honesty, and his scorn of them all. 

But women do not always hate a man for scorning and despising 
tlicm. Women do not revolt at the rudeness and arrogance of us 
their natural superiors. Women, if properly trained, come down to 
lieel at the master’s bidding, and lick the hand that lias been often 
raised to hit them. I do not say that brave little Dick Bedford 
ever raised an actual hand to this poor serving-girl, but his tongue 
"'hipped her, his behaviour trampled on her, and she cried, and 
came to him whenever he lifted a finger. Pslia! Don’t tell 
Me. If y ou want a quiet, contented, orderly home, and things 
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comfortable about you, that is the way you must manage yoij r 
women. 

Well, Bedford happens to be in the next room. It is the 
morning-room at Slmibhindft. You enter the dining-room from it, 
and they are in the habit of laying out flic dessert there, hefot ( 
taking it in for dinner. Bedford is laying out his dessert as Billiton, 
enters from my chamber, awl he begins upon her with a sarcastic 
sort of grunt, and a “Ho! suppose you’ve been making up to j; 
have you 1 ” 

“Oh, Mr. Bedford, you know very well who it is I cares for!” 
she says, with a sigh. 

“ Bother ! ” Mr. B. remarks. 

“ Well, Richard, then ! ” (here she weeps). 

“Leave go my ’and!—leave go my a-hand, I say!” (What 
could she have been doing to cause this exclamation ?) 

“Oh, Richard, it’s not your ’and I want—it’s your ah-alisirt, 
Richard ! ” 

“ Mary Pinhorn,” exclaims the other, “ what’s the use of going 
on with this game? You know we couldn’t be a-happy together - 
you know your ideers ain’t no good, Mary. It ain’t your fault. I 
don’t blame you for it, my dear. Some people are bom clever, some 
are born tall : I ain’t tall.” 

“ Oh, you’re tall enough for me, Richard ! ” 

Here Richard again found occasion to cry out : “Don’t, I say 
Suppose Baker was to come in and find you squeezing of my ham! 
in this way ? I say, some people are born with big brains, Mis 
Pinhorn, and some with big figures. Look at that ass, Bulkeky. 
Lady B.’s man ! He is as big as a Lifeguard,small, and he has n<> 
more education, nor no more ideas, than the beef he feeds on.” 

“ La ! Richard, whathever do you mean ? ” 

“Pooh! H ow should yon know what I mean? Lay them 
books straight. Put the volumes together, stupid ! and the papers, 
and get the table ready for nursery tea, and don’t go on then' 
mopping your eyes, and making a fool of yourself, Mary Pinhorn ! 

“Oh, your heart is a stone -a stone -a stone !” cries Mary, in 
a burst of tears. “ And I wish it was hung round my neck, ami 
I was at the bottom of the well, and—there’s the hupstairs bell! 
with which signal I suppose Mary disappeared, for I only heard a 
sort of grunt from Mr. Bedford; then the clatter of a dish or two, 
the wheeling of chairs and furniture, and then came a brief silence, 
which lasted until the entry of Dick’s subordinate, Buttons, who laid 
the table for the children’s and Miss Prior’s tea. 

So here was an old story told over again. Hero was love un¬ 
requited, and a little piissioiiate heart wounded and unhappy. M)' 
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oor jjttle Mary ! A.s I am a sinner, I will give thee a crown when 
r ( away, and not a couple of shillings, as mv wont has been. 
Five shillings will not console thee much, hut they will console thee 
. little. Thou wilt not imagine that I bribe thee with any privy 
■hoii'dit of evil! Away!’ “ Ich habe genossen das irdische Gluck 
_.ieh liabe—geliebt! ” 

At this juncture, I supj)ose Mrs. Prior must have entered the 
ipartincnt, for though I could not hear her noiseless step, her little 
-racked voice came pretty clearly to me with a “ Good afternoon, 
Mr. Bedford ! Oh, dear me ! what a many—many years we have 
i)eeu acquainted ! To think of the pretty little printer’s boy who 
11SC ,1 to conic to Mr. Batchelor, and see you grown such a fine 
man ! ” 

Bedford. How ? I’m only five foot four. 

Mrs. Prior. But such a fine figure, Bedford ! You are—now 
indeed you are ! Well, you are strong and I am weak. You are 
well, and I am weary and faint. 

Bedford. The tea’s a-eoming directly, Mrs. Prior. 

Mrs. Prior. Could you give me a glass of water first—and 
perhaps a little sherry in it, please. Oh, thank you. How good ' 
it is ! How it revives a poor old wretch ! — and your cough, 
Bedford ? How is your cough 1 I have brought you some lozenges 
for it—some of Sir Henry Halford’s own prescribing for my dear 
husband, and—-— 

Bedford (abruptly). I must go—never mind the cough now, 
Mrs. P. 

Mrs. Prior. What’s- here? almonds and raisins, macaroons, 
preserved apricots, biscuits for dessert—and—la bless the man ! 
how you sta— nrtlcd me ! 

Bedford. Don’t ! Mrs. Prior: I beg and implore of you, keep 
your ’amis out of the dessert. I can’t stand it. I must tell the 
g< vernor if this game goes on. 

Mrs. Prior. Ah ! Mr. Bedford, it is for my poor—poor child 
at home ; the doctor recommended licr apricots. Ay, indeed, dear 
Bedford : lie did, for her poor chest! 

Bedford. And I’m blest if you haven’t been at the sherry- 
bottle again ! Oh, Mrs. P., you drive me wild—you do. I can’t 
sic hovel put upon in this way. You know it’s only last week I 
whopped the boy for stealing the sherry, and ’twas you done it. 

Mrs. ]‘rio)' ( passionateIt/). For a sick child, Bedford. What 
won’t a mother do for her sick child ? 

Bedford. Your children's always sick. You’re always taking 
things for ’em. I tell you, by tlie laws, I won’t and mustn’t stand 
it, Mrs. P. 
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Mrs. Prior ( with much spirit). Go aiul tell your master, Bed 11^ 
Go and tell tales ot' me, sir. Go and have me dismissed out ol'tij 
house. Go and have my daughter dismissed out of this house. ; lls 
her poor mother brought to disgrace. 

Hedfonl. Mrs. Prior -Mrs. Prior! you have been u-takingtl, 
sherry. A glass I don’t mind : but you’ve been a bringing tin 
bottle again. 

Mrs. Prior (ir/iim/xriii'/). It’s for Charlotte, Bedford! my p,, 
delicate angel of a Shatty ! she’s ordered it, indeed she is ! 

Hcd/ord. Confound your Shatt-v ! I can’t stand it, I mustn't 
and won’t, Mrs. P. .' 

Here a noise and clatter of other persons arriving interrupt.: 
the conversation between Level’s major-domo and the mother „ 
the children's governess, and I presently heard Master Bolt’s v. l, 
saying, “You’re going to tea with us, Mrs. Priori” 

Mrs. Prior. Your kind dear grandmammas have asked me, ili. a] 
Master Popham. 

/‘op. But you’d like to go to dinner best, wouldn't you' 1 
daresav you have doosid bad dinners at your house. Haven't 
Mrs. Prior ! 

Ciss;/. Don’t say doosid. It's a naughty word, Popham! 

/‘op. I mill say doosid. 1 >oo-oo-oosid ! There ! And 1 !! siy 
worse words too, if I please, and you hold pour tongue. \\ Inf- 
there for tea ! jam for tea! strawberries for tea! muflins for to. 
That's it : strawberries and mullins for tea. And we'll go iu to 
dessert besides : that's prime. I say. Miss Prior! 

Miss /‘nor. What do you say, Popham ! 

Pop. Shouldn't you like to go iu to dessert ! there's lets '! 
good things there, and have wine! Only when grandmamma 
tells her story about -about my grandfather and King George tin' 
what-d'ye-eall-’im ! King George the Fourth- 

('is. Ascended the throne, 1< S “0; died at Windsor, 1 S.'iO. 

Pop. Bother Windsor ! Well, when she tells that story, 1 can 
tell you that ain’t very good fun. 

('is. And it's rude of you to speak in that way of your gratnl- 
mamma, Pop ! 

Pop. And you’ll hold pour tongue, miss ! And I shall sprat 
as I like. And I'm a man, and 1 don't want any of your stall ami 
nonsense. I say, Mary, give us the marmalade ! 

('is. You have had plenty to eat, and boys oughtn’t to Live 
so much. 

Pop. Boys may have what they like. Boys ean eat t"irr 
much as women. There, I don't want any more. Anybody maj 
have the rest. 
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Mrs. Prior. Wliat nice marmalade ! I know some children, 
,y dears, who—— 

Miss Prior ( imploriiti/l>/). Mamma, I beseech you- 

Mrs. Prior. I know three dear children who very—very seldom 
iaVC nice marmalade and delicious cake. 

Pop. I know whom you mean : you mean Augustus, and 
Frederick, and Fanny—your children ? Well, they shall have 
narmalado and cake. 

Cis. Oh yes, I will give them all mine. 

Pop. (who speaks, l think, as if his month was full). I won’t 
jive ’em mine: but they can have another pot, you know. You 
iave always got a basket with you; you know you have, Mrs. 
Prior. You had it the day you took the cold fowl. 

; Mrs. Prior. For the poor blind black man ! Oh, how thank¬ 
ful he was to his dear young benefactors' He is a man and a 
brother, and to help him was most kind of you, dear Master 
Popham ! 

Pop. That black beggar my brother ! He ain't my brother. 

Mrs. Pnor. Xo, dears, you have both the most lovely com¬ 
plexions in the world. 

1’oji. llother complexions ! I say, Mary, another pot of 
marmalade. 

! Mori/. I (fon t know, Master Pop- 

Pop. I will have it, I sav. If von don't I'll smash everything, 
I will. 

Cis. Oh, you naughty rude boy ! 

Pojk Hold your tongue, stupid ! I will have it. I say. 

Mrs. Prior. Ido humour him, Mary, please. Ami I’m sure my 
dear children at home will lie better for it. 

Pop. There’s your basket. Xow put this cake in. and this 
l»it of butter, and this sugar on the top of the butter. Hurray! 
hurray! Oh, wliat jolly tun! llcres some cake- no. I think I'll 
keep that : and, Mrs. Prior, tell tins, and Fanny, and Fred I sent 
it to ’em. and they shall never want for anything as long as 
1'rederick Popham Baker Lovel, Esquire, can give it them. Hid 
Wits like my grey greatcoat that I didn't want ! 

Miss /’nor. You did not give him your new greatcoat ! 

1’"P. Tt, was beastly ugly, and I did give it him : and I'll give 
mn this it 1 choose. And don't you speak to me ; I’m going to 
school, and T ain't going to have no governesses soon. 

Prior. Ah, dear child ! what a nice coat it is : and how 
well niy boy looks in it! 

Prior. Mother, mother ! T implore you—mother- 

pi’ ‘’’‘tors. So the children at high tea ! How d’ye do, 
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Mrs. Prior 1 I think we shall be able to manage that little ins 
for your second boy, Mrs. Prior. 

Mrs. Prior. Heaven bless you, — bless you, my dear \ 
benefactor! Don’t prevent me, Elizabeth : I in ust kiss his In 
There ! 

And here the second bell rings, and I enter the morning-m 
and can see Mrs. Prior’s great basket popped cunningly under t 
table-cloth. Her basket? -her porte-mantenu, her porte-boutc) 
her jxn'te-cfdteciUy her iiorte.-pantalon , her porte-hutm in geiio^ 
Thus I could see that every day Mrs. Prior visited Shrublands 
gleaned greedily of the harvest. Well, Bouz was rich, and ill 
ruthless Ruth was hungry and poor. 

At the welcome summons of the second bell, Mr. and 
Bonnington also made their appearance; the latter in the newe 
which Mrs. Prior had admired, and which she saluted with a m»b 
smiling recognition : “ Dear madam, it is lovely—-I told you it \v;i>, 
whispers Mrs. P., and the wearer of the blue ribbons turned !► 
bonny good-natured face towards the looking-glass, and I hope sai 
no reason to doubt Mrs. Prior’s sincerity. As for Bennington, i 
could perceive that he had been taking a little nap before dinner,- 
a practice by which the appetite is improved, I think, and tw 
intellect prepared for the bland prandial conversation. 1 

“Have the children been quite good?” asks' papa of tliij 
governess. 

“ There are worse children, sir,” says Miss Prior meekly. 

“ Make haste and have your dinner; we arc coming in to 
dessert! ” cries Pop. 

“ You would not have us go to dine without your grandmother! 
papa asks. Dine without Lady Baker, indeed ! I should have 
liked to see him go to dinner without Lady Baker. 

Pending her Ladyship’s arrival, papa and Mr. Bonnington walk 
to the open window, and gaze on the lawn and the towers of Putney 
rising over the wall. 

“ Ah, my good Mrs. Prior,” cries Mrs. Bonnington, “ those grand¬ 
children of mine are sadly spoiled.” 

“ Not by you, dear madam,” says Mrs. Prior, with a look of 
commiseration. “Your dear children at home are, I am smv, 
perfect models of goodness. Is Master Edward well, ma’am ? and 
Master Robert, and Master Richard, and dear funny little Master 
William? Ah, what blessings those children arc to you! It 3 
certain wilful little nephew of theirs took after them ! ” 

“ The little naughty wretch ! ” cried Mrs. Bonnington ; “ do you 
know, Prior, my grandson Frederick (I don’t know why they call 
him Popham in this house, or why he should be ashamed of to 
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ict’s name)—do you know that Popham spilt the ink over my 
r husband’s bands, which he keeps in Ilia great dictionary, and 
rht with my Richard, who is three years older than Popham, 
’actually beat his own uncle ! ” • 

“ Gracious goodness ! ” I cried; “ you don’t mean to say, 

am that Pop has been laying violent hands upon his venerable 
tive 1 ” I feel ever so gentle a pull at my coat. Was it Miss 
or who warned me not to indulge in the sarcastic method with 
d Mrs. Bonnington ? 

“ I don’t know why you call my poor child a venerable relative,” 
s. B. remarks. “ I know that Popham was very rude to him : 

I then Robert came to his brother, and that graceless little 
pham took a stick, and my husband came out, and do you know 
pham Lovel actually kicked Mr. Bonnington on the shins, and 
ted him like a little naughty ram ; and if you think such cou¬ 
nt is a subject for ridicule—I don’t, Mr. Batchelor.” 

“ My dear—dear lady ! ” I cried, seizing her hand ; for she was 
ingto cry, and in woman’s eye the unanswerable tear always raises 
deuce of a commotion in my mind. “ I would not for the world 
,y a word that should willingly vex you ; and as for Popham, I 
ve you my honour, I think nothing would do that child so much 
>od as a good whipping.” 

“He is spoiled, madam; we know by whom” says Mrs. Prior. 
Bear Lady Baker ! how that red does become your Ladyship ! ” 
i fact, Lady B. sailed in at this juncture, arrayed in ribbons of 
caiict; with many brooches, bangles, and other gimcracks ornament- 
ug her plenteous person. And now her Ladyship having arrived, 
Bedford announced that dinner was served, and Lovel gave his 
nother-in-law an arm, whilst I offered mine to Mrs. Bonnington to 
ead her to the adjoining dining-room. And the placable kind soul 
speedily made peace with me. And we ate and drank of Level’s 
best. And Lady Baker told us her celebrated anecdote of George 
the Fourth’s compliment to her late dear husband, Sir Popham, when 
his Majesty visited Ireland. Mrs. Prior and her basket were gone 
■when we repaired to the drawing-room : having boon hunting all 
day, the hungry mother had returned with her prey to her wide- 
mouthed birdikins. Elizabeth looked very pale and handsome, 
reading at her lamp. And whist and the little tray finished the 
second day at Shrublands. 

I paced tiie moonlit walk alone when the family had gone to 
I rest; and smoked my cigar under the trampiil stars. I had been 
some thirty hours in the house, and what a queer little drama was 
unfolding itself before me ! What struggles and passions were 
going on hero—what certaniina and mot us animorum l Here was 
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Lovel, this willing horse ; and wlmt a crowd of relations, what a 
heap of luggage had the honest fellow to carry ! How that little 
Mrs. Prior was working, and scheming, and tacking, and flatter, 
ing, and fawning, and plundering, to ho sure ! And that screi® 
Elizabeth, with what consummate skill, art, and prudence had .she 
to act, to keep her place with two such rivals reigning over her' 
And Elizabeth not only kept her place, but she actually was lik u | 
by those two women! Why, Elizabeth Prior, my wonder aid 
respect for thee increase with every hour during which I con. 
template thy character! How is it that you live with those 
lionesses, and are not torn to pieces ? What sops of flattery <lo 
you cast to them to appease them? Perhaps I do not think mv 
Elizabeth brings up her two children very well, and, indeed, have 
seldom become acquainted with young people more odious, hut 
is the fault hers, or is it Fortune’s spite? How, with these two 
grandmothers spoiling the children alternately, can the governess 
do better than she docs? How has she managed to lull their 
natural jealousy ? I will work out that intricate problem, that 
I will, ere many days an over. And there are other mysteries 
which I perceive. There is poor Mary breaking her heart for the 
butler. That butler, why does he connive at the rogueries of .Mrs. 
Prior? Ha ! herein lies a mystery too ; and I vow I will penetrate 
it ere long. So saying, I fling away the butt-end of the fragrant 
companion of my solitude, and enter into my room by the open 
French window just as Bedford walks in at the door. I had heard 
the voice of that worthy domestic warbling a grave melody from 
his pantry window as I paced the lawn. When the family goes 
to rest, Bedford passes a couple of hours in study in his pantry, 
perusing the newspapers and the new works, and forming his 
opinion on books and politics. Indeed, I have reason to believe 
that the letters in tilts Putne>/ llendd and Mortlake Monitor, 
signed “A Voice from the Basement,” were Mr Bedford's com¬ 
position. 

“ Come to see all safe for the night, sir, and the windows closed 
before you turn in,” Mr. Dick remarks. “ Best not leave ’em open 
even if you arc asleep inside—catch cold - many had people about. 
Reinember Bromley murder !—Enter at French windows—you cry 
out -cut your throat—and there’s a fine paragraph for papers next 
morning ! ” 

“ What a good voice you have, Bedford ! ” I say; “ I l iean * 
you warbling just now -a famous bass, on my word ! ” 

“Always fond of music—sing when I’m cleaning my plate— 
learned in old Beak Street. She used to teach me,” and lie points 
towards the upper floors. 
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“ What a little chap you were then !—when you came for my 
woo f s for the Museum,” I remark. 

“ I ain’t a very big one now, sir ; but it ain’t the big ones that 
lo the best work,” remarks the butler.. 

«I remember Miss Prior saying that you were as old as 
she was.'’ 

“Hm! and I scarce came up to her - eh—elbow.” (Bedford 
jjjul constantly to do battle with the aspirates. He conquered 
them, but you could see there was a struggle.) 

“ And it was Miss Prior taught you to singI say, looking 
him full in the face. 

He dropped his eyes—he could not bear my scrutiny. I knew 
the whole story now. 

“When Mrs. Lovel died at Naples, Miss Prior brought home 
the children, and you acted as courier to the. whole party?” 

“Yes, sir,” says Bedford. “We had the carriage, and of course 
poor Mrs. L. was sent home by sea, and I brought home the young 
ones, andir-and the rest of the family. I could say, Avanti ! 
avnnti ! to the, Italian postillions, and ask for des chevaux when we 
crossed the Ilalps the Alps,—T beg your pardon, sir.” 

“And you used to see the party to their rooms at the inns, and 
call them up in the morning, and you had a blunderbuss in the 
nimble to shoot the robbers !” 

“ Yes,” says Bedford. 

“And it was a pleasant time ?” 

“Yes,” says Bedford, groaning and hanging down his miserable 
head. “Oh yes, it was a pleasant time.” 

He turned away ; he stamped his foot; he gave a sort of impre¬ 
cation ; he pretended to look at some hooks, and dust them with 
a napkin which lie carried. I saw the matter at once. “ Poor 
Dick ! ” says I. 

“It’s the old - old story,” says Hick. “It's you and the 
Ilirish girl over again, sir. I’m only a servant, I know ; lmt I’m 
a-■ Confound it!” And here he stuck his lists into his eyes. 

“And this is the reason you allow old Mrs. Prior to steal the 
sherry and the sugar?” 1 ask. 

“How do you know that ? you remember how she prigged in 
beak Street?” asks Bedford fiercely. 

“ I overheard you and her just before dinner,” I said. 

“You lmd better go and tell Lovel—have me turned out of the 
house. That’s the best tiling that can be done,” cries Bedford 
again fiercely, stamping bis feet. 

“ It is always my custom to do as much mischief as I possibly 
can, Dick Bedford,” I say, with fine irony. 
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He seizes my hand. “ No, you’re a trump—everybody knows 
that; heg pardon, sir; but you see I’m so—so—dash !—miserable 
that I hardly know whether I’m walking on my head or my heels." 

“You haven’t succeeded in touching her heart, then, my poor 
Dick ? ” I said. 

Dick shook his head. “ She has no heart,” he said. “ If she 
ever had any, that fellar in India took it away with him. She 
don’t care for anybody alive. She likes me as well as any one. J 
think she appreciates me, you see, sir; she can’t ’elp it—I’m blest 
if she can. She knows I am a better man than most of the <diaps 
that come down here,—I am, if I wasn’t a servant. If I were 
only an apothecary—like that grinning jackass who comes here from 
Barnes in his gig, and wants to marry her—she’d have me. She 
keeps him on, and encourages him—she can do that cleverly enough. 
And the old dragon fancies she is fond of him. Psha ! Why mu 
I making a fool of myself?—I am only a servant. Mary’s good 
enough for me; she’ll have me fast enough. I beg your pardon, 
sir ; I am making a fool of myself; I ain’t the first, sir. Good 
night, sir; hope you’ll sleep well.” And Dick departs to his pantry 
and his private cares, and I think, “ Here is another victim who is 
writhing under the merciless arrows of the universal torturer.” 

“ He is a very singular person,” Miss Prior remarked to me, as, 
next day, I happened to be walking on Putney Heath by her side, 
while her young charges trotted on and quarrelled in the distance. 
“ I wonder where the world will stop next, dear Mr. Batchelor, and 
how far the march of intellect will proceed ! Any one so free, and 
easy, and cool, as this Mi'. Bedford, I never saw. When wc were 
abroad with poor Mrs. Lovel, he picked up French and Italian in 
quite a surprising way. He takes books down from the library 
now : the most abstruse works—works that 1 couldn’t pretend to 
read, I’m sure. Mr. Bounin,gton says he has taught himself history, 
and Horace in Latin, and algebra, and I don’t know what besides. 
He talked to the servants and tradespeople at Naples much better 
than / could, I assure you.” And Elizabeth tosses up her head 
heavenwards, as if she would ask of yonder skies how such a lmui 
could possibly be as good as herself. 

She stepped along the Heath —slim, stately, healthy, tall—ber 
firm neat foot treading swiftly over the grass. She wore her blue 
spectacles, hut I think she could have looked at the sun without 
the glasses and without wincing. That sun was playing with her 
tawny wavy ringlets, and scattering gold-dust over them. 

“ It is wonderful,” said I, admiring her, “ how these people 
give themselves airs, and try to imitate their betters ! ” 

“ Most extraordinary ! ” says Bessy. She had not one particle 
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5 f humour in all her composition. I think l)ick Bedford was 
•j.rht, ■ and she had no heart. Well, she had famous lungs, health, 
tppetite, and with these one may get through life not uncomfortably. 

« You and Saint Cecilia got on pretty well, Bessy 1 ” 1 ask. 

“ Saint who 1 ” 

“ The late Mrs. L.” 

“ Oh, Mrs. Level:—yes. What an odd person you are ! I did 
not understand whom you meant,” says Elizabeth the downright. 

“ Not a good temper, I should think ! She and Fred fought 1 ” 

“ He never fought.” 

“ I think a little bird has told me that she was not averse to 
the admiration of our sex 1 ” 

“ I don’t speak ill of my friends, Mr. Batchelor,” replies 
Elizabeth the prudent. 

“You must have difficult work with the two old ladies at 
Shrublands 1 ” 

Bessy shrugs her shoulders. “ A little management is necessary 
in all families,” she says. “ The ladies are naturally a little jealous 
one of the other ; but they are both of them not unkind to me in 
the main ; and I have to hear no more than other women in my 
situation. It was not all pleasure at St. Boniface, Mr. Batchelor, 
with my uncle and aunt. I suppose all governesses have their 
difficulties ! and I must get over mine as best I can, and he thank¬ 
ful for the liberal salary which your kindness procured for me, and 
which enables me to help my poor mother and my brothers and 
sisters.” 

“ I suppose you give all your money to her 1 ” 

“ Nearly all. They must have it ; poor mamma has so many 
mouths to feed.” 

“ And notre petit coeur, Bessy 1 ” I ask, looking in her fresh 
lace. “ Ha ve we replaced the Indian officer ? ” 

Another shrug of tire shoulders. “ I suppose we all get over 
those follies, Mr. Batchelor. I remember somebody else was in a 
sa, i way too,”—and she looks askance at the victim of Glorvina. 
“ My folly is dead and buried long ago. I have to work so hard 
tur mamma, and my brothers and sisters, that I have no time for 
such nonsense.” 

Hero a gentleman in a natty gig, with a high-trotting horse, 
«>mo spanking towards us over the common, and with my profound 
knowledge of human nature, I saw at once that the servant by the 
driver’s side was a little doctor’s hoy, and the gentleman himself 
was a neat and trim general practitioner. 

He stared at me grimly, as he made a bow to Miss Bessy. I 
saw jealousy and suspicion in his aspect. 
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“ Thank you, dear Mr. Drencher,” says Bessy, “for your him], 
ness to mamma and our children. You arc going to call at fcjlirnl, 
lands? Lady Baker was indisposed this morning. She says wh, 
she can’t have Doctor Pipcf, there’s nobody like you.” And this 
artful one smiles blandly on Mr. Drencher. 

“ I have got the workhouse, and a case at Eoehainpton, ^ 
I shall be at Shrublands about two. Miss Prior,” says that ynujt 
Doctor, whom Bedford had called a grinning jackass. He laid at 
eager emphasis on the two. Go to! I know what two and two 
mean as well as most people, Mr. Drencher! Glances of rage lit 
shot at me from out his gig. The serpents of that miseralilt 
yEseulapius unwound themselves from his rod, and were gnawiig 
at his swollen heart! 

“He has a good practice, Mr. Drencher?” 1 ask, sly rogue 
as I am. 

“ He is very good to mamma and our children. His practice 
with them does not profit him much,” says Bessy. 

“And I suppose our walk will be over before two o’clock!” 
remarks that slyboots who is walking with Miss Prior. 

“I hope so. Why, it is our dinner-time ; and this walk on the 
Heath does make one so hungry ! ” cries the governess. 

“Bessy Prior,” I said, “it is my belief that you no more want 
spectacles than a cat in the twilight.” To which she replied, that 
I was such a strange odd man, she really could not understand me. 

We were back at Shrublands at two. Of course we must not 
keep the children’s dinner waiting: and of course Mr. Drencher 
drove up at live minutes past two, with his gig-horse all in a lather. 
I, who knew the secrets of the house, was amused to see the furious 
glances which Bedford darted from the sideboard, or as he serve! 
the Doctor with cutlets. Drencher, for his part, scowled at me. 
I, for my part, was easy, witty, pleasant, and I trust profoundly 
wicked and malicious. I bragged about my aristocratic friends to 
Lady Baker. I trumped her old-world stories about George the 
Fourth at Dublin with the latest dandified intelligence I had lea mist 
at the Club. That the young Doctor should be dazzled and dis¬ 
gusted was, I own, my wish ; and I enjoyed his rage as I saw him 
choking with jealousy over his victuals. 

But why was Lady Baker sulky with me? How came it, my 
fashionable stories bad no effect upon that polite matron? Yester¬ 
day at dinner she had been gracious enough : and turning her Lack 
upon those poor simple Bonningtons, who knew nothing of the bain 
monde at all, had condescended to address herself specially to me 
several times with an “I need not tell you, Mr. Batchelor, tint the 
Duchess of Dorsetshire’s maiden name was De Bobus;” or, “I° u 
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low very well that the etiquette at the Lord L i 1 1 u 11 ' ] ] 11111 .' s balls, at 
u ),]in Castle, is for the wives of baronets to ”—&c. &c. 

Now whence, I say, did it arise that Lady Eaker, who had been 
!i 1 1 and familiar with me on Sunday,*should on Monday turn me 
shoulder as cold as that lamb which I offered to carve for the 
nnily, and which remained from yesterday’s quarter? I had 
lought of staying but two days at Shrublands. I generally am 
orcii at country-houses. I was going away on the Monday nioni* 
lg, but Lovcl, when he and I and the children and Miss Prior 
reakfasted together before he went to business, pressed me to stay 

i heartily and sincerely that I agreed, gladly enough, to remain, 
could finish a scene or two of my tragedy at my leisure; besides, 
ere were one or two little comedies going on in the house which 
spired me with no little curiosity. 

Lady Baker growled at me, then, during lunch-time. She 
dressed herself in whispers and hints to Mr. Drencher. She had 
her own man, Bulkeley, and bullied him. She desired to know 
letlier she was to have the barouche or not; and when informed 
;it it was at her Ladyship’s service, said it was a great deal too 
cold for the open carriage, and that she would have the brougham. 
\\ lien she was told that Mr. and Mrs. Bennington had impounded 
the brougham, she said she had no idea of people taking other 
people’s carriages : and when Mr. Bedford remarked that her Lady¬ 
ship had her choice that morning, and had chosen the barouche, she 
said, “I didn’t speak to you, sir; and I will thank you not to 
address me until you are spoken to ! ” She made the place so hot 
[that I began to wish I had quitted it. 

! “And pray, Miss Prior, where is Captain Baker to sleep,” she 
asked, “now that the ground-floor room is engaged?” 

Miss Prior meekly said, “Captain Baker would have the pink 
room.” 


“ The room on my landing-place, without double doors ? Im¬ 
possible! Clarence is always smoking. Clarence will fill the whole 
louse with his smoke. He shall not sleep in the pink room. I expected 
•o ground-floor room for him, winch—a—this gentleman persists in 
And the dear creature looked me full in the face. 

this gentleman smokes, too, and is so comfortable where lie is, 
iat he proposes to remain there,” I say with a bland smile. 

Haspic. of plovers’ eggs, sir,” says Bedford, banding a dish 
o'n back. And he actually gave me a little dig, and growled, 
Lo it—give it her ! ” 

There is a capital inn on the Heath,” I continue, peeling one 
11 my opal favourites. “If Captain Baker must smoke, lie may 
cave a room there.” 
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“Sir! my son does not live at inns,” cries Lady Baker. 

“Oh, grandma! don’t lie, though! And wasn’t there a ll)(l 
at the ‘ Star and Garter ’; and didn’t pa pay Uncle Clarence’s 1| 
there, though I ” ■- 

“ Silence, Popham! Little boys should be seen and not heard' 
says Cissy. “ Shouldn’t little boys be seen and not heard, 
Prior ? ” 

“ They shouldn’t insult their grandmothers. 0 my Cecilia-, 
my Cecilia! ” cries Lady Baker, lifting her hand. 

“ You shan’t hit me! I say you shan’t hit me! ” roars P 0 | 
starting back, and beginning to square at his enraged ancosti^ 
The scene was growing painful. And there was that rascal of j 
Bedford choking with suppressed laughter at the sideboard. ]Ju|. 
keley, her Ladyship’s man, stood calm as fate; but young Bnttmi 
burst out in a guffaw; on which, I assure you, Lady Baker lookeil 
as savage as Lady Macbeth. 

“Am I to be insulted by my daughter’s servants!” cries Lady 
Baker. “ I will leave the house this instant.” 

“At what hour will your Ladyship have the barouche ?" sap 
Bedford, with perfect gravity. 

If Mr. Drencher had whipped out a lancet and bled Lady 
B— ~ on the spot, he would have done her good. I shall draw 
the curtain over this sad—this humiliating scene. Drop, littlt 
curtain! on this absurd little act. 
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C H A P T E R IV 

A BLACK SHEEP 


r llE being for whom my friend Dick Bedford seemed to have 
a special contempt and aversion, was Mr. Bnlkeley, the tall 
footman in attendance upon Level's dear mother-in-law. 
■lie of the causes of Bedford’s wrath, the worthy fellow explained 
) me. In the, servants’ hall, Bnlkeley was in the habit of speaking 
i disrespectful and satirical terms of his mistress, enlarging upon 
er many foibles, and describing her pecuniary difficulties to the 
lauy habitue's of that second social circle at Shrublands. The 
old which Mr. Bnlkeley had over his lady lay in a long unsettled 
cconnt of wages, which her Ladyship was quite disinclined to dis¬ 
burse. And, in spite of this insolvency, the footman must have 
mnd his profit in the place, for he continued to hold it from year 
) year, and to fatten on his earnings, such as they were. My 
ally's dignity did not allow her to travel without this huge 
ersonage in her train ; and a great comfort it must have been to 
er, to reflect that in all the country-houses which she visited (and 
ho would go wherever she could force an invitation), her attendant 
reely explained himself regarding her peculiarities, and made his 
rother servants aware of his mistress's embarrassed condition. And 


et the. woman, whom I suppose no soul alive respected (unless, 
aply, she herself had a hankering delusion that she was a respeet- 
blo, woman), thought that her position in life forbade her to move 
broad without a maid, and this hulking encumbrance in plush ; 
ml never was seen anywhere, in watering-place, country-house, 
»tol, unless she was so attended. 


Between Bedford and Bnlkeley, then, there was feud and 
nitual hatred. Bedford chafed the big man by constant sneers 
•ri sarcasms, which penetrated the other's dull hide, and caused 
hn frequently to assert that he would punch Dick’s ugly head off. 
be housekeeper had frequently to interpose, and fling her matronly 
,ms Between these men of war; and perhaps Bedford was forced to 
ll! s tiH at times, for Bnlkeley was nine inches taller than himself, 
ed was perpetually bragging of his skill and feats as a bruiser, 
bis sultan may also have wished to lling his pocket-handkerchief 
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to Miss Mary Piuhorn, who, though she loved Bedford’s wit 
cleverness, might also he not insensible to the magnificent c| 
calves, whiskers, of Mr. Bulkeley. On this delicate subject, I 
ever, I can’t speak. The men hutcil each other. You have, 
doubt, remarked in your experience of life, that when men do j 
each other, about a woman, or some other cause, the real reaso; 
never assigned. You say, “ The conduct of such and such a in;u 
bis grandmother—-bis behav iour in selling that horse to Ben,so 
his manner of brushing his hair down the middle”—-or what 
will, “ makes him so offensive to me that I can’t endure him.” j 
verses, therefore, are mediocre ; his speeches in Parliament are m 
failures ; his practice at the bar is dwindling every year ; his pow 
(always small) are utterly leaving him, and he is repeating his. 
founded jokes until they quite nauseate. Why, only about mv. 
and within these three days, I read it nice little article—written 
sorrow, you know, not in anger—by our eminent eonfn're Wi-.- 
deploring the decay of, Ac. Ac. And Wiggins’s little article wiii 
was not found suitable for a certain Magazine 1 —A/hm* dour I 
drunkard says the pickled salmon gave him the headache ; thru 
who hates us gives a reason, but not the reason. Bedford « 
angry with Bulkeley for abusing his mistress at the servants’ tall 
Yes. But for what else besides! I don’t care nor possibly d. 
your worship, the exalted reader, for these low vulgar kiteli 
quarrels. 

Out of that ground-tloor room, then, I would not move in s|< 
of the utmost efforts of my Daily Baker’s broad shoulder to puslis 
out : and with many grins that evening, Bedford complimentril i; 
on my gallantry in routing the enemy at luncheon. I think lie nia 
possibly have told his master, for Bovel looked very much alarim 
and uneasy when we greeted each other on his return from the (.'it; 
but became more composed when Lady Baker appeared at tl 
second dinner-bell, without a trace on her tine countenance of tit 
storm which had caused all her waves to heave with such coiiint 
tion at noon. How finely some people, by the way, can hang 11 
quarrels -or pop them into a drawer as they do their work, 
dinner is announced, and take them out again at a rnnvoim’H 
season ! Baker was mild, gentle, a thought sad and sentimental' 
tenderly interested about her dear son and daughter in I ridaml 
whom she i/nixt go and see -quite easy in hand, in a word, and t- 
the immense relief of all of us. She kissed Lovcl on retiring.' 11 * 
prayed blessings on her Frederick. She pointed to the picture 
nothing could be more melancholy or more gracious. 

“ She go ! ” says Mr. Bedford to me at night “not she. S# 
knows when she’s well off; was obliged to turn out of Bakcrsto" 1 
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re she came here: that brute Bulkeley told me so. She’s 
,ys quarrelling with her son and his wife. Angels don’t grow 
■ywhere as they do at Putney, Mr. B. ! You gave it her well 
ay at lunch, you did though ! ” Dinting my stay at Shrublands, 
Bedford paid me a regular evening visit in my room, set the 
e du pays before me, and in his curt way acquainted me with the 
meters of the inmates of the house, and the incidents occurring 
rein. 

Captain Clarence Baker did not come to Shrublands on the day 
en his anxious mother wished to clear out my nest (and expel the 
Sable bird in it) for her son’s benefit. I believe an important 
ht which was to come off in the Essex Marshes, and which was 
ktponed in consequence of the interposition of the county 
[gistrates, was the occasion, or at any rate the pretext, of the 
ptain’s delay. “ He likes seeing fights better than going to ’em, 

) Captain does,” my major-domo remarked. “ His regiment was 
lered to India, and he sold out : climate don’t agree with his 
scions health. The Captain ain’t been here ever so long, not 
ice poor Mrs. L.’s time, before Miss P. came here: Captain 
arence and his sister had a tremendous quarrel together. He was 
to all sorts of pranks, the Captain was. Not a good lot, by any 
>ans, I should say, Mr. Batchelor.” And here Bedford begins to 
igh. “Did you ever read, sir, a farce called ‘ liaising the Wind'?’ 
lore’s plenty of Jeremy Diddlers now, Captain Jeremy Diddlers 
il Lady Jeremy Diddlers too. Have you such a thing as half-a¬ 
wn about you ? If you have, don’t invest it in some folks’ 
ckets— that's all. Beg vour pardon, sir, if I am bothering you 
th talking.” 

As long as I was at Shrublands, and ready to partake of break- 
st with my kind host and his children and their governess, Lady 
iker had her own breakfast taken to her room. But when there 
:re no visitors in the house, she would come groaning out of her 
dromn to be present at the morning meal : and not uncommonly 
mid give the little company anecdotes of the departed saint, under 


lose invocation, as it were, we were assembled, and whose simper- 
; etligy looked down upon ns, over her harp, and from the wall. 
ie eyes of the portrait followed you about, as portraits’ eyes so 
inted will ; and those glances, as it seemed to me, still domineered 
cr Level, and made him quail as they had done in life. Yonder, 
the corner, was Cecilia’s harp, with its leathern cover. I likened 
c skin to that drum which the dying Zisca ordered should be 
De out of his hide, to be beaten before the hosts of his people and 
3 Pire terror. Tons eo nee re:, I did not say to Lovcl at breakfast, 
I sat before the ghostly musical instrument, “My dear fellow’, 
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that skin of Cardovan leather belonging to your defunct Cecils 
harp is like the hide which,” &c.; but I confess, at first, I usedj 
have a sort o {crawly sensation, as of a sickly genteel ghost flj^ 
about the place, in an exceedingly peevish humour, trying to 
and command, and finding her defunct voice couldn’t be heard, 
trying to re-iliumine her extinguished leers and faded smiles si, 
ogles, and finding no one admired or took note. In the grey of th 
gloaming, in the twilight corner where stands the shrouded con 
panion of song—what is that white figure flickering round the si!a 
harp? Once, as we were assembled in the room at afternoon t« 
a bird, entering at the open window, perched on the instrumeu 
Popham dashed at it. Lovel was deep in conversation upon ft 
wine duties with a Member of Parliament he had brought don 
to dinner. Lady Baker, who was, if I may use the express# 
“jawing,” as usual, and telling one of her tremendous stories alins 
the Lord Lieutenant to Mr. Bennington, took no note of the incident.! 
Elizabeth did not seem to remark it: what was a bird on a Inn 
to her, but a sparrow perched on a bit of leather-easing! All tit 
ghosts in Putney churchyard might rattle all their bones, and wouli 
not frighten that stout spirit! 

I was amused at a precaution which Bedford took, and sow 
what alarmed at the distrust towards Lady Baker which he exhibited 
when, one day on my return from town—whither I had made ai 
excursion of four or five hours—I found my bedroom door locked, 
and Dick arrived with the key. “ He’s wrote to say he’s coinin' 
this evening, and if lie had come when you was away, Lady II w 
capable of turning vour tilings out, and putting his in, and takin; 
her oath she believed you was going to leave. The long-bow 
Lady B. do pull are perfectly awful, Mr. B. ! So it was long-lw 
to long-bow, Mr. Batchelor; and I said you had took the keyin 
your pocket, not wishing to have your papers disturbed. She tried 
the lawn window, but I had bolted that, and the Captain will haw 
the pink room, after all, and must smoke up the chimney. I should 
have liked to see him, or you, or any one do it in poor Mrs. L.s 
time—1 just should.” 

During my visit to London, I had chanced to meet my friend 
Captain Fitzb—die, who belongs to a dozen Clubs, and know 
something of every man in London. “ Know anything of Clarence 
Baker? Of course I do,” says Fitz; “and if yon want any r®' 
seif/nement, my dear fellow, I have the honour to inform you that 
a blacker little sheep does not trot the London pave. Where vo 
that ingenious officer’s name is spoken—at Tattersall’s, at his l.Jluhs, | 
in his late regiments, in men’s society, in ladies’ society, in tW 
expanding and most agreeable circle which you may call no societ 5 ■ 
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I a U_ a chorus of maledictions rises up at the mention of Baker. 

noW anything of Clarence Baker? My dear fellow, enough to 
n ]. ( , your hair turn white, unless (as I sometimes fondly imagine) 
iture has already performed that process, when of course I can’t 
vtcml to act upon mere hair-dye.” (The whiskers of the individual 
|) 10 addressed me, innocent, stared me in the face as he spoke, and 
Sere dyed of the most unblushing purple.) “ Clarence Baker, sir, 

| ;l young man who woidd have been invaluable in Sparta as a 
laming against drunkenness and an exemplar of it. He has helped 
j C regimental surgeon to some most interesting experiments in 
tlirimn tremens. He is known, and not in the least trusted, in 
yery billiard-room in Brighton, Canterbury, York, Sheffield—on 
?er y pavement which has rung with the clink of dragoon boot-heels. 
\y a wise system of revoking at whist he has lost games which have 
uiscd not only his partners, but his opponents and the whole Club, 

5 admire him and to distrust him: long before and since he was 
fage, he has written his eminent name to bills which have been 
isliononrnd, and lias nobly pleaded his minority as a reason for 
alining to pay. From the garrison towns where he has been 
uarteral, he lias carried away not only the hearts of the milliners, 
ut their gloves, haberdashery, and perfumery. He has had con- 
■oversies with Cornet Green regarding horse transactions; disputed 
irf accounts with Lieutenant Brown ; and betting and backgammon 
iffereiices with Captain Black. From all I have heard he is the 
'oi'tliy son of his admirable mother. And I bet you even on the 
nir events, if you stay three days in a country-house with him— 
'liich appears to be your present happy idea—that he will quarrel 
itli you, insult you and apologise ; that he will intoxicate himself 
lore than once; that he will oiler to play cards with you, and not 
ay on losing (if he wins, I perhaps need not state what his conduct 
ill be); and that he will try to borrow money from you, and most 
kely from your servant, before he goes away.” So saying, the 
intentions Fitz strutted up the steps of one of his many club- 
aunts in Pall Mall, and left me forewarned, and I trust forearmed, 
gainst Captain Clarence and all his works. 

The adversary, when at length I came in sight of him, did not 
eem very formidable. I beheld a weakly little man with Chinese 
yes, and pretty little feet and hands, whose pallid countenance 
°1'1 l| f Finishes and Casinos. His little chest and fingers were 
ecorated with many jewels. A perfume of tobacco hung round 
lm - His little moustache was twisted with an elaborate gummy 
url. I perceived that the little band which twirled the moustache 
kook woefully : and from the little chest there came a cough sur- 
’risingly loud and dismal. 
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He was lying oil a sofa as I entered, and the children off, 
house were playing round him. “ If you are our uncle, why (li,J E1 
you come to see us oftcncr ? ” asks Popham. 

“How should I know,,that you were such uncommonly jj» 
children ? ” asked the Captain. 

“We’re not nice to you,” says Popham. “Why do you couf 
so ? Mamma used to cough. And why does your hand shake sor 

“ My hand shakes because I am ill: and I cough because I'm 
ill. Your mother died of it, and I daresay I shall too.” 

“I hope you’ll he good, and repent before you die, uncle, and I 
will lend you some nice books,” says Cecilia. 

“Oh, bother books !” cries Pop. 

“And I hope you’ll be good, Popham,” and “You hold y mr 
tongue, miss,” and “ I shall,” and “ I shan’t,” and “ You’re another," 
and “I’ll toll Miss Prior,”—“Go and tell, telltale,”—“Boo”- 
“Boo”—“Boo”—Boo”—and I don’t know what more exclaim 
tions came tumultuously and rapidly from these dear children, as 
their uncle lay before them, a handkerchief to his mouth, his littk 
feet high raised on the sofa cushions. 

Captain Baker turned a little eye towards me, as I entcre: 
the room, but did not change his easy and elegant posture. Wliei 
I came near to the sofa where ho reposed, he was good enough t 
call out— 

“ Glass of sherry ! ” 

“ It’s Mr. Batchelor; it isn’t Bedford, uncle,” says Cissy. 

“ Mr. Batchelor ain’t got any sherry in his pocket: have you, 
Mr. Batchelor? You ain’t like old Mrs. Prior, always pocketing 
things, are you?” erics Pop, and falls a-laughing at the ludicrous 
idea of my being mistaken for Bedford. 

“ Beg your pardon. How should I know, you know ? ” drawls 
the invalid on the sofa. “ Everybody’s the same now, you sec.” 

“ Sir ! ” say I, and “ sir ” was ail I could say. The fact is, t 
could have replied with something remarkably neat and cutting! 
which would have transfixed the languid little jackanapes win 
dared to mistake me for a footman ; but, you see, I only though 
of my repartee some eight hours afterwards when I was lying 11 
bed, and I am sorry to own that a great number of my best homnol 
have been made in that way. So, as I had not the pungent reraarl 
ready when wanted, I can’t say I said it to Captain Baker, but 
daresay I turned very red, and said “ Sir ! ” and—and in fact tha 
was all. 

“ You were goin’ to say somethin’ ? ” asked the Captain affably- 

“You know my friend Mr. Fitzboodle, I believe?” said I; i' 11 
fact is, I really did not know what to say. 
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“Some mistake—think not,” 

“lie is a member of the ‘Flag Club,”’ I remarked, looking my 
mm; fellow hard in the face. 

iff ain’t. There’s a set of cads ii} that Club that will say 
lything.” 

ii You may not know him, sir, but he seemed to know you very 
ell. Are we to have any tea, children 1 ” I say, Hinging myself 
)wn on an easy-chair, taking up a magazine, and adopting an easy 
ititude though I daresay my face was as red as a turkey-cock’s, 
id I was boiling over with rage. 

As we had a very good breakfast and a profuse luncheon at 
hrublauds, of course we could not support nature till dinner-time 
ithout a five-o’clock tea; and this was the meal for which I 
intended to ask. Bedford, with his silver kettle, and his buttony 
itellitc, presently brought in this refection, and of course the 
lililren bawled out to him— 

“ Bedford—Bedford ! Uncle mistook Mr. Batchelor for yon.” 

“ I could not be mistaken for a more honest man, Pop,” said I. 
.ml the bearer of the tea-urn gave me a look of gratitude and 
ituluess which, I own, went far to restore my ruffled equanimity. 

“Since you are the butler, will you get me a glass of sherry 
ml a biscuit ? ” says the Captain. And Bedford retiring, returned 
rcsently with the wine. 

'I’lie young gentleman’s hand shook so, that in order to drink 
is wine, he had to surprise it, as it were, and seize it with his 
mutli, when a shake brought the glass near his lips. He drained 
lie wine and held out his hand for another glass. The hand was 
tendier now. 

“ You the man who was here before 1 ” asks the Captain. 

“ Six years ago, when you were here, sir,” says the butler. 

“ What! I ain’t changed, I suppose 1 ” 

“ Yes, you are, sir.” 

“ Then, how the dooce do you remember me 1 ” 

“ You forgot to pay me some money you borrowed of me, one 
wind jive, sir,” says Bedford, whose eyes slyly turned in my 
irection. 

And here, according to her wont at this meal, the dark-robed 
fiss Prior entered the room. She was coming forward with her 
nlinarily erect attitude and firm step, but paused in her walk an 
istant, and when she came to us, I thought, looked remarkably 
’He. She made a slight curtsey, and it must be confessed that 
'Uptain Baker rose up from his sofa for a moment when she 
ppeave.d. She then sat down, with her hack towards him, turning 

awards herself the table and its tea apparatus. 

12 H 
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At this board my Lady Baker found us assembled when % 
returned from lie)- afternoon drive. She flew to her darling rip. 
bate of a son. She took his band, she smoothed back his hair fo 
his damp forehead. “My,.darling child,” cries this fond mutfe 
“ what a pulse you have got! ” 

“ I suppose, because I’ve been drinking,” says the prodigal. 

“ Why didn’t you come out driving with me 1 The aflenim 
was lovely ! ” 

“ To pay visits at Richmond ? Not as I knows on, ma’am 
says the invalid. “ Conversation with elderly ladies about poodfe. 
Bible societies, that kind of thing ? It must be a doosid Live]; 
afternoon that would make me like that sort of game.” At. 
here comes a fit of coughing, over which mamma ejaculates lie 
sympathy. 

“Kick—kick—killin’ myself!” gasps out the Captain; “knot 
I am. No man can lead my life, and stand it. Dyin’ by indies, 
Dyin’ by whole yards, by Jo-—ho—hove, I am ! ” Indeed, lie wit 
as bad in health as in morals, this graceless Captain. 

“ That man of Lovel’s seems a d-- insolent beggar,” It 

presently and ingenuously remarks. 

“Oh, Uncle, you mustn’t say those words ! ” cries niece Cissy. 

“ He’s a man, and may say what lie likes, and so will I, whet 
I’m a man. Yes, and I’ll say it now, too, if I like,” cries Waste 
Popham. 

“ Not to give me pain, Popham ? Will you 1 ” asks lit 
governess. 

On which the boy says—“ Well, who wants to hurt you, Mis 
Prior 1” 

And our colloquy ends by the arrival of the man of the In* 
from the City. 

What I have admired in some dear women is their capacity fe 
quarrelling and for reconciliation. As I saw Lady Baker hangit 
round her son’s neck, and fondling bis scanty ringlets, I rcniemhfft 
the awful stories witli which in former days she used to enter® 
us regarding this reprobate. Her heart was pincushioned with 1® 
filial crimes. Under lier chestnut front her Ladyship’s real h’»- 
of hair was grey, in consequence of his iniquities. His prceocw® 
appetite had devoured the greater part of her jointure. Hi' !*• 
treated her many dangerous illnesses with indifference : had beef 
the worst son, the worst brother, the most ill-conducted school!*' 
the most immoral young man—the terror of households, the Lovela* 
of garrison towns, the perverter of young officers; in fact, I* 
Baker did not know how she supported existence at all under th 
agony occasioned by his crimes, and it was only from the possess# 
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,f a more than ordinarily strong sense of religion that she was 
>iki hied to bear her burden. 

The Captain himself explained these alternating maternal 
wrasses and quarrels in his easy way. , 

“Saw how the old lady kissed and fondled me?” says he to his 
jrotiher-in-law. “Quito rofreshin’, ain’t it? Hang me, I thought 
■he was goin’ to send me a bit of sweetbread off her own plate. 
L'amc up to my room last night, wanted to tuck me up in bed, 
mid abused my brother to me for an hour. You see, when I’m in 
favour, she always abuses Baker; when he’s in favour she abuses 
me to him. And my sister-in-law, didn’t she give it my sister-in- 
law ! Oh! I’ll trouble you. And poor Cecilia—why, hang me, 
Mr. Batchelor, she used to go on—this bottle’s corked, I’m hanged 

if it isn’t—to go on about Cecilia, and call her-Hullo ! ” 

Here he was interrupted by our host, who said sternly— 

“ Will you please to forget those quarrels, or not mention them 
here? Will you have more wine, Batchelor?” 

And Lovcl rises, and haughtily stalks out of the room. To do 
Level justice, lie had a great contempt and dislike for his young 
brother-in-law, which, with his best magnanimity, he could not at 
all times conceal. 


So our host stalks towards the drawing-room, leaving Captain 
Clarence sipping wine. 

“ Don’t go too,” says the Captain. “ He’s a confounded rum 
fellow, my brother-in-law is. He’s a confounded ill-conditioned 
fellow too. They always are, you know, these tradesmen fellows, 
these half-bred ’uns. I used to tell my sister so ; but she would 
have him, because he bad such lots of money, you know. And she 
threw over a fellar she was very fond of; and I told her she’d 
regret it. I told Lady B. slic’d regret it. It was all Lady B.’s 
doing. She made Cissy throw the fellar over. He was a bad 
match, certainly, Tom Mountain was; and not a clever fellow, you 
know, or that sort of thing; but, at any rate, he was a gentleman, 
ami better than a confounded sugar-baking beggar out of Ratcliff 
Highway.” 

“You seem to find that claret very good,” I remark, speaking, 
J may say, Socratieally, to my young friend, who had been swallow¬ 
ing bumper after bumper. 

“ Claret good ? Yes, doosid good 1 ” 

“'Well, you see our confounded sugar-baker gives you his best.” 

“And why shouldn’t lie, hang him? Why, the fellow chokes 
with money. What does it matter to him how much lie spends? 
‘mire a poor man, I daresay. You don’t look as if you were 
ov «iiush of money. Well, if you stood a good dinner, it would be 
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all right—I mean it would show—you understand me, you know. 
But a sugar-baker with ten thousand a year, what does it matter t, 
him, bottle of claret more—less 1 ” 

“ Let us go in to the ladi.es,” I say. 

“ Go in to mother ! / don’t want to go in to my mother,’ 
cries out the artless youth. “ And I don’t want to go in to tin 
sugar-baker, hang him ! and I don’t want to go in to the children 
and I’d rather have a glass of brandy-nnd-water with yon, old boy 
Here you ! What’s your name ? Bedford ! I owe you five-ami 
twenty shillings, do I, old Bedford? Give us a glass of Selina^ 
and I’ll pay you ! Look here, Batchelor. I hate that sugar-baker 
Two years ago, I drew a bill on him, and he wouldn’t pay it- 
perhaps he would have paid it, but my sister wouldn’t let him 
And, I say, shall we go and have a cigar in your room? SI; 
mother’s been abusing you to me like fun this morning. Sli 
abuses everybody. She used to abuse Cissy. Cissy used to alms 
her—used to fight like two cats-■” 

And if I narrate this conversation, dear Spartan youth ! if 
show thee this Helot maundering in his cups, it is that from li 
odious example thou may’st learn to he moderate in the use < 
thine own. Has the enemy who has entered thy mouth ever stole 
away thy brains ? Has wine ever caused thee to blab secrets: 
utter egotisms and follies ? Beware of it. Has it ever been tl 
friend at the end of the hard day’s work, the cheery companion 
thy companions, the promoter of harmony, kindness, harmless soci 
pleasure ? Be thankful for it. Three years since, when the com 
was blazing in the autumnal sky, I stood on the chateau-steps 
a great claret proprietor. “ Boirai-je do ton vin, O cometc !” 
said, addressing the luminary with the flaming tail. “ Shall the 
generous bunches which you ripen yield their juices for me mo\ 
turn ? ” It wits a solemn thought. Ah ! my dear brethren ! " 
knows the Order of the Fates? When shall we pass the Glooi 
Gates ? Which of us goes, which of us waits to drink those fame 
Fifty-eights ? A sermon, upon my word ! And pray why not 
little homily on an autumn eve over a purple cluster ? . . . If tl 
rickety hoy had only drunk claret, I warrant you his tongue voi 
not have blabbed, his hand would not have shaken, his wretcl 
little brain and body would not have reeled with fever. 

“’Gad,” said he next day to me, “cut again last night. H; 
an idea that I abused Level. When I have a little wine on boa 
always speak my mind, don’t you know ? Last time I was hero 
my poor sister’s time, said somethin’ to her, don’t quite know wl 
it was, somethin’ confoundedly true and unpleasant I daresay- 
think it was about a fellow she used to go on with before '• 
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1 the sugar-baker. And I got orders to quit, by Jove, sir— 
heck ami crop, sir, and no mistake ! Ami we gave it one another 
bver the stairs. Oh, my! we did pitch in !—and that was the 
last time I ever saw Cecilia—give yo\* my word. A doosid unfor¬ 
giving woman my poor sister was, and between you and me, 
Batchelor, as great a flirt as ever threw a foliar over. You should 
have heard her and my Lady B. go on, that’s all!—Well, mamma, 
hre you going out for a drive in the coaehy-poachy %—Not as I 
knows on, thank you, as I before had the honour to observe. Mr. 
[Batchelor and me arc going to play a little game at billiards.” We 
klid, and I won; and, from that day to this, have never been paid 
my little winnings. 

On the day after the doughty Captain’s arrival, Miss Prior, in 
whose face I had remarked a great expression of gloom and care, 
neither made her appearance at breakfast nor at the children’s 
dinner. “ Miss Prior was a little unwell,” Lady Baker said, with 
fm air of most perfect satisfaction. “ Mr. Drencher will come to 
see her this afternoon, and prescribe for her, I daresay,” adds her 
Ladyship, nodding and winking a roguish eye at me. I was at a 
loss to understand what was the point of humour which amused 
Lady B., until she herself explained it. 

“ My good sir,” she said, “ I think Miss Prior is not at all 
averse to being ill.” And the nods recommenced. 

“ As how 1 ” I ask. 

“ To being ill, or at least to calling in the medical man.” 

“ Attachment between governess and Sawbones I make bold for 
to presume 1” says the Captain. 

“Precisely, Clarence—a very fitting match. I saw the affair, 
even before Miss Prior owned it—that is to sav, she has not denied 
it- She says she can’t afford to marry, that she has children enough 
at home in her brothers and sisters. She is a well-principled young 
woman, and does credit, Mr. Batchelor, to your recommendation, 
and the education she has received from her uncle, the Master of 
St. Boniface.” 

“ Cissy to school ; Pop to Eton ; and Miss What-d’you-eall to 
giind the pestle in Sawbones’s back-shop : I see 1 ” says Captain 
larence. “ He seems a low vulgar blackguard, that Sawbones.” 

“ course, my love, what can you expect from that sort of 
poison?” asks mamma, whoso own father was a small attorney in 
a small Irish town. 


“I wish I had his confounded good health,” cries Clarence, 
eoughing. 

“ My poor darling ! ” says mamma. 

1 said nothing. And so Elizabeth was engaged to that great 
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broad-shouldered, red-whiskered young surgeon with the lm,.., 
appetite and the dubious A’s ! Well, why not ? What was it to 
me i Why shouldn’t she marry him ? Was he not an honest man 
and a fitting match for her f t Yes. Very good. Only if I do lovea 
bird or flower to glad me with its dark blue eye, it is the first, to 
fade away. If I ham a partiality for a young gazelle, it is the first 

to-pslia ! AVhat have I to do with this namby-pamby ? Can the 

heart that has truly loved ever forget, and doesn’t it as truly love 

on to the-stuff! I am past the age of sueh follies. I might 

have made a woman happy : I think I should. But the fugacious 
years have lapsed, my Posthumus ! My waist is now a good bit 
wider than my eliest, and it is decreed that I shall be alone 1 

My tone, then, when next I saw Elizabeth, was sorrowful— 
not angry. Drencher, the young doctor, came punctually enougli, 
you may he sure, to look after his patient. Little Pinhorn, the 
children’s maid, led the young practitioner smiling towards flic 
schoolroom regions. His creaking highlows sprang swiftly up the 
stairs. I happened to he in the hall, and surveyed him with a grim 
pleasure. “Now he is in the schoolroom,” I thought. “Now lie 
is taking her hand—it is very white—and feeling her pulse. And 
so on, and so on. Surely, surely, Pinhorn remains in the room 
I am sitting on a hall-table as I muse plaintively on these firings, 
and gaze up the stairs by which the Hakeem (great carroty- 
whiskered cad !) has passed into the sacred precincts of the liarciu. 
As I gaze up the stair, another door opens into the hall; a scowl¬ 
ing face peeps through that door, and looks up the stair, too. ’Tis 
Bedford, who has slid out of his pantry, and watches the doctor. 
And thou, too, my poor Bedford ! Oh ! the whole world throbs 
with vain heart-pangs, and tosses and heaves with longing unfulfilled 
desires ! All night, and all over the world, bitter tears are dropping 
as regular as the dew, and cruel memories are haunting the pillow, 
Close my hot eyes, kind Sleep! Do not visit it, dear delusive 
images out of the Past! Often your figure shimmers through my 
dreams, Glorvina. Not as you are now, the stout mother of many 
children—you always had an alarming likeness to your own mother, 
Glorvina—but as you were—slim, black-haired, blue-eyed- when 
your carnation lifts warbled the “Yale of Avoca ” or the “Angel’s 
Whisper.” “ What! ” I say then, looking up the stair, “ am f 
absolutely growing jealous of you apothecary?—0 fool! ” And at 
this juncture, out peers Bedford’s face from the pantry, and I see 
he is jealous too. I tie my shoe as I sit on the table; I don t 
affect to notice Bedford in the least (who, in fact, pops his own 
head back again as soon as be sees mine). I take my wideawake 
from the peg, set it on one side of my head, and strut whistling 
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„t of the hall-door. I stretch over Putney Heath, and my spirit 
jsunics its tranquillity. 

I sometimes keep a little journal of my proceedings, and on 
jferring to its pages, the scene rises Jieforc me pretty clearly to 
’liieh the brief notes allude. On this day I find noted :— 

“ Friday, July 14. 

“B. came down to-day. Seems to require a great deal of 
ttendance from Dr.-. Row between dowagers after dinner.” 

B.,” I need not remark, is Bessy. “Dr.,” of course, you know. 
Row Between dowagers” means a Battle royal between Mrs. 
iomiington and Lady Baker, such as not unfrequently raged under¬ 
lie kindly Lovel’s roof. 

Lady Baker’s gigantic menial Bulkeley condescended to wait at 
lie family dinner at Shrublands, when perforce he had to put him- 
rlf under Mr. Bedford’s orders. Bedford would gladly have dis¬ 
eased with the London footman, over whose calves, he said, he 
rid his boy were always tumbling ; but Lady Baker’s dignity would 
lot allow her to part from her own man ; and her good-natured son- 
n-law allowed her, and indeed almost all other persons, to have 
heir own way. I have reason to fear Mr. Bulkeley’s morals were 
oose. Mrs. Bennington had a special horror of him; his behaviour 
n the village public-houses, where his powder and plush were for 
:ver visible—his freedom of conduct and conversation before tho 
rood lady’s nurse and parlour-maids—provoked her anger and sus¬ 
picion. More than once, she whispered to me her loathing of this 
ioiir-hesprinkled monster ; and, as much as such a gentle creature 
rmild, she showed her dislike to him by her behaviour. The 
hmkey’s solemn equanimity was not to he disturbed by any such 
coble indications of displeasure. From his powdered height, he 
ooked down upon Mrs. Bennington, and her esteem or her dislike 
.vas beneath him. 

Now on this Friday night the 14-th, Captain Clarence had gone 
:o pass the day in town, and our Bessy made her appearance again, 
die Doctor's prescriptions having, I suppose, agreed with her. Mr. 
Bulkeley, who was handing coffee to the ladies, chose to offer none 
j Miss Prior, and I was amused when I saw Bedford’s heel scrunch 
Dwu on the llunkey’s right foot, as he pointed towards the governess, 
flic oaths which Bulkeley had to devour in silence must have been 
frightful. To do the gallant fellow justice, I think he would have 
!. * rather than speak before company in a drawing-room. Ho 
imped up and offered the refreshment to the young lady, who bowed 
a »d declined it. 
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“Frederick,” Mrs. Bonnington begins, when the coffee cerem# 
is over, “ now the servants are gone, I must scold you about t 
waste at your table, my dear. What was the need of opening t! 
great bottle of champagne? Lady Baker only takes two glass, 
Mr. Batchelor doesn’t touch it.” (No, thank you, my dear j[. 
Bonnington : too old a stager.) “ Why not have a little line 
instead of that great, large, immense one ? Bedford is a teetotal 
I suppose it is that London footman who likes it." 

“ My dear mother, I haven’t really ascertained his tastes,” ® 
Lovel. 

“Then why not tell Bedford to open a pint, dear?” pu|j 
mamma. 

“ Oh, Bedford — Bedford, we must not mention him, lit 
Bonnington ! ” cries Lady Baker. “ Bedford is faultless. Ball; 
has the keys of everything. Bedford is not to be controlled in a; 
thing. Bedford is to be at liberty to be rude to my servant.” 

“ Bedford was admirably kind in his attendance on y« 
daughter, Lady Baker,” says Lovel, his brow darkening; “mult 
for your man, I should think he was big enough to protect him 
self from any rudeness of poor Dick ! ” The good fellow In 
been angry for one moment, at the next lie was all for peace $j 
conciliation. 

Lady Baker puts on her superfine air. With that air she kj 
often awe-stricken good simple Mrs. Bonnington; and she lovedij 
use it whenever City folk or humble people were present. Yousw 
she thought herself your superior and mine, as de par le mom 
there are many artless Lady Bakers who do. “ My dear Frederick ' 
says Lady B. then, putting on her best Mayfair manner, “ exciiS: 
me for saying, but you don’t know the—the class of servant; 
which Bulkeley belongs. I had him as a great favour from Lord 
Toddleby’s. That—that class of servant is not generally aceustow 1 
.to go out single.” 

“ Unless they are two behind a carriage-perch they pine aw# 
I suppose,” remarks Mr. Lovel, “ as one love-bird does without 
his mate.” 

“No doubt—-no doubt,” says Lady B., who does not in th 
least understand him ; “ I only say you are not accustomed lien 
—-in this kind of establishment, you understand—to that class 
of- 

But here Mrs. Bonnington could contain her wrath no nn'k 
“ Lady Baker ! ” cries that injured mother, “ is my son’s establish' 
merit not good enough for any powdered wretch in England ? I’ 
the house of a British merchant- ” 

“ My dear creature—my dear creature!” interposes her Di«l v ' 
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p ‘i it is the house of a British merchant, and a most comfortable 
iso too.” 

“Yes, as you find it,” remarks mamma. 

“Yes, as I find it, when I come to .take care of that departed 
qrl’s children, Mrs. Bonnington ! ”—(Lady B. here indicates the 
Lilian effigy)—“of that dear seraph’s or])hans, Mrs. Bounington ! 
m cannot. You have other duties—other children—a husband, 

ioni you have left at home in delicate health, and who-” 

“Lady Baker!” exclaims Mrs. Bonnington, “no one shall say 
ilon’t take care of my dear husband ! ” 

“ My dear Lady Baker !— my dear—dear mother ! ” cries Lovel, 
i lore, and whimpers aside to me, “They spar in this way every 
glit, when we’re alone. It's too bad, ain’t it, Batch?” 

“ I say you do take care of Mr. Bonnington,” Baker blandly 
isunies (she has hit Mrs. Bonnington on the raw place, and 
jubngly proceeds to thong again) : “ I say you do take care of 
our husband, my dear creature, and that is why you can’t attend 
i Frederick ! And as lie is of a very easy temper,—except seme¬ 
mes with his poor Cecilia’s mother,— he allows all his tradesmen 
) cheat him ; all his servants to cheat him ; Bedford to be rude to 
rerybody; and if to me, why not to my servant Bulkeley, with 
'limn Lord Toddleby’s groom of the chambers gave me the very 
igliest character? ” 

Mrs. Bonnington in a great flurry broke in by saying she was 
nrprised to hear that noblemen had grooms in their chambers : 
ml she thought they were much better in the stables : and when 
liey dined with Captain Huff, you know, Frederick, his man 
Iways brought such a dreadful smell of the stable in with him, 

felt-Here she paused. Baker’s eye was on her; and that 

mvager was grinning a cruel triumph. 

“He!—he! You mistake, my good Mrs. Bonnington!” says 
or Ladyship. “Your poor mother mistakes, my dear Frederick. 
011 have lived in a quiet and most respectable sphere, but not, 
mi understand, not-” 

“Not what, pray, Lady Baker? We have lived in this neigli- 
"Uirliood twenty years: in my late husband’s time, when we saw 
fireat deal of company, and this dear Frederick was a boy at 
Westminster School. And wc have for everything we have 

wd for twenty years ; and we have not owed a penny to any 
radesman . And we may not have had powdered foot men, six feet 
"sh, impertinent 1 beasts, who were rude to all the maids in the 
'Lee. Don’t—I will speak, Frederick ! But servants who loved 
ls > !1 "d who were paid their wages, and who—o—ho—ho—ho ! ” 

W\ ipe your eyes, dear friends! out with all your pocket- 
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handkerchiefs. I protest I cannot hear to see a woman in dis 
Of course Fred Level runs to console liis dear old mother, and 
Lady Baker meant no harm. 

“ Meant harm ! My dear Frederick, what harm can I n 
I only said your poor mother did not seem to know what a g 
of the chambers was ! How should she ? ” 

“Come—come,” says Frederick, “enough of this! Miss I 
will you he so kind as to give us a little music ? ” 

Miss Prior was playing Beethoven at the piano, very sole; 
and finely, when our Black Sheep returned to this quiet fold, 

I am sorry to say, in a very riotous condition. The brilliaiu 
his eye, the purple flush on his nose, the unsteady gait, am! 
certain tone of voice, told tales of Captain Clarence, who stum 
over more than one chair before he found a seat near me. 

“ Quite right, old boy,” says lie, winking at me. “ Cut agm 
dooshid good fellosli. Better than being along with you slito; 
old-fogish.” And ho began to warble wild “ Fol-dc-rol-lols ” ii 
insane accompaniment to the music. 

“ By heavens, this is too bad ! ” growls Lovel. “ Lady Ea 
let your big man carry your sou to bed. Thank you, Miss Prio 

At a final yell, which the unlucky young scapegrace g 
Elizabeth stopped, and rose from the piano, looking very j 
She made her curtsey, and was departing, when the wrote 
young Captain sprang up, looked at her, and sank back oil 
sofa with another wild laugh. Bessy fled away scared, and iv! 
as a sheet. 

“ Take the brute to bed ! ” roars the master of the hoi 
in great wrath. And scapegrace was conducted to his apartme 
whither he went laughing wildly, and calling out, “ Come on, 
sh-sh-shugar-baker! ” 

The morning after this fine exhibition, Captain Clarence Bab 
mamma announced to us that her poor dear suffering boy was 
ill to come to breakfast, and I believe he prescribed for him; 
devilled drumstick and soda-water, of which lie partook in 
bedroom. Lovel, seldom angry, was violently wroth with 
brother-in-law; and, almost always polite, was at breakfast .seniv 
civil to Lady Baker. I am bound to say that female abused 1 
position. She appealed to Cecilia’s picture a great (leal too niu 
during the course of breakfast. She hinted, she sighed, she waggl 
her head at me, and spoke about “ that angel ” in the most trai 
manner. Angel is all very well ; but your angel brought in a to 
propos; your departed blessing called out of her grave ever 
many times a day; when grandmamma wants to carry a f 01 
of her own ; when the children are naughty, or noisy; when i»! 
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s a flickering inclination to dine at his Club, or to bring 
a bachelor friend or two to Shrublands ;—I say your angel 
) dragged in by the wings into the conversation loses her 
No man’s heart put on wider crane than Level’s at Cecilia’s 
Considering the circumstances, his grief was most creditable 
h : but at breakfast, at lunch, about Bulkeley the footman, 
the barouche or the phaeton, or any trumpery domestic per- 
y, to have a Dens intersit was too much. And I observed, 
some inward satisfaction, that when Baker uttered her pompous 
> a l phrases, rolled her eyes up to the ceiling, and appealed to 
piarter, the children ate their jam and quarrelled and kicked 
little shins under the table, Level read his paper and looked 
s watch to see if it was omnibus time : and Bessy made the 
uite undisturbed by the old lady’s tragical prattle. 

/hen Baker described her son’s fearfid cough and dreadfully 
sli state, I said, “ Surely, Lady Baker, Mr. Drencher had 
■ he sent for ; ” and I suppose I uttered the disgusting dis- 
)le Drencher with a fine sarcastic accent; for once, just once, 
■’a grey eyes rose through the spectacles and met mine with 
ice of unutterable sadness, then calmly settled down on to the 
iasin again, or the urn, in which her pale features, of course, 
odiously distorted. 

You will not bring anybody home to dinner, Frederick, in my 
hoy’s state 1 ” asks Lady B. 

He may stay in his bedroom I suppose,” replies Lovel. 

He is Cecilia’s brother, Frederick ! ” cries the Lady. 

(Jonf-” Lovel was beginning. What was he .about to sav ? 

If you are going to confound your angel in heaven, I have 
ng to say, sir ! ” cries the mother of Clarence. 

Parblou, madame ! ” cried Lovel, in French ; “ if he wore not 
he’s brother, do you think I would let him stay here I” 

Parly Fnmeais I Oui, oui, oui !” cries Pop. “I know what 
iaus ! ’’ 

And so do / know. And I shall lend Uncle Clarence some 

1 which Mr. Bennington gave me, and-” 

Hold your tongue all ! ” shouts Lovel, with a stamp of his foot. 
You will, perhaps, have the great kindness to allow me the 
'f your carriage,—or, at least, to wait here until my poor 
ng hoy can be moved, Mr. Lovel ? ” says Lady B., with the 
1 a martyr. 

°vel rang the bell. “ The carriage for Lady Baker-—at her 
■hip's hour, Bedford: and the cart for her luggage. Her 
hip and Captain Baker are going away.” 

I have lost one child, Mr. Lovel, whom some people seem 
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to forget. I am not going to murder another ! I will not ]J 
this house, sir, unless you, drive me from it by force, until •] 
medical man has seen my boy ! ” And here she and sorrenr j. 
down again. She was always giving warning. She was ah, 
fitting the halter and traversing the cart, was Lady B., but, 
for ever declined to drop the handkerchief and have the busj E , 
over. I saw by a little shrug in Bessy’s shoulders what the 
ness’s views were of the matter : and, in a word, Lady B. no n ? 
went away on this day, than she had done on forty previous 4 
when she announced her intention of going. She would ailt 
benefits, you see, but then she insulted her benefactors, an! 
squared accounts. 

That great healthy, florid, scarlet-whiskered medical wret: 
came at about twelve, saw Mr. Baker and prescribed for him: *] 
of course he must have a few words with Miss Prior, and imp 
into the state of her health. Just as on the previous occasion, 
happened to be in the hall when Drencher went upstairs ; Bedfor 
happened to be looking out of his pantry-door: I burst into a u 
of laughter when I saw Dick’s livid face—the sight somehow suit 
my savage soul. 

No sooner was Medians gone than Bessy, grave and pale, 
bonnet and spectacles, came sliding downstairs. I do not we 
down the banister, which was Pop’s favourite method of (few 
but slim, tall, noiseless, in a nunlike calm, she swept down t 
steps. Of course I followed her. And there was Master Redid 
nose peeping through the pantry-door at us, as we wont out ni: 
the children. Pray, what business of his was it to be always wa: 
ing anybody who walked with Miss Priori 

“So, Bessy,” I said, “what report does Mr.—hem!-)! 
Drencher—give of the interesting invalid?” 

“ Oil, the most horrid ! He says that Captain Baker!: 
several times had a dreadful disease brought on by drinking,> 
that he is mad when he has it. He has delusions, sees ilenw 
when lie is in this state—wants to be watched.” 

“ Drencher tells you everything 1 ” 

She says meekly : “ He attends us when we are ill.” 

I remark, with fine irony: “He attends the whole family: 
is always coming to Shrublands ! ” 

“ He comes very often,” Miss Prior says gravely. 

“And do you mean to say, Bessy,” I cry, madly cutting 
two or three heads of yellow broom with my stick—“do you* 
to say a fellow like that, who drops his h ’s about the room, * 
welcome visitor ? ” 

“ I should lie very ungrateful if he were not welcome, - 
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ich e l° r >” sa Y s ^* ss l >1 '* (,r - “ -A-iul call me l>y my surname, please 

)1( 1 1 ,,,’has taken care of all my family—and-” 

■■ \ml of course, of course, of course, Miss Prior!” say I 
t .,U v ; “ and this is the way the world wags ; and this is the 
' w0 arc ill, and are cured ; and we are grateful to the doctor 
t cures us ! 

gl„, n ods her grave head. “ You used to be kinder to me once, 
Batchelor, in old days—in your— in my time of trouble ! 
, mv dear, that is a beautiful bit of broom ! Oh, what a fine 
terrty ! ” (Cecilia scours the plain after the butterfly.) “You 
,1 to be kinder to me once—when we were both unhappy.” 

“ 1 was unhappy,” I say, “ but I survived. I was ill, but I 
now pretty well, thank you. I was jilted by a false heartless 
man. Do you suppose there are no other heartless women in 
world?” And I am confident, if Bessy’s breast had not been 
d, the daggers which darted out from my eyes would have bored 
jitfiil stabs in it. 

But. she shook her head, and looked at me so sadly that my 
■-daggers tumbled down to the ground at once; for you see, 
nigh 1 am a jealous Turk, I am a very easily appeased jealous 
rk; and if I had been Bluebeard, and my wife, just as I was 
ng to decapitate her, had lifted up her head from the block, and 
■d a little, I should have dropped my scimitar, and said, “ Come, 
lie, Fatima, never mind for the present about that key and closet 
dness, and I’ll chop your head off some other morning.” I say, 
ssy disarmed me. Pooh ! I say, women will make a fool of me 
the end. Ah ! ye gracious Fates ! Cut my thread of life ere it 
>nv too long. Suppose I were to live till seventy, and some little 
etch of a woman were to set her cap at me ? She would catch 
- I know she would. All the males of our family have been 
)ony and soft, to a degree perfectly ludicrous and despicable to 

itemplate-- Well, Bessy Prior, putting a hand out, looked 

me, and said— 

“You are the oldest and best friend I have ever had, Mr. 
tchelor—the only friend.” 

“Am I, Elizabeth ?” I gasp, with a beating heart. 

“Cissy is running back with a butterfly.” (Our hands unlock.) 
han’t, you see the difficulties of my position ? Don’t you know 
tt ladies are often jealous of governesses ; and that unless—unless 
imagined I was—I was favourable to Mr. Drencher, who is 
T good and kind—the ladies of Shrublands might not like my 
mining alone in the house with—with—you understand?” A 
went the eyes look over the spectacles : at the next, the meek 
n »et bows down towards the ground. 
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I wonder did she hear the bump-—-bumping of my heart! 
heart!—O wounded heart! did I ever think thou wouldst ]n 1; ,, 
bump again'? “ Egl—Egl— izabeth,” I say, choking with eu^ 
“ do, do, do you—to—^ell me—you don’t—don’t—don't-g' 
love that apothecary 1 ” 

She shrugs her shoulder—her charming shoulder. 

“ And if,” I hotly continue, “ if a gentleman—if a mm, 
mature age certainly, but who lias a kind heart and four luunj, 
a year of his own—were to say to you, ‘Elizabeth! will yon 
the flowers of a blighted life to bloom again ?—Elizabeth ! will r 
soothe a wounded heart 1 ’ -” 

“ Oh, Mr. Batchelor! ” she sighed, and then added quid 
“ Please, don’t take my hand. Here’s Pop.” 

And that dear child (bless him !) came up at the moment,$ 
ing, “ Oh, Miss Prior, look here ! I’ve got such a jolly big to; 
stool ! ” And next came Cissy, with a confounded butterfly. 
Richard the Third! Haven’t you been maligned because v 
smothered two little nuisances in a Tower? What is to prove 
me that you did not serve the little brutes right, and that; 
weren’t a most humane man? Darling Cissy coming up, then, 
her dear charming way, says, “ You shan’t take Mr. Batdiol 
hand, you shall take my hand ! ” And she tosses up her lit 
head, and walks with the instructress of her youth. 

“ Oes enfauts ne comprennent guerc Ie Francais,” says )1 
Prior, speaking very rapidly. 

“ Aprijs louche?” I whisper. The fact is, I was so agitate 
hardly knew what the French for lunch was. And then our o 
versation dropped : and the beating of my own heart was till 
sound I heard. 

Lunch came. I couldn’t eat a bit: I should have ohol 


Bessy ate plenty, and drank a glass of beer. It was her dinner, 
be sure. Young lilaclcsheep did not appear. We did not n 
him. When Lady Baker- began to tell her story of George 
Fourth at Slane Castle, I went into my own room. I took a bo 
Books 1 Psha! I went into the garden. I took out a <’i: 

But no, I would not smoke it. Perhaps she-many people dc 

like smoking. 

I went into the garden. “ Come into the garden, Maud. 


sat by a large lilac-bush. I waited. Perhaps she would <’»i 
The morning-room windows were wide open on the lawn. ' 
she never come ? Ah ! what is that tall form advancing ? glM 


—gliding into the chamber like a beauteous ghost ? “ Who m 


does like an angel show, you may be sure ’tis she.” She car 
up to the glass. She lays her spectacles down on the mantelpM 
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CHAPTER V 

IN WHICH / AM STUNG BY A SERPENT 

I F when I heard Baker call out Bossy Bellenden, and adjure Jot; 
lie had run forward and seized Elizabeth by the waist, < 
ottered her other personal indignity, I too should have ri- 
forward on my side and engaged him. Though I am a stu: 
elderly man, short in stature and in wind, I know I am a mat- 
for that rickety little Captain on his high-heeled boots. A mats 
for him 1 I believe Miss Bessy would have been a match for boti 
of us. Her white arm was as hard and polished as ivory. H* 
she held it straight pointed against the rush of the dragoon, 1., 
would have fallen backwards before his intended prey : I haven 
doubt he would. It was the hen, in this ease, was stronger that 
the libertine fox, and an, hesoin would have peeked the little niarainl 
ing vermin’s eyes out. Had, I sav, Partlet been weak, and Keynaiif 
strong, I would have conic forward : I certainly would. Had : : 
been a wolf now, instead of a fox, I am certain I should havenisj" 
in uiion him, grappled with him, torn his heart and tongue outid 
his black throat, and trampled the lawless brute to death. 

Well, I didn’t do any such thing. I was just point/ to run it 
—and I didn’t. I was just going to rush to Bessy’s side to clasp 
her (I have no doubt) to my heart: to board the whiskered! 
champion who was before her, and perhaps say, “Cheer thee- 
cheer thee, my persecuted maiden, my beauteous love—my Rebecca] 
Come on, Sir Brian de Bois Gnilbcrt, thou dastard Templar! Itj 
is I, Sir Wilfrid ot Ivauhoe.” (By the way, though the fellow w 
not a / emplar, he was a Lincoln’s-lnn-man, having passed twice 
through the Insolvent Court there with infinite discredit.) But I 
made no heroic speeches. There was no need for Rebecca to jiinipj 
out of window and risk her lovely neck. How could she, in f : ' 
the I reach window being flush with the ground-floor? And I gM 
you my honour, just as I was crying my war-cry, couching my lance, 
and rushing a la resconsse upon Sir Baker, a sudden thought niaik 
me drop my (figurative) point: a sudden idea made me rein in "'ll 
galloping (metaphorical) steed and spare Baker for that time. 

Suppose I had gone in ? But for that sudden precaution, d icr( 
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have been a Mrs. Batchelor. I might have been a bullied 
her of ten children. (Elizabeth has a fine high temper of her 
■ n ) What is four hundred and twenty a year, with a wife and 
rliaps half-a-dozen children 1 ? Should I have been a whit the 
ppicr 1 Would Elizabeth? Ah! no. And yet I feel a certain 
-t of shame, even now, when I think that I didn’t go in. Not 
a t I was in a fright, as some people choose to hint. I swear I 

is not. But the reason why I did not charge was this- 

Nav, I did charge part of the way, and then, I own, stopped. 

I was an error in judgment. It wasn’t a want of courage. Lord 
’urge Sackville was a brave man, and as cool as a cucumber under 
c. Well, he didn’t charge at the battle of Minden, and Prince 
jrdinand made the deuce and all of a disturbance, as we know. 

was a brave man,—and I ask, wasn’t it a confounded shame 
ccuting him 1 So with respect to myself. Here is my statement, 
make it openly. I don’t care. I am accused of seeing a woman 
(suited, and not going to her rescue. I am not guilty, I say. 
hat is, there were reasons which caused me not to attack. Even 
lifting aside the superior strength of Elizabeth herself to the enemy, 
-I vow there were cogent and honourable reasons why I did not 
barge home. 

You see I happened to he behind a blue lilac-bush (and was 
liming a rhyme—Heaven help us !—in which death was only to 
art me and Elizabeth) when I saw Baker’s face surge over the 
hair-back. I rush forward as he cries “ By Jove ! ” Had Miss 
'rior cried out on her part, the strength of twenty Hcenans, I 
now, would have nerved this arm ; but all she did was to turn 
ale, and say, “ Oh, mercy ! Captain Baker ! Do pity me ! ” 

“ What! you remember me, Bessy Belleuden, do you 1 ” asks 
be Captain, advancing. 

“ Oh, not that name ! please, not that name ! ” cries Bessy. 

“I thought I knew you yesterday,” says Baker. “Only, gad, 
on sec, I had so much claret on board, I did not much know what 
■as what. And oh ! Bessy, I have got such a splitter of a liead- 
iiie.” 

“ Oil ! please—please, my name is Miss Prior. Pray ! pray, 
ir, don’t-” 

“You’ve got handsomer—doosid deal handsomer. Know you 
ow well, your spectacles off. You come in here—teach my nephew 

nd niece, humbug my sister, make love to the sh- Oh ! you 

^common sly little toad ! ” 

“Captain Baker, I beg—I implore you,” says Bessy, or some- 
liing of the sort: for the white hands assumed an attitude of 
u Pplication. 

12 


I 



130 


LOVEL THE WIDOWER 


“ Pooh ! don’t gammon me! ” says the rickety Captain 
words to that effect), and seizes those two firm white hands jp 
moist trembling palms. 

Now do yon understand why I paused? When the dandy q- 
grinning forward, with looks and gestures of familiar recoguiti^ 
when the pale Elizabeth implored him to spare her :—a keen an 
of jealousy shot whizzing through my heart, and caused me w, 
nigh to fall backwards as I rail forwards. I bumped up agai&t 
bronze group in the garden. The group represented a lion sit 
by a serpent. / was a lion stung by a serpent too. Even B»1 
could have knocked me down. Fiends and anguish ! he had kin, 1 
her before. The Academy, the life she had led, the wretched, 
tipsy ineffective guardian of a father—all these antecedents in p 
Bessy’s history passed through my mind. And I had offered i 
heart and troth to this woman ! Now, my dear sir, I appeal 
you. What would you have done ? Would you have liked 
have such a sudden suspicion thrown over the being of your nfi 
tion ? “ Oh ! spare me—spare me ! ” I heard her say, in clcai 

too clear—pathetic tones. And then there came rather a sli 
“ All ! ” and then the lion was up in my breast again ; and I a 
you my honour, just as I was going to step forward —to step?- 
rush forward from behind the urn where I had stood for a mom 
with thumping heart, Bessy’s “Ah!” or little cry was followed 
a whack, which I heard as clear as anything I ever heard in 
life;—and I saw the little Captain spin back, topple over a <1 
heels up, and in this posture heard him begin to scream and « 
in shrill tones. . . . 

Not for long, for as the Captain and the chair tumble dow 
door springs open ;—a man rushes in, who pounces like a pain 
upon the prostrate Captain, pitches into his nose and eyes, 
chokes his bad language by sending a fist down his naughty flirt 

“ Oh ! thank you, Bedford !—please, leave him, Bedford ! tli 
enough. There, don’t hurt him any more 1 ” says Bessy, laughin 
laughing, upon my word. 

“ Ah ! will you ? ” says Bedford. “ Lie still, you little beg 
or I’ll knock your head off. Look here, Miss Prior?—Elizabet 
dear—dear Elizabeth ! I love you with all my heart, and soul, 
strength—I do.” 

“ O Bedford ! Bedford ! ” warbles Elizabeth. 

“ I do ! I can’t help it. I must say it! Ever since Rome, 1 
Lie still, you drunken little beast! It’s no use. But I adore; 
O Elizabeth ! Elizabeth ! ” And there was Dick, who was alv 
following Miss P. about, and poking his head into keyholes to spy 
actually making love to her over the prostrate body of the Copt 
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^ oW w ] m .t was I to dot Wasn’t I in a most confoundedly 
■ 1 -Vu'd situation t A lady had been attacked— a ladyt— the 
"l " -md I hadn’t rescued her. Her insolent enemy was over- 
l' own and I hadn’t done it. A champion, three inches shorter 
l'n"mvself, had come in, and dealt the blow. I was in such a 

of 'mortification, that I should have liked to thrash the Captain 
11 j" Ke jf or d too. The first I know I could have matched : the 
voml was a tough little hero. And it was he who rescued the 
[aiiisel, whilst I stood by ! In a strait so odious, sudden, and 
lumiliating, what should I, what could I, what did I do ? 

Behind the lion and snake there is a brick wall and marble 
nlustradc, built for no particular reason, but flanking three steps 
lint a grassy terrace, which then rises up on a level to the house- 
ivmilmvs. Beyond the balustrade is a shrubbery of more lilacs and 
io forth, by which you can walk round into another path, which 
ilso lead's up to the house. So as I had not charged—ah ! woe is 
an- j_as the battle was over, I—I just went round that shrub¬ 

bery into the other path, and so entered the house, arriving like 
Fortinhras in “ Hamlet,” when everybody is dead and sprawling, 
you know, and the whole business is done. 

And was there to he no end to my shame, or to Bedford’s 
laurels 1 In that brief interval, whilst I was walking round the 
bypath (just to give myself a pretext for entering coolly into the 
premises), this fortunate fellow had absolutely engaged another and 
larger champion. This was no other than Bulkeley, my Lady B.’s 
first-class attendant. When the Captain fell, amidst his screams 
and curses, lie called for Bulkeley : and that individual made his 
appearance, with a little Scotch cap perched on his powdered head. 

“Hullo ! what’s the row year?” says Goliath, entering. 

! “ Kill that blackguard ! Hang him, kill him ! ” screams Captain 

Blaeksheep, rising with bleeding nose. 

“1 say, what’s the row year?” asks the grenadier. 

“ Off with your cap, sir, before a lady ! ” calls out Bedford. 

“ IIoft’ with my cap ! you be bio-” 

But he said no more, for little Bedford jumped some two feet 
from the ground, and knocked the cap off, so that a cloud ot 
ambrosia! powder filled the room with violet odours. The immense 
Ira me of the giant shook at this insult: “ I will he the death on 
pm, you little beggar! ” he grunted out; and was advancing to 
destroy Dick, just as I entered in the cloud which his head had 
raised. 

“ I’ll knock the brains as well as the powder out of your ugly 
had ! ” says Bedford, springing at the poker. At which juncture I 
entered. 
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“ What—what is this disturbance ? ” I say, advancing w; 
air of mingled surprise and resolution. 

“You git out of the way till I knock his ’ead off!” 
Bulkeley. 

“ Take up your cap, sir, and leave the room,” I say, still 
the same elegant firmness. 

“ Put down that there poker, you coward ! ” bellows the m< 
on board-wages. 

“ Miss Prior ! ” I say (like a dignified hypocrite, as I o 
was), “ I hope no one has offered you a rudeness ? ” And I 
round, first at the knight of the bleeding nose, and then a 
squire. 

Miss Prior’s face, as she replied to me, wore a look of i 
scorn. 

“ Thank you, sir,” she said, turning her head over her sho 
and looking at me with her grey eyes. “ Thank you, ilk 
Bedford ! God bless you ! I shall ever be thankful to you, whe 
I am.” And the stately figure swept out of the room. 

She had seen mo behind that confounded statue, then, a 
had not come to her! O torments and racks ! O scorpions, fi( 
and pitchforks ! The face of Bedford, too (flashing with km) 
gratitude anon as she spoke kind words to him and passed 
wore a look of scorn as he turned towards me, and then stood 
nostrils distended and breathing somewhat hard, glaring at 
enemies, and still grasping his mace of battle. 

When Elizabeth was gone, there was a pause of a icon 
and then Blackshecp, taking his bleeding cambric from his 1 
shrieks out, “ Kill him, I say ! A fellow that dares to hit on 
my condition, and when I’m down ! Bulkeley, you great lml 
jackass ! kill him, I say ! ” 

“ Jest let him put that there poker down, that’s hall,” gn 
Bulkeley. 

“You’re afraid, you great cowardly beast ! You shall go, 
Wliat-d’ye-call-’im—Mr. Bedford—you shall have the sack, sis 
sure as your name is what it is ! I’ll tell my brother-in-law ev 
thing; and as for that woman-” 

“ If you say a word against her, I’ll cane you wherever I 
you, Captain Baker ! ” I cry out. 

“ Who spoke to you ? ” says the Captain, falling back 
scowling at me. 

“ Who hever told you to put your foot in 1 ” says the squire 

I was in such a rage, and so eager to find an object on wl 
I might wreak my fury, that I confess I plunged at this Bulke 
I gave him two most violent blows on the waistcoat, which cau 
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to double up with such frightful contortions, that Bedford burst 
Lushing; and even the Captain with the damaged eye and nose 
j, m laugh too. Then, taking a lesson from Dick, as there was 
t , shining dagger on the table, used for the cutting open of 
vs and magazines, I seized and brandished this weapon, and 
■esay would have sheathed it in the giant’s bloated corpus, had 
nude any movement towards me. But he only called out, 
11 bo the death on you, you cowards ! Ill’ll be the death of 
0 n you ! ” ami snatching up his cap from the carpet, walked 
)f the room. 

< Glad you did that, though,” says Baker, nodding his head, 
ink I’d best pack up.” 

Vml now the Devil of Rage which had been swelling within 
gave place to a worse devil—the Devil of Jealousy—and I 
nd on the Captain, who was also just about to slink away :— 
‘Stop!” I ci'ied out—I screamed out, I may say. 

1 Who spoke to you, I should like to know ? and who the 
c dares to speak to me in that sort of way 1 ” says Clarence 
or, with a plentiful garnish of expletives, which need not be 
inserted. But he stopped, nevertheless, and turned slouching 
A 

‘You spoke just now of Miss Prior'!” I said. “Have you 
king against her ? ” 

“ What's that to you ? ” he asked. 

“ I am her oldest friend. I introduced her into this family. 
•e you say a word against her 1 ” 

“ Well, who the dooce has 1 ” 

“You knew her before?” 

“Yes, I did, then.” 

“When she went by the name of Bellenden'?” 

“ Of course I did. And what’s that to you i ” he screams out. 

“ 1 this day asked her to be my wife, sir ! That’s what it is 
>c ! ” I replied with severe dignity. 

Mr. Clarence began to whistle. “ Oh ! if that’s it—of course 
! ” he says. 

The jealous demon writhed within me and rent me. 

“You mean that there is something, then '1 ” I asked, glaring 
lie young reprobate. 

“ No, I don’t,” says he, looking very much frightened. “ No, 
■e is nothin’. Upon my sacred honour, there isn’t, that I 
w -” (I was looking uncommonly fierce at this time, and, I 
d own, would rather have quarrelled with somebody than not.) 
°> there is nothin’ that I know. Ever so many years ago, you 
I used to go with Tom Papillion, Turkington, and two or three 
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fellows, to that theatre. Dolphin had it. And we used 
behind the scenes—and—anil I own I had a row with her. 

I was in the wrong. There now, I own I was. And she le 
theatre. And she behaved quite right. And I was very s 
And I believe she is as good a woman as ever stept now. An 
father was a disreputable old man, but most honourable—I 
he was. And there was a. fellow in the Bombay service—a f 
by the name of Walker or Walkingham—-yes, Walkinghain; 

I used to meet him at the 1 Cave of Harmony,’ you know ; at 
told me that site was as right as right could be. And 1 m 
doosidly cut up about leaving her. And he woidd have im 
her, I dessay, only for his father the General, who wouldn’t , 
it. And lie was ready to hang himself when he went away, 
used to drink awfully, and then he used to swear about her; 
we used to chaff him, you know. Low vulgarish sort of mai 
was ; and a very passionate fellow. And if you’re goin’ to n 
her, you know—of course, I ask your pardon, and that; and 
the honour of a gentleman J know nothin’ against her. And I 
you joy and all that sort of tiling. I do now, really now ! ” 
so saying, the mean mischievous little monkey sneaked away, 
clambered up to his own perch in his own bedroom. 

Worthy Mrs. Bonnington, with a couple of her young f 
made her appearance at this juncture. She had a key, which 
her a free pass through the garden door, and brought her cliil 
for ail afternoon’s play and fighting with their little nephew 
niece. Decidedly, Bessy did not bring up her young folks i 
Was it that their grandmothers spoiled them, and undid 
governess’s work ? Were those young people odious (as they o 
were) by nature, or rendered so by the neglect of their gunrdi; 
If Bessy had loved her charges more, would they not have 1 
better? Had she a kind, loving, maternal heart? Ha! 
thought,—this jealous doubt,—smote my bosom : and were 
mine, and the mother of many possible little Batchelors, would 
he kind to theni? Would they he wilful, and selfish, and ahoi 
able little wretches, in a word, like these children ? Nay -n 
Say that Elizabeth has but a cold heart; wo cannot he all pci 
tion. But, per contra, you must admit that, cold as she is, 
does her duty. How good she has been to her own brothers 
sisters : how cheerfully she has given away her savings to tin 
how admirably she has behaved to her mother, hiding the iniqui 
of that disreputable old schemer, and covering her improprk 
with decent filial screens and pretexts. Her mother? Ah! <P’"' 
dieux ! You want to marry, Charles Batchelor, and you will k 
that greedy pauper for a mother-in-law; that fluffy Bluecoat ? 
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| hobnailed taw-players, top-spinners, toftee-eaters, those under- 
( rj r ] g for your brothers anil sisters-in-law ! They will he 
t,Teii upon you. You are so absurdly weak and good-natured 
it know you are—that you will never be able to resist. Those 
will grow up ; they will go out as clerks or shop-boys ; get 
debt and expect you to pay their bills : want to be articled to 
•nevs and so forth, and call upon you for the premium. Their 
,er will never be out of your house. She will ferret about in 
drawers and wardrobes, filch your haberdashery, and east 
lv eyes on the very shirts and coats on your back, and calculate 
,'shu can get them for her boys. Those vulgar young miscreants 
never fail to come and dine with you on a Sunday. They will 
g their young linendraper or articled friends. They will draw 
on you, or give their own to money-lenders, and unless you 
up those bills tliey will consider you a callous avaricious brute, 
the heartless author of their ruin. Tile girls will come and 
tisc on your wife’s piano. They won’t come to you on Sundays 
; they will always be staying in the house. They will 
ivs he preventing a tete-a-tete between your wife and you. As 
• grow old, they will want her to take them out to tea-parties, 
to give such entertainments, where they will introduce their 
ilis young men. They will expect you to commit meannesses, in 
■r to get theatre tickets for them from the newspaper editors of 
r acquaintance. You will have to sit in the back seat ; to pay 
cab to and from the play : to see glances and bows of recogni- 
/ passing between them and dubious bucks in the lobbies : and 
lend the girls your wife’s gloves, scarfs, ornaments, smelling- 
tlcs, and handkerchiefs, which of course they will never return, 
lli/.aheth is ailing from any circumstance, they will get a footing 
■our house, and she will be jealous of them. The ladies of your 
1 family will quarrel with them of course ,; and very likely your 
her-in-law will tell them a piece of her mind. And you bring 
« dreary certainty upon you, because, forsooth, you fall in love 
h a fine figure, a pair of grey eyes, and a head of nulmrn (not to 
red) hair ! O Charles Batchelor ! in what a galley hast thou 
ted thyself, and what a family is crowded in thy boat! 

All these thoughts are passing in my mind, as good Mrs. 
mington is prattling to me—I protest I don’t know about what, 
bink I caught some faint sentences about the Patagonian mission, 
Rational schools, and Mr. Bonnington’s lumbago ; but I can’t 
for certain. T was busy with my own thoughts. I had asked 
: awful question—I was not answered. Bessy had even gone away 
a huff about my want of gallantry, but I was easy on that score, 
for Mr. Drencher, she had told me lier sentiments regarding 
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him; “ and though I am considerably older, yet,” thought I,«] 
need not be afraid of that rival. But when she says yes? Q's 
dear! oh dear! Fes means Elizabeth—certainly, a bravo youno 
woman—but it means Mrs. Prior, and Gus, and Amelia Jane, and 
the whole of that dismal fondly.” No wonder, with these dark 
thoughts crowding my mind, Mrs. Bonnington found me absent; 
and,°as a comment upon some absurd reply of mine, said, “La! 
Mr. Batchelor, you must be crossed in love ! ” Crossed in Live; 
It might be as well for some folks if they were crossed in love! 
At my age, and having loved madly, as I did, that party in 1 Dublin, 
a man doesn’t take the second fit by any means so strongly. Well! 
well! the die was cast, and I was there to bide the hazard. What 
can be the matter 1 I look pale and unwell, and had better stt 
Mr. D. Thank you, my dear ill's. Bonnington. I had a violent 
—a violent toothache last night—yes, toothache; and was kepi 
awake, thank you. And there’s nothing like having it out! anil 
Mr. D. draws them beautifully, and has taken out six of yom 
children’s 1 It’s better now; I daresay it will be better still, fawn 
I retire to my chamber : I take a book—can t read one word of it 
I resume my tragedy. Tragedy 1 Bosh ! 

I suppose Mr. Drencher thought his yesterday s patient voir 
be hotter for a little more advice and medicine, for he must pa; 
a second visit to Shvublands on this day, just after the row vit 
the Captain had taken place, and walked up to the upper legions 
as his custom was. Very likely he found Mr. Clarence bathing hi 
nose there, and prescribed for the injured organ. Certainly li 
knocked at the door of Miss Prior’s schoolroom (the fellow vs 
always finding a pretext for entering that apartment), and Mash 
Bedford comes to me with a woebegone livid countenance, and 
“ Ha ! ha 1 young Sawbones is up with her ! ” 

“ So, my poor Dick,” I say, “ I heard your confession as 1 te 
myself running in to rescue Miss P. from that villain.” 

“ My blood was hup,” groans Dick, “ up, I bog your pardo 
When I saw that young rascal lay a hand on her, I could not lie 
flying at him. I would have Hit him if he had been my own fatlu 
And°I could not help saying what was on my mind. It 
come out; I knew it would some day. I might as well wish 
the moon as hope to get her. She thinks herself superior to n 
and perhaps she is mistaken. But it’s no use ; she don’t cme 
me ; she don’t care for anybody. Now the words are out, in coin 
I mustn’t stay here.” 

“ You may get another place easily enough with your charaw 
Bedford ! ” 

But lie shook his head. “I’m not disposed to black now 
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BC ’ S boots no more. I have another place. T have saved a bit 
. ]n01lC y. My poor old mother is gone, whom you used to be so 
l n( j t0; ' Mr. B. I’m alone now. Confound that Sawbones, will 
, nevcr come away ? I’ll toll you about my plans some day, sir, 
jd I know you’ll be so good as to help me.” And away goes 
,j c j. looking the picture of woe and despair. 

Presently, from the upper rooms, Sawbones descends. I hap- 
eiied to be standing in the hall, you see, talking to Dick. Mr. 
trencher scowls at me fiercely, and I suppose I return him haughty 
lance for glance. He hated me : I him : I liked him to hate me. 

“IIow is your patient, Mr.—a—Drencher?” I ask. 

“Trifling contusion of the nose—brown paper and vinegar,” 
avs the Doctor. 

“Great powers ! did the villain strike her on the nose?” I cry 
n terror. 

“ Her —whom ? ” says lie. 

“ Oh—ah—yes—indeed ; it’s nothing,” I say, smiling. The 
act is I had forgotten about Baker in my natural anxiety for 
Elizabeth. 

“ I don’t know what you mean by laughing, sir,” says the 
red-haired practitioner. “ But if you mean chaff, Mr. Batchelor, 
let me tell you I don’t want chaff, and I won’t have chaff! ” and 
herewith exit Sawbones, looking black doses at me. 

Jealous of me, think I, as I sink down in a chair in the morning- 
room, where the combat had just taken place. And so thou, too, 
art fever-caught, my poor physician ! What a fascination this girl 
has! Here’s the butler : here’s the medical man : here am I : 
here is the Captain has been smitten—smitten oil the nose. Has 
the gardener been smitten too, and is the page gnawing his buttons 
off for jealousy, and is Monsieur Bulkeley equally in love with her? 
I take up a review, and think over this, as I glance through its 
Pages. 

As I am lounging and reading, Monsieur Bulkeley himself makes 
his appearance, bearing in cloaks and packages belonging to his 
lady. “ Have the goodness to take that cap off,” I say coolly. 

“ You. ’ave the goodness to remember that if hever I see you 
limit o’ this ’otise I’ll punch your liugly ’ead off,” says the monstrous 
menial. But I poise my paper-cutter, and lie retires growling. 

From despondency I pass to hope ; and the prospect of marriage, 
i w hkh before appeared so dark to me, assumes a gayer line. I 
I have four hundred a year, and that house in Devonshire Street, 

; Bloomsbury Square, of which the upper part will be quite big 
I eno «gh for us. If we have children, there is Queen Square for them 
j to walk and play in. Several genteel families I know, who still 



138 


LOVEL THE WIDOWER 


live in the neighbourhood, will come and sec my wife., and we s u 
have a comfortable cosy little society, suited to our small means' 
The tradesmen in Lamb’s Conduit Street are excellent, ami tl, 
music at the Foundling always charming. I shall give up one 
my clubs. The other is within an easy walk. 

No: my wife’s relations will not plague mo. Bessy is a most 
sensible determined woman, and as cool a hand as I know. ^ 
will only see Mrs. Prior at proper (and, I trust, distant) intervals 
Her brothers and sisters will learn to know their places, and gj 
obtrude upon mo or the company which I keep. My friends, win 
are educated people and gentlemen, will not object to visit m e 
because I live over a. shop (my ground-floor anil spacious hui 
premises in Devonshire Street are let to a German toy-warelmnsp,, 
I shall add a hundred or two at least to my income by my 1 itcrarv 
labour; and Bessy, who has practised frugality all her life, anil 
been a good daughter and a good sister, I know will prove a vml 
wife, and, please Heaven! a good mother. Why, four hundred a 
year plus two hundred, is a nice little income. And my old 
College friend, Wigmore, who is just on the Bench 1 He will, 
he must get me a place—say three hundred a year. With nine 
hundred a year we can do quite well. 

Love is full of clations and despondencies. The future, over 
which such a black cloud of doubt lowered a few minutes sinu, 
blushed a sweet rose-colour now. T saw myself happy, 1 iclovnl, 
with a competence, and imagined myself reposing in the delightful 
garden of Red Lion Square on some summer evening, and half-a- 
dozen little Batchelors frisking over the flower-bespangled grass 
there. 

After our little colloquy, Mrs. Bennington not finding mudi 
pleasure in my sulky society, had gone to Miss Prior’s room with 
her young folks, and as the door of the morning-room opened now 
and again, I could hear the dear young ones scuttling about the 
passages, where they were playing at horses and lighting and so 
forth. After a while good Mrs. B. came down from the schoolroom. 
“Whatever has happened, Mr. Batchelor 1” she said to me, in her 
passage through the morning-room. “Miss Prior is very pale and 
absent. You are very pale and absent. Have you been courtin'.' 
her, you naughty man, and trying to supplant Mr. Drem'kr! 
There now, you turn as red as my ribbon ! Ah I Bessy is a g<»“l 
girl, and so fond of my dear children. ‘ Ah, dear Mrs. Bennington, 
she says to me—but of course you won’t tell Lady B. : it wouH 
make Lady B. perfectly furious. ‘Ah!’ says Miss P. to me,‘I 
wish, ma’am, that my little charges were like their dear little uncles 
and aunts—so exquisitely brought up ! ’ Pop again wished to lif»t 
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J uncle. I wish—I wish Frederick would send that child to 
|j (10 l j Miss P. owns that he is too much for her. Come, 
jldren, it is time to go to dinner.” And, with more of this 
little, the good lady summons her young ones, who descend from 
g schoolroom with their nephew and niece. 

Following nephew and niece, comes demure Miss Prior, to 
hom I ding a knowing glance, which says, plain as eyes can 
l<S ih—Do, Elizabeth, come and talk for a little to your faithful 
ntcholor! She gives a sidelong look of intelligence, leaves a 
misd and a pair of gloves on a table, accompanies Mrs. Bniming- 
,n and the young ones into the garden, sees the clergyman’s wife 
id children disappear through the garden gate, and her own 
until fid charges engaged in the straw berry-1 >eds ; and, of course, 
gurus to the morning-room for her parasol and gloves, which she 
ad forgotten. There is a calmness about that woman—an easy 
auntlcss dexterity, which irightens me —mu parole <CItonnettr. 
u that white breast is there a white marble stone in place of the 
rdinary cordial apparatus ? Under the white velvet glove of that 
ool hand are there bones of cold steel ? 

“So, Drencher has again been here, Elizabeth?” I say. 

She shrugs her shoulders. “ To see that wretched Captain 
Inker. The horrid little man will die ! lie was not actually 
utor just now when he—when I—when you saw him. How I 
visli you had come sooner—to prevent that horrible, tipsy, disrepu- 
nlilc quarrel ! It makes me very very thoughtful, Mr. Batchelor, 
do will speak to his mother—to Mr. Lovel. I shall have to go 
way. I know I must.” 

“And don’t you know where you can find a home, Elizabeth? 
Have the words I spoke this morning been so soon forgotten?” 

“Oil! Mr. Batchelor! you spoke in a. heat. You could not 
kink seriously of a poor girl like me, so friendless and poor, with 
«J many family ties. Pop is looking this way, jdca.se. To a man 
ned like you, what can I be?” 

‘ ion may make the rest of my life hapjiy, Elizabeth!” I 
'T- “ \\ e are friends of such old—old date, that you know what 

disposition is.” 


“Dh! indeed,” says she, “it is certain that there never was a 
"voider disposition or a more gentle creature.” (Somehow I thought 
U said the words “gentle creature” with rather a sarcastic tone of 


ouoe.) “ But consider your habits, dear sir. I remember how in 
peak Street you used to he always giving, and, in spite of your 
"ironic, always poor. You love ease and elegance ; and having, I 


arrsny, not too much for yourself now, would you encumber your- 
e 1 " ith—with me and the expenses of a household ? I shall always 
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regard you, esteem you, love you as the best friend I ever had, at ; 
—void venir la mere du vaurien.” 

Enter Lady Baker. “Do I interrupt a tete-a-tete, prav" 
she asks. 

“ My benefactor has known me since I was a child, and |> 
friended me since then,” says Elizabeth, with simple kindues 

beaming in her look. “ We were just speaking—I was just_ah 

—-telling him that my uncle has invited me most kindly to Sain 
Boniface, whenever I can be spared; and if you and the family« 
to the Isle of Wight this autumn, perhaps you will intercede wii 
Mr. Lovel, and let me have a little holiday. Mary will take ever 
charge of the children, and I do so long to see my dear aunt an 
cousins 1 And I was begging Mr. Batchelor to use his interest wit 
you, and to entreat you to use your interest to get me leave. Tin 
was what our talk was about.” 

The deuce it was ! I couldn’t say No, of course; but I proto 
I had no idea until that moment that our conversation had bee 
about Aunt and Uncle at Saint Boniface. Again came the horrih 
suspicion, the dreadful doubt—the chill as of a cold serpent craw 
ing down my back—which had made me pause, and gasp, and tin 
pale, anon when Bessy and Captain Clarence were holding colloqn 
together. What has happened in this woman’s life? Do I knows 
about her, or anything; or only just as much as she chooses? 0 
Batch—Batch ! I suspect you are no better than an old gaby! 

“ And Mr. Drencher has just been here and seen your son 
Bessy continues softly ; “ and he begs and entreats your Ladysli 
to order Captain Baker to be more prudent. Mr. D. says Oapta 
Baker is shortening his life, indeed lie is, by his carelessness.” 

There is Mr. Lovel coming from the City, and the children a 
running to their papa ! And Miss Prior makes her patroness 
meek curtsey, and demurely slides away from the room. With 
sick heart I say to myself, “ She has been—yes—humbugging 
the word—humbugging Lady B. Elizabeth ! Elizabeth ! can it 
possible thou art humbugging me too 1 ” 

Before Lovel enters, Bedford rapidly flits through the roo: 
He looks as pale as a ghost. His face is awfully gloomy. 

“ Here’s the governor come,” Dick whispers to me. “ It mi 
all come hout now—out, I beg your pardon. So she’s caught yc 
has she? I thought she would.” And he grins a ghastly grin. 

“ What do you mean ? ” I ask, and I daresay turn rather red. 

“ I know all about it. I’ll speak to you to-night, sir. *■'' 
found her ! confound her! ” and he doubles his knuckies into i 
eyes, and rushes out of the room over Buttons entering with t 
afternoon tea. 
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“What on earth’s the matter, and why are you knocking the 
• <rs about 1 ” Lovel asks at dinner of his butler, who, indeed, 
ted as one distraught. A savage gloom was depicted on Bedford’s 
, ]j‘ melancholy countenance, and the blunders in his service 
ere many. With his brother-in-law Lovel did not exchange many 

j s Clarence was not yet forgiven for his escapade two days 
•prions. And when Lady Baker cried, “ Mercy, child ! what have 
)U ( ] onc to yourself 1” and the Captain replied, “Knocked my face 
r iinst a dark door—made my nose bleed,” Lovel did not look up 
■ express a word of sympathy. “ If the fellow knocked his worth- 
PS head off, I should not be sorry,” the widower murmured to me. 
ldeccl the tone of the Captain’s voice, his ton, and his manners 
; ncneral, were especially odious to Mr. Lovel, who could put up 
ith the tyranny of women, but revolted against the vulgarity and 
isuniption of certain men. 

As yet nothing had been said about the morning’s quarrel, 
[ere we were all sitting with a sword hanging over our heads, 
ailing and chatting, and talking cookery, politics, the weather, 
nil what not. Bessy was perfectly cool and dignified at tea. 
langcr or doubt did not seem to affect her. If she had been 
idered for execution at the end of the evening she would have 
mde the tea, played her Beethoven, answered questions in her 
sual voice, and glided about from one to another witli her usual 
ignified calm, until the hour of decapitation came, when she would 
ave made her curtsey, and gone out and had the amputation per- 
irmed quite quietly and neatly. I admired her, I was frightened 
efore her. The cold snake crept more than ever down my back as 
meditated on her. I made such awful blunders at whist that 
good Mrs. Bonnington lost her temper with her fourteen sidi¬ 
ngs. Miss Prior would have played her hand out, and never made 
fault, you may be sure. She retired at her accustomed hour. 
Ira. Bonnington had her glass of negus, and withdrew too. Lovel 
coping his eyes sternly on the Captain, that officer could only get 
little sherry and seltzer, and went to bed sober. Lady Baker 
nliled Lovel in her arms, a process to which my poor friend very 
lumbly submitted. Everybody went to bed, and no tales were 
old of the morning’s doings. There was a respite, and no execu- 
ion could take place till to-morrow at any rate. Put on thy night- 
up, Damocles, and slumber for to-night at least. Thy slumbers 
dll not be cut short by the awful Chopper of Fate. 

Perhaps you may ask what need had / to be alarmed 1 Nothing 
euld happen to me. I was not going to lose a governess’s place. 
' ell, if I must tell the truth, I had not acted with entire candour 
11 the matter of Bessy’s appointment. In recommending her to 
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Level awl the late Mrs. L., I had answered for her probity.. 
so forth, with all my might. I had described the respcctabilitj' 
lier family, her father’s campaigns, her grandfather’s (old bj. 
Sargent’s) celebrated sermons ; and had enlarged with the utm. 
eloquence upon the learning and high character of her undo,; 
Master of Boniface, and the deserved regard he bore his niece, f 
that part of Bessy’s biography which related to the Academy L, 
I had not touched upon. A quoi bon t Would every gentlon. 
or lady like to have everything told about him or her? I hailk: 
the Academy dark then ; and so had brave Dick Bedford tile butt: 
and should that miscreant Captain reveal the secret, I knew tk 
would be an awful commotion in the building. I should hr 
to incur Level’s not unjust reproaches for suj>pressio veri, and t. 
anger of those two viraip'nes, the grandmothers of Level’s ch&fe 
I was more afraid of the women than of him, though eonsciw 
whispered me that I had not tutted quite rightly by my friend. 

When, then, the bed-candles were lighted, and every one» 
good-night, “ Oh ! Captain Baker,” say I gaily, and putting on 
confoundedly hypocritical grin, “ if you will conic into my room, 
will give you that book.” 

“What book?” says Baker. 

“The book we were talking of tiiis morning.” 

“ Hang me, if I know what you mean,” says lie. And lucid! 
for me, Level, giving a shrug of disgust, and a good-night to ■ 
stalked out of the room, bed-candle in hand. No doubt, lie thou;] 
his wretch of a brother-in-law did not well remember after dinu 
what he had done or said in the morning. 

As I now had the Blacksheep to myself, I said calmly, “Y 
are quite right. There was no talk about a book at all, Cape 
Baker. But I wished to see you alone, and impress upon you i 


earnest wish that everything which occurred this morning —ini 
everythiny —should he considered as strictly private, and should 
confided to no person whatever —you understand?—to no person. 

“Confound me,” Baker breaks out, “if I understand what; 
mean by your books and your ‘strictly private.’ I shall sp 
what I choose—hang me ! ” 

“In that ease, sir,” I said, “will you have the goodness 
send a friend of yours to my friend Captain Fitzboodle ? I ) li: 
consider tiie matter as personal between ourselves. You insulted 
and, as I find now, for the second time—a lady whose relations 
me you know. You have given neither to her, nor to me, t 
apology to which we are both entitled. You refuse even to pa* 


to be silent regarding a painful scene which was occasions 
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own brutal and cowardly behaviour : and you must abide by 
e consequences, sir ! you must abide by the consequences ! ” And 
l ircd at him over my fiat candlestick. 

‘‘Curse me!—and hang me !—and,” &e. &c. &e. he says, “if 
know what all this is about. What the dooce do you talk to me 
)l)U t books, and about silence, and apologies, and sending Captain 
itzboodle to me? /don’t want to see Captain Fitzboodle—great 
t brute ! / know him perfectly well.” 

“ flush ! ” say I, “ here’s Bedford.” In fact, Dick appeared at 
,j s juncture, to close the house and put the lamps out. 

But Captain Clarence only spoke or screamed louder. “ What 
> I care about who hears me? That fellow insulted me already 
,-day, and I’d have pitched his life out of him, only I was down, 
id i’m so confounded weak and nervous, and just out of my fever 
-anil—and hang it all! what are you driving at, Mr. What’s- 
iiir-iiainc ? ” And the wretched little creature cries almost as 
e speaks. 

“ Once for all, will you agree that the affair about which we 
Hike shall go no further?” I say, as stern as Draco. 

“ I shan’t say anythin’ about it. I wish you’d leave me alone, 
ou fellows, and not come botherin’. I wish I could get a glass 
f hrandy-and-water up in my bedroom. I tell you I can’t sleep 
itlnmf it,” whimpers the wretch. 

“Sorry I laid hands on you, sir,” says Bedford sadly. “It 
asn’t worth the while. Go to bed, and I’ll got you something 
•arm.” 

“ Will you, though ? I couldn’t sleep without it. Do now— 
o now ! and I won’t say anythin’— I won’t now— on the honour 
f a gentleman, I won’t. Good-night, Mr. Wlmt-d’ye-call.” And 
ledford leads the helot to his chamber. 

“ I’ve got him in bed ; and I’ve given him a dose : and I put 
nne laudanum in it. He ain’t been out. He has not had much 
hIuv,” says Bedford, coming back to my room, with his face 
inimmsly pale. 

“You have given him laudanum?” I ask. 

“ Sawbones gave him some yesterday,—told me to give him a 
ttlc:—forty drops,” growls Bedford. 

Then the gloomy major-domo puts a hand into each waistcoat 
°cket, and looks at me. “You want to fight for her, do you, 
iC Calling out, and that sort of game? Phoo ! ”—and he laughs 
■wilfully. 

“ The little miscreant is too despicable, I own,” say I, “ and it’s 
ksurd for a peaceable fellow like me to talk about powder and 
hut at this time of day. But what could I do?” 
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could not have been more disgusting. It appeared (from lii>,lf 0 » 
statement) that iEsculapius, on getting into his gig, had alio* 
this scrap of paper to whisk out of his pocket—the rest lie J(j 
no doubt, under the eyes of the writer. Very likely, during 
perusal, he had taken and squeezed the false hand which wvotcj 
lines. Very likely the first part of the precious document cuntaj. 
compliments to him—from the horrible context I judged so- ( , 
pliments to that vendor of leeches and bandages, into whose lit 
I daresay I wished ten thousand lancets might be stuck, as 1 1 
used the False One's wheedling address to him! So ran the 4 
ment. IIow well every word of it was engraved on my unguis] 
heart ! If page three, which I suppose was about the bit of 
letter which I got, was as it was—what must pages one and 
have been ! The dreadful document began, then, thus:-- 

“-dear hair in the locket, which I shall ever wear lor 

sake of him who gave it ”■ —(dear hair ! indeed—disgusting earn 
She should have been ashamed to call it “dear hair”)—“tot 
sake of him who gave it and whoso hud temper I shall pan 
because 1 think in spite of his faults he is a little fond of his 
Lizzie ! Ah, Edward ! how could you go on so the last time a' 
poor Mr. B. ! Can you imagine that I can ever have more tli 
filial regard for the kind old gentleman ! ” (11 eta it question, de 
via parole d’honneur. I was the kind old gentleman !) “ I 

known him since my childhood. He was intimate in our fami 
earlier and happier days; made our house his home; and, I 
say, was most kind to all of us children. If lie has vanities, 
naughty boy, is lie the only one of his sex who is vain 1 Van 
fancy that such an old creature (an old muff, as you call 
you wicked satirical man) could ever make an impression oi 
heart ? No, sir ! ” (Aha ! So I was an old muff, was I ?) “Tli 
I don’t wish to make you vain too, or that other people should i 
at you, as you do at poor dear Mr. B., ,1 think, sir, you nee 
look in your glass to see that you need not be afraid of such a 
as that. You fancy lie is attentive to mol If you looked c 
little angrily at him, he would ily back to London. To-day, 
your horrid little patient did presume to offer to take my 
when I boxed his little wicked ears and sent him spinning' 
end of the room—poor Mr. Batch was no frightened that lie d 
dare to come into the room, and I saw him peeping behind a i 
on the lawn, and he would not come in until the servants ar 
Poor man ! We cannot all of us have courage like a e 
Edward, who I know is as hold as a lion. Now, sir, you mu 
he quarrelling with that wretched little Captain for being ru< 
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hown him that I can very -well take care of myself. I knew 
ves , thin a the first moment I set eyes on him, though he 
3 gotten me. Years ago I met him, and I remember he was 
Luvlly rude and tips 

Here the letter was torn. Beyond “ tips ” it did not go. But 
“ a enough, wasn’t it? To this woman I had offered a gentle 

I nr'uliv I may say a kind and tender heart—I had offered four 
„ red a’year in funded property, besides my house in Devonshire 

II t Bloomsbury—and she preferred Edward , forsooth, at the sign 
We’c illipot: and may ten thousand pestles smash his brains ! 

Y 0 u may fancy what a night I had after reading that scrap. I 
nige you I did not sleep much. I heard the hours toll as I kept 
", ' I lay amidst shattered capitals, broken shafts of the tumbled 
ilace which I had built in imagination—oh ! how bright and 
atoly ! I sat amongst the ruins of my own happiness, surrounded 
. t i ic murdered corpses of innocent-visioned domestic joys. _ Tick 
ek 1 Moment after moment I heard oil the clock the clinking foot¬ 
er of wakeful grief. I fell into a doze towards morning, and 
reamed that I was dancing with Glorvina, when I woke with a 
art finding Bedford arrived with my shaving-water and opening 
ic shutters. When he saw my haggard face he wagged his head. 

“You have read it, I sec, sir,” says he. 

| “ Y es Dick,” groaned I out of bed, “I have swallowed it. 
ml I laughed I may say a fiendish laugh. “ And now I have 
ken it, not poppy nor mandragora, nor all the drowsy syrups m 
is shop (hang him !) will be able to medicine me to sleep for some 

me to come ! ” , . 

“ She has no heart, sir. I don’t think she cares for t other 
lap much,” groans the gloomy butler. “ She can t, after having 
aown us ’’—and my companion in grief, laying down my hot-water 
retreats. 

’i did not cut any part of myself with my razor. I shaved 
uite calmly. I went to the family at breakfast. My impression 
I was sarcastic and witty. I smiled most kindly at Miss Pnoi 
lieu she came in. Nobody could have seen from my outward 
ehaviour that anything was wrong within. I was an apple, 
lould you inspect the worm at my core? No, no. Somebody, 
think old Baker, complimented me on my good looks. I was 
smiling lake. Could you sec on niv placid surface, amongst my 
heeny water-lilies, that a corpse was lying under my cool depths 
A. bit of devilled chicken ?” “No, thank you. By the way, 
(Qvel, I think I must go to town to-day.” “You’ll come back to 
inner, of course?” “Well—no.” “Oh, stuff! You promised 
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me to-day and to-morrow. Robinson, Brown, and Jones, 
coining to-morrow, and you must be here to meet them.” ] 
we prattle on. I answer, I smile, I say, “Yes, if you ],1 ( , 
another cup,” or, “Be so good as to hand the muffin,” or whitf* 
But I am dead. I feel as if I am under ground, and buried. [. 
and tea, and clatter, and muffins are going on, of course; 
daisies spring and the sun shines on the grass whilst I am in,: 
it. Ah, dear me! it’s very cruel : it’s very very lonely: it’s i> 
odd! I don’t belong to tlui world anymore. I have done i; 
it. I am shelved away. But my spirit returns and Hitters tlirou- 
the world, which it has no longer anything to do with : and ; 
ghost, as it were, conics and smiles at my own tombstone. H f 
lies Charles Batchelor, the Unloved One. Oh ! alone, alone, aim. 
Why, Fate ! didst thou ordain that I should he companion!,,. 
Tell me where the Wandering Jew is, that I may go and, 
with him. Is there any place at a lighthouse vacant ? 11] 

knows where is the Island of Juan Fernandez 1 Engage incadi 
and take me there at. once. Mr. It. Crusoe, I think 1 ? My k 
Robinson, have the kindness to hand me over your goatskin q 
breeches, anil umbrella. Go home, and leave me here. Woul 
you know who is the solitariest man on earth 1 That man am 
Was that cutlet which I ate at breakfast anon, was that lain 
which frisked on the mead last week (heyoml yon wall where tl 
unconscious cucumber lay basking which was to form his saiirc)- 
I say was that land) made so tender that I might eat him ? At 
my heart, then 1 Poor heart! wort thou so softly constituted d 
that women might stab thee? So I am a Muff, am I? And.4 
will always wear a look of bis “ dear hair,” will she ? 11a! In 

The men on the omnibus looked askance as they saw me laud 
They thought it was from Hanwcll, not Putney, I was eseapin: 
Escape? Who can escape? I went into London. I went t 
the Clubs. Jawkins, of course, was there; and my impression i 
that he talked as usual. I took another omnibus, and went lw 
to Putney. “ I will go hack and revisit mv grave,” I tliongli 
It is said that ghosts loiter about their former haunts a good ilfi 


when they are first dead; Hit wistfully among their old friends an 
companions, and, I daresay, expect to hear a plenty of eonversatw 
and friendly tearful remark about themselves. But suppose the 
return, and find nobody talking of them at all \ Or siip!> lisf 


Hamlet ( Pi: re, and Royal Dane) comes hack and finds Claudius aw 
Gertrude very comfortable over a piece of cold meat, or what n°t 
Is the late gentleman’s present position as a ghost a very pleas® 
one? Grow, Cocks ! Quick, Sundawn ! Open, Trap-door ! Alio** 
it’s best to pop underground again. So I am a Muff, am I? 
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jous thing that walk up the hill to the house was ! What a 
^ reu t place Shrublands was yesterday to what it is to-day ! 
B {-], e SU n lost its light, and the flowers their bloom, and the joke 
sparkle, and the dish its savour 1 Why, bless my soul! wluit 
Lizzie herself-—only an ordinary woman—freckled certainly— 
orri'dbly dull, and without a scintillation of humour; and you 
an to say, Charles Batchelor, that your heart once beat about 
it woman t Under the intercepted letter of that cold assassin, 
heart had fallen down dead, irretrievably dead. I remember, 
orojios of the occasion of my first death, that perpetrated by 
orvimi— on my second visit to Dublin — with what a strange 
hsation I walked under some trees in the Phoenix Park beneath 
hi c h it had been my custom to meet my P’alse One Number 1. 
[ore were the trees—there were the birds singing—there was the 
poll on which we used to sit—the same, but how different! The 
h's had a different foliage, exquisite amaranthine; the birds sang 
I song paradisiacal; the bench was a bank of roses and fresh 
(were, which young Love twined in fragrant chaplets around the 
tittle of Grlorvina. Roses and fresh flowers? Rheumatisms and 
innel-waisteoats, you silly old man ! Foliage and Song ? O namby- 
imby driveller ! A statue?—a doll, thou twaddling old dullard !— 
doll with carmine cheeks, and a heart stuffed with bran—I say, 
l the night preceding that ride to and from Putney, I had under- 
mc death—in that omnibus I had been carried over to t’other 


de of the Stygian shore. I returned but as a passionless ghost, 
imembering my life-days, but not feeling any more. Love was 
Jail, Elizabeth ! Why, the Doctor came, and partook freely of 
inch, and I was not angry. Yesterday I called him names, and 
ated him, and was jealous of him. To-day I felt no rivalship ; 
id no envy at his success ; and no desire to supplant him. No— 
swear—not the slightest wish to make Elizabeth mine if she 
ouhl. I might have cared for her yesterday—yesterday I had 
heart. Psha ! my good sir or madam. You sit by me at dinner, 
erhaps you are handsome, and use your eyes. Ogle away. Don’t 
aulk yourself, pray. But if you fancy I care a threepenny-piece 
bout you or for your eyes—or for your bonny brown hair—or 


> r your sentimental remarks, sidelong warbled—or for your praise 
3 (not of) my face—or for your satire behind my back—all me !— 
°' v mistaken you arc ! Peine perdue, ma c/iere dame The diges- 
ivc organs are still in good working order—but the heart! Caret. 

I was perfectly civil to Mr. Drencher, and, indeed, wonder 
0 think how in my irritation I had allowed myself to apply 
mentally) any sort of disagi •enable phrases to a most excellent 
"it deserving and good-looking young man, who is beloved by 
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the poor, and has won the just confidence of an extensive cm 
patients. I made no sort of remark to Miss Prior, except ■, 
the weather and the flowers in the garden. I was bland, ( 
rather pleasant, not too high-spirited, you understand.—K, 
vow you could not have seen a nerve wince, or the slij 
alteration in my demeanour. I helped the two old dowageis 
listened to their twaddle; I gaily wiped up with my napkin ti 
quarters of a glass of sherry which Popham flung over my trot: 

I would defy you to know that I had gone through the tick 
operation of an excision of the heart a few hours previoi 
Heart—pooh! I saw Miss Prior’s lip quiver. Without at 
between us, she knew perfectly well that all was over as rega: 
her late humble servant. She winced once or twice, if 
Drencher was busy with his plate, the grey eyes cast towards 
interjectional looks of puzzled entreaty. She, I say, winced; 

I give you my word I did not care a fig whether she was sc 
or pleased, or happy, or going to be hanged. And I can’t git- 
better proof of my utter indifference about the matter, than; 
fact that I wrote two or three copies of verses descriptive of ; 
despair. They appeared, you may perhaps remember, in one of; 
annuals of those days, and were generally attributed to one of: 
most sentimental of our young poets. I remember the reviews 
they were “ replete with emotion,” “ full of passionate and earn 
feeling,” anol so forth. Feeling, indeed! —ha ! ha! “ Passionatee 
bursts of a grief-stricken heart ! ”—Passionate scrapings of a fid; 
stick, my good friend. “Lonely” of course rhymes with “ oni; 
and “gushes"with “blushes,” and “despair” with “hair,”mil 
on. Despair is perfectly compatible with a good dinner, I prom 
you. Hair is false: hearts are false. Grapes may be sour, w 
claret is good, my masters. Do you suppose I am going to cry a 
eyes out, because Chloe’s are turned upon Strephon 1 If you fi 
any whimpering in mine, may they never wink at a bee’s-wing aiC 
When the Doctor rose presently, saying he would go and see a 
gardener’s child, who was ill, and casting longing looks at Miss Prid 
I assure you I did not feel a tittle of jealousy, though Miss Bps] 
actually followed Mr. Drencher on to the lawn, under the pretei 
of calling back Miss Cissy, who had run thither without her boDifl 
“Now, Lady Baker, which was light? you or I?” asks l*®.] 
Mrs. Bonnington, wagging her head towards the lawn where til 
couple of innocents were disporting. 

“ You thought there was an affair between Miss Prior and ,l -- 
medical gentleman,” I say, smiling. “ It was no secret, 3b 
Bonnington.” \ 

“Yes, but there were others who were a little smitten in t:> 
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tor too,” says Lady Baker; and she in turn wags her old head 
rds me. 

‘You mean me!” I answer, ns innocent as a new-born babe. 
im n burnt cliild, Lady Baker; I have been at the fire, and am 
Uy thoroughly done, thank you. One of your charming sex 
ll me some years ago; and once is quite enough, I am much 
ged to you. 

This I said, not because it was true ; in fact, it was the reverse 
ruth ; but if I chose to lie about my own affairs, pray, why not? 
1 though a strictly truth-telling man generally, when I do lie, I 
miso you I do it boldly and well. 

“ If, as I gather from Mrs. Bonnington, Mr. Drencher and 
is Prior like each other, I wish my old friend joy. I wish 
Drencher joy with all my heart. The match seems to me 
ellcnt. lie is a deserving, a clever, and a handsome young 
>w; and I am sure, ladies, you can bear witness to her goodness, 
:r all you have known of her.” 

“ My dear Batchelor,” says Mrs. Bonnington, still smiling and 
king, “I don’t believe one single word you say—not one single 
il ! ” And she looks infinitely pleased as she speaks. 

“ Oh ! ” cries Lady Baker, “ my good Mrs, Bonnington, you 
always match-making — don’t contradict me. You know you 
tight--” 

“Oh, please don’t,” cries Mrs. B. 

“ I will. She thought, Mr. Batchelor, she actually thought 
t our son, that my Cecilia’s husband, was smitten by the 
erness. I should like to have seen him dare ! ” and her lhisli- 
ryes turn towards the late Mrs. Lovcl’s portrait, with its faded 
per leering over the harp. “The idea that any woman could 
reed that angel, indeed ! ” 

“Indeed, I don’t envy her,” I said. 

“You don’t mean, Batchelor, that my Frederick would not 
ke any woman happy!” cries the Bonnington. “He’s only 
cn-am 1-thirty, very young for his age, and the most affectionate 
Teat.mes. I am surprised, and it’s most cruel, and most unkind 
you, to say that you don’t envy any woman that marries 
hoy 1 

“ My dear good Mrs. Bonnington, you quite misapprehend me,” 
enni rk. 

“Why, when his late wife was alive,” goes on Mrs. B., sobbing, 
on know with what admirable sweetness and gentleness he bore 
tier—bad temper—excuse me, Lady Baker ! ” 
fdb pray, abuse my departed angel! ” cries the Baker ; “ say 
t your son should marry and forget her—say that those darlings 
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should be made to forget their mother. She was a woman of| r 
and a woman of breeding, and a woman of family, and the l;^’ 

came in with the Conqueror, Mrs. Bennington-” 

“ I think I heard of one in the Court of Pharaoh,” I interpi,.,, 
“ And to say that a Baker is not worthy of a Lovel is j, f& 
news indeed ! Do you hear that, Clarence I” 

“ Hear what, ma’am 1 ” says Clarence, who enters at •; 
juncture. “You’re speakin’ loud enough—though blesht if I 
two sh-shyllables.” 

“ You wretched boy, you have been smoking ! ” 

“ Shmoking—haven’t I?” says Clarence with a laugh; “ s: 
I’ve been at the 1 Five Bells,’ and I’ve been having a game 
billiards with an old friend of mine,” and lie lurches toward 
decanter. 

“ Ah ! don’t drink any more, my child ! ” cries the mother. 

“ I’m as sober as a judge, I tell you. You leave so jirecio 
little in the bottle at dinner, that I must get. it when I can, musn 
I, Batchelor, old boy ? We had a row yesterday, hadn’t wo7 ) 
it was sugar-baker. I’m not angry—you’re not angry. Bear 
mulish. Here’s your health, old boy ! ” 

The unhappy gentleman drank his bumper of sherry, m 
tossing his hair off his head, said- -“ Where’s the governess—vvlicr 
Bessy Bellenden? Who’s that kickin’ me under the table, I say 
“Where is who?” asks his mother. 

“ Bessy Bellenden—the governess—that’s her real name. ..Km 
her these ten years. Used to dansh at Prinsh’s Theatre. I 
member her in the corps-de-ballet. Ushed to go behind the slier 
Dooshid pretty girl! ” maunders out the tipsy youth ; and as 
unconscious subject of his mischievous talk enters the room, ag 
he cries out, “ Come and sit by me, Bessy Bellenden, I say ! ” 
The matrons rose with looks of horror in their faces. “A bal 
dancer!” cries Mrs. Bonnington. “ A ballet-dancer ! ” echoes L: 
Baker. “Young woman, is this true?” 

“ The Bulbul and the Roshe—hay ? ” laughs the Cajiti 
“Don’t you remember you and Fosbery in blue and slqtangl 
Always all right, though, Bellenden was. Fosbery washn’t: 
Bellenden was. (live you every credit for that, Bellenden. Bo: 
my ears. Bear no mulish—no—no—mulish ! Get some m 

sherry, you—wliatsh your name—Bedford, butler—and I’ll ] 
you the money I owe you.” And he laughs his wild laugh, uttc 
unconscious of the effect he is producing. Bedford stands stai 
at him as pale as death. Poor Miss Prior is as white as mar 
Wrath, terror, and wonder are in the countenances of the dowag 
It is an awful scene! 
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; :(i Batchelor knows that it was to help my family I did it,” 
L X hc poor governess. 

• „y,. s l,y George! and nobody can say a word against her,” 
, r 4 s in Dick Bedford, with a sob ; “and she is as honest as any 
oman here. 

.1 l’ray, who told you to put your oar ini” cries the tipsy 


upturn- 

.. And you know that this person was on the stage, and you 
traduced her into my son’s family 1 Oh, Mr. Batchelor, Mr. 
utrhclor, I didn’t think it of you ! Don’t speak to me, miss ! ” 
!j, s the Hurried Bennington. 

“ You brought this woman to the children of my adored Cecilia 1 ” 
ills out the other dowager. “Serpent, leave the room! Pack 
tmr trunks, viper ! and quit the house this instant. Don’t touch 
er, Cissy. Come to me, my blessing. Go away, you horrid 
Tctch ’’ 

“She ain’t a horrid wretch ; and when I was ill she was very 
ouil to us,” breaks in Pop, with a roar of tears : “and you shan’t 
o, .Miss Prior—my dear pretty Miss Prior. You shan’t go ! ” and 
Hr child rushes up to the governess, and covers her neck with tears 
ml kisses. 

“ Leave her, Popliam, my darling blessing !—leave that woman! ” 
tics Lady Baker. 

“ 1 won’t, you old beast!—and she sha a-nn’t go. And I wish 
'on was dead—and, my dear, you shan’t go, and pa shan’t let 
on ! ” shouts the boy. 

“Oil, Popliam, if Miss Prior has been naughty, Miss Prior must 
>•!" says Cecilia, tossing up her head. 

“Spoken like my daughter’s child!” cries Lady Baker: and 
it tie Cissy, having flung her little stone, looks as if she had per- 
i'liiicd a very virtuous action. 

“God bless you, Master Pop—you are a trump, you are!” 
ays Mr. Bedford. 

“ Ves, that 1 am, Bedford; and she shan’t go, shall she 1 ” cries 
lie hoy. 

Put Bessy stooped down sadly and kissed him. “Yes, I must, 
lour,’ she said. 

“ Don't touch him ! Come away, sir ! Come away from her this 
no’ncnt! ’’ shrieked the two mothers. 

“ I nursed him through the scarlet fever, when his own mother 
*°uM not come near him,” says Elizabeth gently. 

“Pin blest if she didn’t,” sobs Bedford—“and—hub—bub— 
3 * ess you, Master Pop ! ” 

“ That child is wicked enough, and headstrong enough, and rude 
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enough already ! ” exclaims Lady Baker. “ I desire, young wotJ 
you will not pollute him further ! ” 

“ That’s a hard word to say to an honest woman, ma’am,’* Si5 
Bedford. 

“Pray, miss, are you engaged to the butler, tool” hisses or 
the dowager. 

“There’s very little the matter with Barnet’s child — ni] !, 

teeth- What on earth has happened ? My dear Lizzie—niyd( S 

Miss Prior—what is it 1 ” cries the Doctor, who enters from 
garden at this juncture. 

“ Nothing has happened, only this young woman has appears 
in a new character ,” says Lady Baker. “ My son lias just infurn»; 
us that Miss Prior danced upon the stage, Mr. Drencher ; and f 
you think such a person is a fit companion for your mother ami 
sisters, who attend a place of Christian worship, I believe—I nisi 
you joy.” 

“ Is this—is this—true 1 ” asks the Doctor, with a look i 
bewilderment. 

“ Yes, it is true,” sighs the girl. 

“ And you never told me, Elizabeth 1 ” groans the Doctor. 

“ She’s as honest as any woman here,” calls out Bedford. “Ski 
gave all the money to her family.” 

“ It wasn’t fair not to tell me. It wasn’t fail',” sobs the I Victor. 
And he gives her a ghastly parting look, and turns his back. 

“ I say, you—Hi ! What-d’you-call-’irn 1 Sawbones ! ” shrieks 
out Captain Clarence. “ Come back, I say. She’s all right, I say. 
Upon my honour, now, she’s all right.” 

“ Miss P. shouldn’t have kept this from me. My mother .wl 
sisters are Dissenters, and very strict. I couldn’t ask a party 

into my family who has been—who has been-1 wish you gooi 

morning,” says the Doctor, and stalks away. 

“ And now, will you please to get your things ready, ami p 
too ? ” continues Lady Baker. “ My dear Mrs. Bonnington, y« 
think-” 

“ Certainly, certainly, she must go ! ” cries Mrs. Bonnington. 

“ Don’t go till Lovel comes home, miss. These ain’t yonr 
mistresses. Lady Baker don’t pay your salary. If you go, I 
too. There ! ” calls out Bedford, and mumbles something in i|,J 
ear about “the end of the world.” 

“You go, too; and a good riddance, you insolent brute, 
exclaims the dowager. 

“ Oh, Captain Clarence ! you have made a pretty mormnjp 
work,” I say. 

“ I don’t kuow what the dooce all the sherry—all the shinty • 
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out ” says the Captain, playing with the empty decanter. “ Gal’s 
good gal—pretty gal. If she choosesh darisli sliport her 
mily, why thedoosh shouldn’t she dansh shport a family 1” 

“That is exactly what I recommend this person to do,” says 
1( ]y Baker, tossing up her head. “ And now I will thank you to 
aV e the room. Do you hear 1 ” 

As poor Elizabeth obeyed this order, Bedford darted after her; 
jd I know ere she had gone five steps he had offered her his 
ivinys and everything he had. She might have had mine yestcr- 
Ly. ° But she had deceived me. She had played fast and loose 
rith me. She had misled me about this Doctor. I could trust 
er no more. My love of yesterday was dead, I say. That vase 
ms broken which never could be mended. She knew all was over 
jetween us. She did not once look at me as she left the room. 

The two dowagers—-one of them, I think, a little alarmed at 
icr victory—left the house, and for once went away in the same 
larouche. The young maniac who had been the cause of the 
aisehief staggered away, I know not whither. 

About four o’clock, poor little Pinhorn, the children’s maid, 
amc to me, well-nigh choking with tears, as she handed me a letter. 

1 She’s goin’ away—and she saved both them children’s lives, she 
lid. And she’ve wrote to you, sir. And Bedford’s a-goin’. And 
.’11 give warnin’, I will, too! ” And the weeping handmaiden 
ctircs, leaving me, perhaps somewhat frightened, with the letter 
u my hand. 

“Dear sir,” she said—“I may write you a line of thanks and 
iircwell. I shall go to my mother. I shall soon find another 
•lace. Poor Bedford, who lias a generous heart, told me that he 

mil given you a letter of mine to Mr. D-. I saw this morning 

bat you knew everything. I can only say now that for all your 
ong kindnesses and friendship to my family I am always your 
iucere and grateful—E. P.” 

Yes: that was all. I think she was grateful. But she had 
mt been candid with me, nor with the poor surgeon. I had no 
oiger: far from it: a great deal of regard and goodwill, nay 
idmiration, for the intrepid girl who had played a long hard part 
f ery cheerfully and bravely. But my foolish little flicker of love 
uni blazed up and gone out in a day; I knew that she never could 
are for me. In that dismal wakeful night, after reading the 
etter, I had thought her character and story over, and seen to 
"hat a life of artifice and dissimulation necessity had compelled 
!ler ' I did not blame her. In such circumstances, with such a 
family, how could she be frank and open 1 Poor thing! poor 
thing! Bo we know anybody 1 Ah ! dear me, wo are most of us 
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very lonely in the world. You who have any who love you, ,i„ 
to them, and thank God. I went into the hall towards evenj. 
her poor trunks and packages were there, anil the little nur v 
maid weeping over theiii. The sight unmanned me ; and I I),,;; 

I cried myself. Poor Elizabeth ! And with these small chestsv 
recommence your life’s lonely voyage! I gave the girl a coupli, 
sovereigns. She sobbed a God bless me ! and burst out crying» 
desperately than ever. Thou hast a kind heart, little Pinhoni! 

“‘Miss Prior—to be called for.’ Whose trunks are tlipJ 
says Lovel, coming from the City. The dowagers drove up at y 
same moment. 

“ Didn’t you see us from the omnibus, Frederick ? ” cries |, 
Ladyship ooaxingly. “ We followed behind you all the way!” 

“ We were in the barouche, my dear,” remarks Mrs. Bonniug 
rather nervously. 

“Whose trunks are those?—what's the matter?—and what 
the girl crying for? ” asks Lovel. 

“ Miss Prior is a-going away,” sobs Pinhoni. 

“Miss Prior going? Is this your doing, my Lady Baker 1 
or yours, mother?” the master of the house says sternly. 

“ She is going, my love, because she cannot stay in this family, 
says mamma. 

“ That woman is no fit companion for my angel’s chililm 
Frederick ! ” cries Lady P. 

“That person has deceived us all, my love!” says mamma, 

“ Deceived ? —how ? Deceived whom?” continues Mr. Luff 
more and more hotly. 

“Clarence, lovel come down, dear! Tell Mr. Lovel ever; 
thing. Come down and tell him this moment,” cries Lady Lake 
to her son, who at this moment appears on the corridor which w: 
round the hall. 

“ What’s the row now, pray?” And Captain Clarence descend 
breaking his shins over poor Elizabeth’s trunks, and calling il»f 
on them his usual maledictions. 

“ Tell Mr. Lovel where you saw that—that person, OlaiW 
Now, sir, listen to mv Cecilia’s brother ! ” 

“ Saw her—saw her in blue and spangles, in the ‘ Rose and tl 
Bulbul,’ at the Prince’s Theatre—and a doosid nice-looking girl d 
was too ! ” says the Captain. 

“ There, sir ! ” 

“There, Frederick !” cry the matrons in a breath. 

“ And what then ? ” asks Lovel. 

“ Mercy ! you ask, What then, Frederick ? Do you kiw' 
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lt a theatre is ? Tell Frederick what a tlieatre is, Mr. Batchelor, 

that my grandchildren must not he educated by--” 

<1 My grandchildren—my Cecilia’s children,” shrieks the other, 
ust not be ])ol-luted by-” 

“ Silence ! ” I say. “ Have you a word against her—have you, 
v, Baker?” 

'*<No. ’Gad! I never said a word against her,” says the 

jtain. “No, hang me, you know—hut-” 

•‘But suppose I knew the fact the whole time 1 ” asks Level, 
jli rather a blush on his cheek. “ Suppose I knew that she 
iced to give her family bread ? Suppose I knew that she toiled 
} laboured to support her parents, and brothers and sisters? 
ppose I know that out ot her pittance she has continued to sup- 
rt them? Suppose I know that she watched my own children 
•(High fever and danger? For these reasons I must turn her 
> of doors, must I ? No, by Heaven ! No !—Elizabeth !— Miss 
i<ir 1- -Come down !—Come here, I beg you ! ” 

The governess, arrayed as for departure, at this moment appeared 
the corridor running round the hall. As Level continued to speak 
•y loud and resolute, she came down looking deadly pale. 

St ill much excited, the widower went up to her and took her 
id. “Dear Miss Prior!” he said—“dear Elizabeth ! you have 
in the best friend of me and mine. You tended my wife in illness, 
i took care of my children in fever and danger. You have been 
admirable sister, daughter in your own family—and for this, and 
these benefits conferred upon us, my relatives—my mother-in-law 
would drive you out of my doors ! It shall not be !—by heavens, 
(hall not be ! ” 

\ou should have seen little Bedford sitting on the governess’s 
v, shaking his fist, and crying “Hurrah!” as his master spoke, 
this time the loud voices and the altercation in the hall had 
'light a half-dozen of servants from their quarters into the hall, 
fo away, all of you!” shouts Level; and the domestic posse 
ires, Bedford being the last to retreat, and nodding approval at 
master as lie backs out of the room. 

'Aon are very good, and kind, and generous, sir,” says the pale 
zfibeth, (ting a handkerchief to her eyes. “ But without the 
ifidenee of these ladies, I must not stay, Mr. Lovel. God bless 

I lor your goodness to me. I must, if you please, return to mv 

titer.” ' 

l he worthy gentleman looked fiercely round at the two elder 
men, and again seizing the governess’s hand, said—“Elizabeth ! 

II Elizabeth ! I implore you not to go! If you love the 

ulren—_ ” 
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“ Oh, sir ! ” (A cambric veil covers Miss Prior’s emotion, ^ 
the expression of her face, on this ejaculation.) 

“ If you love the children,” gasps out the widower, “ stay ^ 
them. If you have a regard for—for their father ”—(Timan% 
where is thy pocket-handkerchief ?)—“ remain in this house, wi : i 
such a title as none can question. Be the mistress of it.” 

“His mistress—and before me ! ” screams Lady Baker. “J[ H 
Bonnington, this depravity is monstrous ! ” 

“ Be my wife, dear Elizabeth ! ” the widower continues 
“ Continue to watch over the children, who shall be motherl® 
no more.” 

“ Frederick ! Frederick ! haven’t they got us ? ” shrieks one of tk 
old ladies. 

“ Oil, my poor dear Lady Baker ! ” says Mrs. Bonnington. 

“ Oh, my poor dear Mrs. Bonnington ! ” says Lady Baker. 

“ Frederick, listen to your mother,” implores Mrs. Bonnington. 

“To your mothers,” sobs Lady Baker. 

And they both go down on their knees, and I heard a boohooof 
a guffaw behind the grecn-baized servants’ door, where I have as 
doubt Monsieur Bedford was posted. 

“ Ah, Batchelor ! dear Batchelor, speak to him ! ” cries goof 
Mrs. Bonny. “ We arc praying this child, Batchelor—this chill 
whom you used to know at College, and when he was a good gentle 
obedient boy. You have influence with my poor Frederick. Exen 
it for his heartbroken mother’s sake ; and you shall have my bubble- 
ubble-essings, you shall.” 

“ My dear good lady,” I exclaim—not liking to see the kind soil 
in grief. 

“Send for Doctor Straightwaist ! Order hint to pause in ha 
madness,” cries Baker; “or it is I, Cecilia’s mother, the mother of 
that murdered angel, that shall go mad.” 

“Angel? Allons / ” I say. “Since his widowhood, you have 
never given the poor fellow any peace. You have been for ever 
quarrelling with him. You took possession of his house; bullied 
his servants; spoiled his children—you did, Lady Baker.” 

“ Sir,” cries her Ladyship, “you are a low, presuming, viilg 41 
man ! Clarence, beat this rude man 1 ” 

“ Nay,” I say, “ there must be no more quarrelling to-day. And 
I am sure Captain Baker will not molest me. Miss Prior, I a ® 
delighted that my old friend should have found a woman of g°°d 
sense, good conduct, good temper—a woman who has had many trials, 
and borne them with very great patience—to take charge of him, 
make him happy. I congratulate you both. Miss Prior has borne 
poverty so well that I am certain she will bear good fortune, for '* | 
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i (T001l jortunc to become the wife of such a loyal, honest, kindly 
Litleiiiiiii as Frederick Lovel.” 

[ After such a speech as that, I think I may say, liberavi 
L iviam. Not one word of complaint, you see, not a hint about 
| Edward,” not a single sarcasm, though I might have launched 
Luo terrific shots out of my quiver, and have made Lovel and his 
[ridc-clect writhe before me. But what is the need of spoiling 
ntort 1 Shall I growl out of my sulky manger because my comrade 
U s the meat ? Eat it, happy dog ! and be thankful. Would not 
hat hone have choked me if I had tried it? Besides, I am aceus- 
ioiucd to disappointment. Other fellows get the prizes which I try 
hr. I am used to run second in the dreary race of love. Second ? 
paha ! Third, Fourth. Que sais-je ? There was the Bombay 
Siptniii in Bess’s early days. There was Edward. Here is 
Frederick. Co to, Charles Batchelor; repine not at fortune : but 
X! content to he Batchelor still. My sister has children. I will be 
in uncle, a parent to them. Isn’t Edward of the scarlet whiskers 
listanccd i Has not poor Dick Bedford lost the race—poor Dick, 
ftho never had a chance, and is the best of us all ? Besides, what 
im it is to see Lady Baker deposed : think of Mrs. Prior coming 
,ii and reigning over her! The purple-faced old fury of a Baker, 
icver will she bully, and rage, and trample more. She must pack 
jp her traps and be off. I know she must. I can congratulate 
Lovel sincerely, and that’s the fact. 

And here at this very moment, and as if to add to the comicality 
if the scene, who should appear but mother-in-law No. 2, Mrs. 
Prior, with her Bluecoat boy, and two or three of her children, 
tvlio had been invited, or had invited themselves, to drink tea with 
Lovel’s young ones, as their custom was whenever they could pro¬ 
cure an invitation. Master Prior had a fine “ copy ” under his 
wm, which he came to show to his patron Lovel. His mamma, 
■ntirely ignorant of what had happened, came fawning in with her 
>1(1 poke-bonnet, her old pocket, that vast depository of all sorts of 
'tores, her old umbrella, and her usual dreary smirk. She made 
icr obeisance to the matrons,—she led up her Bluecoat boy to Mr. 
hovel, in whose otiiee she hoped to find a clerk’s place for her lad, 
on whose very coat and waistcoat she had designs whilst they were 
Jet on Lis back : and she straightway began business with the 
iWagers— 

“ Mv Lady, I hope your Ladyship is quite well 1 ” (a curtsey). 

Hear kind Mrs. Bennington ! I came to pay my duty to you, 
mum. This is Louisa, my Lady, the great girl for whom your 
■Ladyship so kindly promised the gown. And this is my little girl, 
Ars. Bonnington, mum, please; and this is my big Blue. Go and 
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speak to dear kind Mr. Level, Gus, our dear good friend and j lt , } 
teetor,—tlie son and son-in-law of these dear ladies. Look, sir, ;, 
has brought his copy to show you; and it’s creditable to a boy,; 
his age, isn’t it, Mr. Batchelor? You can say, who know so w, 
what writing is, and my kind services to you, sir—and—Elizabeth 
Lizzie, my dear! where’s your spectacles, you—you-” 

Here she stopped, and looking alarmed at the group, at (l,i 
boxes, at the blushing Level, at the pale countenance of t! f 
governess, “Gracious goodness!” she said, “what has happened; 
Tell me, Lizzie, what is it ?” 

“Is this collusion, pray ?” says rutiled Mrs. Bennington. 

“Collusion, dear Mrs. Bonnington?” 

“Or insolence?” bawls out my Lady Baker. 

“Insolence, your Ladyship? What what is it? What an 
these boxes—Lizzie’s boxes? Ah!” the mother broke out witlu 
scream, “you’ve not sent the pour girl away ? Oh ! my poor c6$$ 
-my poor children ! ” 

“The Rrince’s Theatre has come out, Mrs. Prior,” hero said 1. 

The mother clasps her meagre hands. “It wasn’t the darlinj's 
fault. It was to help her poor father in poverty. It was I who 
forced her to it. Oh, ladies' ladies! -don’t take the bread out of 
the mouth of these poor orphans ! ”—and genuine tears rained clown 
her yellow cheeks. 

“Enough of this,” says Mr. Lovel haughtily. “Mrs. Prior,, 
your daughter is not going away. Elizabeth has promised to stay 
with me, and never to leave mo—as governess no longer, but 
as-” and here lie takes Miss Prior’s hand. 

“His wife! Is this—is this true, Lizzie?” gasped the'niotlior. 

“Yes, mamma,” meekly said Miss Elizabeth Prior. 

At this the old woman flung down her umbrella, and uttering a 
fine .scream, folds Elizabeth in her arms, and then runs up to Level! 
“ My son ! my son ! ” says she (Lovel’s face was not had, I promise 
you, at this salutation and salute). “Come here, children! come, 
Augustus, Fanny, Louisa, kiss your dear brother, children ! Awl 
where are yours, Lizzie? Where are Pop and Cissy? Go and look 
for your little nephew and niece, dears : Pop and Cissy in the 
schoolroom, or in the garden, dears. They will be your nephew 
and niece now. Go and fetch them, I say.” 

As the young Priors filed off, Mrs. Prior turned to the two 
other matrons, and spoke to them with much dignity: “Most M 
weather, your Ladyship, I’m sure ! Air. Bonnington must find it 
Very hot lor preaching, Mrs. Bonnington ? Lor’ ! there’s that little 
wretch beating my Johnny on the stairs. Have done, Pop, sir< 
How ever shall we make those children agree, Elizabeth?” 
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;■ Quick, come to me, some skilful delineator of the British 
iowai'er, and draw me the countenances of Lady Baker and Mrs. 
Etonnington. 

“I call this a jolly game, don’t you. Batchelor, old boy?” 
•(.marks the Captain to me. “ Lady Baker, my dear, I guess your 
Qdy,ship’s nose is out of joint.” 

“0 Cecilia—Cecilia! don’t you shudder in your grave?” cries 
judy B. “ Call my people, Clarence—call Bulkeley—call my 
uai,i! Let me go, I say, from this house of horror! ” and the 
>1(1 lady (lashed into the drawing-room, where she uttered I know 
mt what incoherent shrieks and appeals before that calm, glazed, 
iimpering portrait of the departed Cecilia. 

Now this is a truth, for which I call Lovel, his lady, Mrs. 
Bennington, and Captain Clarence Baker as witnesses. Well, then, 
whilst Lady B. was adjuring the portrait, it is a fact that a string 
>f (biilia’s harp—which has always been standing in the corner of 
he room under its shroud of Cordovan leather—a string, I say, of 
Viliam harp cranked, and went off with a loud which struck 

error into all beholders. Lady Baker’s agitation at the incident 
,vas awful ; I do not like to describe it—not having any wish to 
ay anything tragic in this narrative—though that I can write 
raged y, plays of mine (of which envious managers never could be 
;ot io sec the merit) I think will prove, when they appear in my 
losthumous works. 

Baker has always averred that at the moment when the harp- 
(ti'ing broke, her heart broke too. But as she lived for many years, 
uni may be alive now for what I know; and as she borrowed 
iioney repeatedly from Lovel—he must be acquitted of the charge 
vliicli she constantly brings against him of hastening her own death, 
tml murdering his first wife Cecilia. “The harp that once in Tara’s 
mils” used to make such a piteous feeble thrumming, has been 
"H'teil oil' I know not whither ; and Cecilia’s portrait, though it 
ms been removed from the post of honour (where, you conceive, 
uiilcr present circumstances it would hardly be a jn-opos), occupies 
'•cry reputable position in the pink room upstairs which that poor 
dung Clarence inhabited during my visit to Shrublands. 

All the house has been altered. There’s a line organ in the 
' 'll, on which Elizabeth performs sacred music very finely. As for 
"V °ld room, I will trouble you to smoke there under the present 
S'vcniment. It is a library now, with many fine and authentic 
(ictinns of the Lovel family hanging up in it, the English branch of 
110 Imuse with the wolf crest, and Gave a la louve for the motto, 
nil n grand posthumous portrait of a Portuguese officer (Gandish), 
’(lissiheth’s late father. 
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As for dear old Mrs. Bonnington, she, you may be sure, would 
be easily reconciled to any live mortal who was kind to her, and 
any plan which should make her son happy; and Elizabeth l las 
quite won her over. Mrs. Prior, on the deposition of the other 
dowagers, no doubt expected to man at Shrublands, but in this 
object I am not very sorry to say was disappointed. Indeed, I 
not a little amused, upon the very first day of her intended reign- 
that eventful one of which we have been describing the incidents- 
to see how calmly and gracefully Bessy pulled the throne from 
under her, on which the old lady was clambering. 

Mrs. P. know the house very well, and everything which it n»i. 
tained ; and when Lady Baker drove off with her son and her sulk 
of domestics, Prior dashed through the vacant apartments gleanin; 
what had been left in the flurry of departure—a scarlet feather out 
of the dowager’s room, a shirt-stud and a bottle of hair-oil, the 
Captain’s property. “And now they are gone, and as you can’t be 
alone with him, my dear, I must be with you,” says she, coming 
down to her daughter. 

“ Of course, mamma, I must be with you,” says obedient 
Elizabeth. 

“ And there is the pink room, and the blue room, and the 
yellow room for tire boys—and the chintz boudoir for me—I an 
put them all away, oh, so comfortably !” 

“ I can come and share Louisa’s room, mamma,” says Bessy. 
“ It will not be proper for me to stay here at all—until afterwards, 
you know. Or I can go to my undo at Saint Boniface. Don’t you 
think that will be best, eh, Frederick i ” 

“ Whatever you wish, my dear Lizzie ! ” says LovcI. 

“ And I daresay there will be some little alterations made in the 
house. You talked, you know, of painting, Mr. Lovel: and the chil¬ 
dren can go to their grandmamma Bonnington. And on our return 
when the alterations are made we shall always he delighted to see //™'. 
Mr. Batchelor—our kindest old friend. Shall we not, Frederick ! 

“Always, always,” said Frederick. 

“ Come, children, come to your teas,” calls out Mrs. P. in a 
resolute voice. 

“ Dear Pop, I’m not going away—that is, only for a few days 
dear,” says Bessy, kissing tire boy; “and you will love me, went 
you l ” 

“ All right,” says the boy. But Cissy said, when the suin'' 
appeal was made to her : “ I shall love my dear mamma ! uml 
makes her new mother-in-law a very polite curtsey. 

“ I think you had better put off those men you expect to dimu 1 
to-morrow, Fred,” I say to Lovel. 



CECILIA’S SUCCESSOR 


163 


‘‘ I think I had, Batch,” says the gentleman. 

Of you can dine with them at the Club, you know,” remarks 

Uizabetli. 

“Yes, Bessy.” 

■■ And when the children have had their tea I will go with 
liimm a. My boxes are ready, you know,” says arch Bessy. 

“ And you will stay and dine with Mr. Lovcl, won’t you, Mr. 
latrlielor ?” asks the lady. 

It was the dreariest dinner I ever had in my life. No under- 
a kor could be more gloomy than Bedford, ns he served us. We 
rich to talk politics and literature. We drank too much, purposely, 
lotliing would do. “ Hang me, if I can stand this, Lovel,” I said, 
s we sat mum over our third bottle. “ I will go back and sleep 
t my chambers. I was not a little soft upon her myself, that’s 
he truth. Here’s her health, and happiness to both of you, with 
11 my heart.” And we drained a great bumper apiece, and I left 
dm. Me was very happy I should go. 

Bedford stood at the gate, as the little pony carriage came for 
nr in the dusk. “Cod bless you, sir!” says he. “I can't stand 
t: [ shall go too.” And he rubbed his hands over his eyes. 

lie married Mary l’inhorn, and they have emigrated to Mel- 
xmrne: whence he sent me, three years ago, an affectionate letter, 
.ml a smart gold pin from the diggings. 

A month afterwards, a cab might have been seen driving from 
lie Temple to Hanover Square: and a month and a day after 
■hat- drive, an advertisement might have been read in the Post and 
fimes- 

“ Married, on Thursday, 10th, at St. George’s, Hanover Square, 
>>' the Reverend the Master of Saint Boniface College, Oxbridge, 
aide of the bride, Frederick Lovel, Esquire, of Shrublands, Roe- 
aniipton, to Elizabeth, eldest daughter of the late Captain Montagu 
Yior K.S.F.” 

be may hear of Lovki. Married some other day, but here is 
a end of Lovel the Widower. Va/rtr et phunlite, you good 
H'nple, who have witnessed the little comedy. Down with the 
•ui'tuin ; cover up tin 1 boxes; pop out the gas-lights. Hoi cab! 
lake us home, and let us have some tea, and go to bed. Good- 
"dn, my little players. AYe have been merry together, and we 
wit with soft hearts and somewhat rueful countenances, don’t we ? 
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1 HAD occasion to pass a week in the autumn in the little old 
town of Coire or Chur, in the Orisons, where lies buried that 
very ancient British king, saint, and martyr, Lucius,* who 
founded the Church of Saint Peter, on Cornhill. Few people note 
the church nowadays, and fewer ever heard of the saint. In the 
cathedral at Chur, his statue appears surrounded by other sainted 
persons of his family. With tight red breeches, a Homan habit, a 
curly brown beard, and a neat little gilt crown and sceptre, he stands, 
:i very comely and cheerful image: and, from what I may call his 
peculiar position with regard to Cornhill, I beheld this figure of 
Saint Lucius with more interest than I should have bestowed upon 
personages who, hierarchically, are, I daresay, his superiors. 

The pretty little city stands, so to speak, at the end of the 
world—of the world of today, the world of rapid motion, and 
rushing railways, and the commerce and intercourse of men. From 
the northern gate, the iron road stretches away to Ziirieh, to Basle, 
to Paris, to home. From the old southern barriers, before which a 
little river rushes, and around which stretch the crumbling battle¬ 
ments of the ancient town, the road bears the slow diligence or lagging 
vetturino by the shallow Rhine, through the awful gorges of the \ ia 
Mala, and presently over the SpUigen to the shores of Como. 

I liavc seldom seen a place more quaint, pretty, calm, and 
pastoral than this remote little Chur. What need have the inhabi¬ 
tants of walls and ramparts, except to build summer-houses, to trail 

* Stow quotes tho inscription, still oxtant, “from tlio table fast chained in 
■it. Peter's Church, Cornhilland says, “he was after some chronicle buried 
a ' London, and nftor some chronicle buried at Gloucester"—but, oh! those 
incorrect chroniclers ! when Alban Butler, in tho “ Lives of tho Saints,” v, xii., 
nul Murray’s “Handbook,” and tho Sacristan at Chur, all say Lucius was 
1 T'l there, and I saw his tomb with niv own eves ! 
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vines, and bang clothes to dry on them 1 No enemies approach 
great mouldering gates: only at morn and even the cows (l(% 
lowing past them, the village maidens chatter merrily round tl ( 
fountains, and babble like the ever-voluble stream that flows umiei 
the old walls. The schoolboys, with book and satchel, in sinart 
uniforms, march up to the gymnasium, and return thence at their 
stated time. There is one coffee-house in the town, and I seem 
old gentleman goes to it. There are shops with no custom® 
seemingly, and the lazy tradesmen look out of their little window 
at the single stranger sauntering by. There is a stall with bash* 
of queer little black grapes and apples, and a pretty brisk trade 
with half-a-dozen urchins standing round. But, beyond this, there 
is scarce any talk or movement in the street. There’s nobody n 
the book-shop. “If you will have the goodness to come again it 
an hour,” says the hanker, with his mouthful of dinner at one 
o’clock, “ you can have the money.” There is nobody at the hotel 
save the good landlady, the kind waiters, the brisk young rod 
who ministers to you. Nobody is in the Protestant church— (oh! 
strange sight, the two confessions arc here at peace !)- nobody in 
the Catholic church : until the sacristan, from his snug abode in 
the cathedral close, espies the traveller eyeing the monsters and 
pillars before the old shark-toothed arch of his cathedral, and comes 
out (with a view to remuneration possibly) and opens the gate, ana 
shows you the venerable; church, and the queer old relics in tlie 
sacristy, and the ancient vestments (a black velvet cope, amongst 
other robes, as fresh as yesterday, and presented by that notorious 
“ pervert,” Henry of Navarre and France), and the statue of Saint 
Lucius who built Saint Peter’s ('httreh, on Cornhill. 

What a quiet, kind, quaint, pleasant, pretty old town ! Has 
it been asleep these hundreds and hundreds of years, and is the 
brisk young Prince of the Sidereal Realms in his screaming oat 
drawn by ltis snorting steel elephant coming to waken it ! Time 
was when there must have been life and hustle and rommei'it 
here. Those vast venerable walls were not made to keep out cows, 
but men-at-arms, led by fierce captains, who prowled about A'f 
gates, and robbed the traders as they passes 1 in and out with their 
bales, their goods, their pack-horses and their wains. Is the } dace 
so dead that even the clergy of the different denominations cant 
quarrel? Why, seven or eight, or a dozen, or fifteen hundred years 
ago (they haven’t the register at Saint Peter’s up to that remote 
period—I daresay it was burnt in the fire of London)- a ilj®'" 
hundred years ago, when there was some life in the town, 
Lucius was stoned here on account of theological differences, afW 
founding our church in Cornhill. 
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Thoro was a sweet pretty liver walk we used to take in the 
ren j ng and mark the mountains round glooming with a deeper 
|)r j)j e ° the shades creeping up the golden walls ; the river brawl- 
, the cattle calling, the maids and chatterboxes round the 
nmtaius babbling and bawling; and several times in the course 
f om - sober walks we overtook a lazy slouching boy, or liobble- 
e ] 1()V w ith a rusty coat, and trousers not too long, and big feet 
railing lazily one after the other, and large lazy hands dawdling 
•uin out the tight sleeves, and in the lazy hands a little book, 
liieh my lad held up to his face, and which I daresay so charmed 
nil ravished him, that he was blind to the beautiful sights around 
,im ; unmindful, I would venture to lay any wager, of the lessons 
,(' had to learn for to-morrow ; forgetful of mother waiting supper, 
ml father preparing a scolding ;—absorbed utterly and entirely 
a liis hook. 

What was it that so fascinated the young student, as lie stood 
>y tlie river shore? Not the ponst nxinorum. What hook so 
J,liehti-d him, and blinded him to all the rest of tiie world, so 
that he <1 id not care to see the apple-woman with her fruit, or 
[marc tempting still to sons of Eve) the pretty girls with their 
apple cheeks, who laughed and prattled round the fountain ? What 
juris the hook? Do you suppose it was Livy, or the Greek 
grammar? No: it was a Novici, that you were reading, you lazy, 
got very clean, good-for-nothing, sensible hoy ! It was D’Artagnan 
locking up General Monk in a box, or Almost succeeding in keeping 
(Jinnies the First's head on. It was the prisoner of the Chateau 
jd’If cutting himself out of the sack fifty feet under water (I 
mention the novels I like best myself—novels without love or 
talking, or any of that sort of nonsense, but containing plenty of 
fighting, escaping, robbery, and rescuing)—cutting himself out of 
the sack and swimming to the island of Monte Cristo. O Dumas ! 
0 thou brave kind gallant old Alexandre 1 I hereby oiler thee 
homage, and give thee thanks for many pleasant hours. I have 
read then (being sick in bed) for thirteen hours of a happy day, 
and had the ladies of the house lighting for the volumes. Be 
assured that lazy hoy was reading Dumas (or I will go so far as 
f‘> let the. reader here pronounce the eulogium, or insert the name 
°t his favourite author) ; and as for the anger, or, it may he, the 
wiberations of Ids schoolmaster, or the remonstrances of his father, 
01 the tender pleadings of his mother that he should not let the 
supper grow cold I don’t believe the scapegrace eared one lig. 
* 0 ■ Eigs are sweet, lmt fictions are sweeter. 

Have you over seen a. score of white-bearded, white-robed 
"uiriurs, or grave seniors of the city, seated at the gate of Jaffa, or 



170 


ROUNDABOUT PAPERS 


Beyrout, and listening to the story-teller reciting his marvels „ 
of “Autar” or the “Arabian Nights”'? I was once present \ v | t ’ 
a young gentleman at table put a tart away from him, and saj,h 
his neighbour, the Younger Son (with rather a fatuous air), 
never eat sweets.” 

“ Not eat sweets ! and do you know why ? ” says T. 

“ Because I am past that kind of thing,” says the yn; l; 
gentleman. 

“ Because you are a glutton and a sot! ” cries the Elder ($ 
Juvcnis winces a little). “All people who have natural heals 
appetites love sweets; all children, all women, all Eastern peopl 
whose tastes are not corrupted by gluttony and strong driiif 
And a plateful of raspberries and cream disappeared before it 
philosopher. 

You take the allegory? Novels are sweets. All people wit; 
healthy literary appetites love them—almost all women; — a vs 
number of clever hard-headed men. Why, one of the most lea* 
physicians in England said to me only yesterday, “ I have jus 
read So-and-so for the second time” (naming one of Jones’s et 
quisite fictions). Judges, bishops, chancellors, mathematicians at 
notorious novel-readers ; as well as young boys and sweet girls, an: 
their kind tender mothers. Who has not read about Eldon, a 
how he cried over novels every night when he was not at whist! 

As for that lazy naughty boy at Chur, I doubt whether /c wd 
like novels when he is thirty years of age. He is taking too gw 
a glut of them now. He is eating jelly until lie will lie sick, fit 
will know most plots by the time lie is twenty, so that //'■ nit 
never he surprised when the Stranger turns out to lie the rightful 
earl,—when the old waterman, throwing off his beggarly gabardine, 
shows his stars and the collars of his various orders, and elasjiiE 
Antonia to his bosom, proves himself to he the prince, her long-tost 
father. He will recognise the novelist’s same characters, though 
they appear in red-heeled pumps and aiJes-de-piijeon, or flic gifi 
of the nineteenth century. He will get weary of sweets, as boy* 
of private schools grow (or used to grow, for I have done groin* 
some little time myself, and the practice may have ended too)-' 8 ; 
private schoolboys used to grow tired of the pudding before the# 
mutton at dinner. 

And pray what is the moral of this apologue ! The moral 
take to he this : the appetite for novels extending to the end oft' 1 ' 
world—far away in the frozen deep, the sailors reading them to one 
another during the endless night ; far away under the Syrian stars, 
the solemn sheikhs and elders hearkening to the poet as lie n ,|Uf ' 
his tales; far away in the Indian camps, where the soldiers l' ste ” 
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_- R t a los, or i- % after the hot day’s march ; far away in 

tie Chur yonder, where the lazy hoy pores over the fond volume, 
(1 drinks it in with all his eyes :—the demand being what we 
,ow it is, the merchant must supply it as he will supply saddles 
(1 pale ale for Bombay nr Calcutta. 

But as surely as the cadet drinks too much pale ale, it will 
saoreo with him ; and so surely, dear youth, will too much of 
ncls cloy on thee. I wonder, do novel-writers themselves read 
anv novels'? If you go into Gunter’s, you don’t see those charm- 
g y,„nm ladies (to whom [ present my most respectful rompli- 
enis) eating tarts and ices, but at the proper eventide they have 
)0( i plain wholesome tea and bread-and-butter. Can anybody 
,]1 in,■ does the author of the “Tale of Two Cities” read novels? 
>rs the author of the “Tower of London ” devour romances? does 
ie dashing “Harry Lorreipier” delight in “Plain or Ringlets” or 
Sponge’s feporting Tour”? Does the veteran, from whose flowing 
?n we had the books which delighted our young days, “Darnley,” 
3,1 “Richelieu,” and “Delorme,”'*' relish the works of Alexandre 
ie Great, and thrill over the “Three Mu«|uetocrs”? Does the 
tcomplished author of the “ Caxtons ” read the other tales in 
)htchn,nrli (For example, that ghost-story printed last August, 
ml which, for my part, though I read it in the public reading- 
n>>in at the “Pavilion” Hotel at Folkestone, I protest frightened 
ie so that I scarce dared look out over my shoulder.) Does 
; Uncle Tom ” admire “Adam Bede"? and does the author of the 
Vicar of Wrexhill ” laugh over the “'Warden” and the “Three 
’lerks”! Dear youth of ingenuous countenance and ingenuous 
itulor ! [ make no doubt that the eminent parties above named all 
artakc of novels in moderation—eat jellies—but mainly nourish 
hcmselves upon wholesome roast and boiled. 

Hero, dear youth aforesaid ! our CornhiU Miti/uuiie owners 
trivc to provide thee with facts as well as fiction : and though it 
oes not become them to brag of their Ordinary, at least they invite 
be to a table where thou shalt sit in good company. That story 
f the “ Fox ” + was written by one of the gallant seamen who 
might for poor Franklin under the awful Arctic Night : that 
('count of China + is told by the man of all the empire most likely 


* By the wav, what a strange fate is that which befell the veteran novelist! 
f° " ns appointed her Majesty's Consul-Goner.il in Venice, the only city in 
! ult> P e where tho famous “two cavaliers” cannot by anv possibility be seen 
ldin g toget) lev. 

f “The ttoarch for Rir John Franklin. (From the Private Journal of an 
Wcorof the ‘Fox.’)” 

+ Th© Chinese and tho Outer Barbarians.” By Sir John Bowring. 
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to know of what lie speaks: those pages regarding Volnnt^ 
come from an honoured hand that has borne the swoid in a lumj 
famous fields, and pointed the British guns in the greatest sic ? 
the world. 

Shall we point out others? We are fellow-travellers, and 
make acquaintance as the voyage, proceeds. In the Aft* 
steamers, on the first day out (and on high- and holy-days sj 
quently), the jellies set down on table are richly ornament, 
mtlioqm i)i fonte leponm rise the American and British 1 
nobly emblazoned in tin. As the passengers remark this pfo 
phenomenon, the Captain no doubt improves the occasion In- 
pressing a hope, to his right and left, that the Hag of Mr. Bull 
his younger Brother may always float side by side in friendly c® 
tinn. Novels having been previously compared to jollies —here 
two (one perhaps not entirely saccharine, and flavoured villi 
amri illiquid very distasteful to some palates) —two non 
under two flags, the one that ancient ensign which has hung It 
the well-known booth of “ Vanity Fair ” : the other that fresh 
handsome standard which has lately been hoisted on “ Unrein 
Towers.” Pray, sir, or madam, to which dish will you be lielji 

So have I seen my friends Captain Lang and Captain Coni: 
press their guests to partake of the fare on that memorable “ 
day out,” when there is no man, I think, who sits down lmt a 
blessing on his voyage, and the good ship dips over the bar 
bounds away into the blue water. 


* “Onr Volunteers." I!v Sir John Bnrgoyne, 
t “Lovel the Widower” end “Framley Parsonage. 
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* LMOST the hist words which Sir Walter spoke to Lockhart, 
A his biographer, were, “ Be a good man, my dear ! ” and with 
V tlie last llicker of breatli on his dying lips, he sighed a fare- 
pi to his family, and passed away blessing them. 

| Two men, famous, admired, beloved, have just left us, the 
Ismith and the Gibbon of our time.'*' Ere a few weeks are 
• many a critic’s pen will be at work, reviewing their lives and 
dug judgment on their works. This is no review, or history, or 
icism : only a word in testimony of respect and regard from a 
i of letters, who owes to his own professional labour the honour 
lecoming aei|uainted with these two eminent literary men. One 
s the first Ambassador whom the New World of Letters sent to 
Old. He was born almost with the republic : the pater jmtria; 
i laid his hand on the child’s head. He bore Washington’s 
ne; he came amongst us bringing the kindest sympathy, the 
st artless smiling goodwill. His new country (which some 
pic here might he disposed to regard rather superciliously) could 
id us, as he showed in his own person, a gentleman, who, though 
nstclf horn in no very high sphere, was most finished, polished, 
>y, witty, ijuiet. ; and, socially, the eipial of the most refined 
H'opeans. If Irving's welcome in England was a kind one, was it 
t also gratefully remembered ? If lie ate our salt, did he not pay 
with a thankful heart ? Who can calculate the amount of friend¬ 
less and good feeling for our country which this writer’s generous 
><1 untiring regard for us disseminated ill his own ! 11 is books arc 
61 by millions t of bis countrymen, whom lie lias taught to love 
pgland, and why to love her. It would have been easy to speak 
Juerwiso than he did : to inllame national rancours, which, at the 
r u ' when lie first became known as a public writer, war had just 
Pcwcit; to cry down the old civilisation at the expense of the 

Washington Irving, died November 2S. 18.V.); Lord Macaulay, died 
minimi' ‘gs, i.Sojt 

t o. iii s /.m, in the most remarkable Itivtinmwu of Authors , published 
•) at 1 hiladelphia by Mr. Alibone. 
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new : to point out our faults, arrogance, shortcomings, and give Jj 
republic to infer how much she was the parent state’s superi® 
There are writers enough in the United States, honest and other¬ 
wise, who preach that kind of doctrine. But the good Irving, 4 
peaceful, the friendly, had no place for bitterness in his heart, ai l: 
no scheme but kindness. Received in England with extraordiium 
tenderness and friendship (Scott, Southey, Byron, a hundred other- 
have borne witness to their liking for him), he was a messenger« 
goodwill and peace between his country and ours. “See, friends! 1 
he seems to say, “ these English are not so wicked, rapacious 
callous, proud, as you have been taught to believe them. I wo® 
amongst them a humble man ; won my way by my pen ; and, whet 
known, found every hand held out to me with kindliness and 
welcome. Scott is a great man, you acknowledge. Did not Scott's 
King of England give a gold medal to him, and another to me, your 
countryman, and a stranger ? ” 

Tradition in the United States still fondly retains the history 
of the feasts and rejoicings which awaited Irving 011 his return to 
his native country from Europe. He had a national welcome; lit 
stammered in his speeches, hid himself in confusion, and the peoplt 
loved him all the better. He had worthily represented America in 
Europe. In that young community a man who brings home with 
him abundant European testimonials is still treated with respect (I 
have found American writers, of wide-world reputation, strangely 
solicitous about the opinions of quite obscure British critics, and 
elated or depressed by their judgments) ; and Irving went burnt 
medalled by the King, diplomatised by the University, crowned am 
honoured and admired. He had not in any way intrigued for hi- 
honours, he had fairly won them ; and, in Irving’s instance, as ii 
others, the old country was glad and eager to pay them. 

In America the love and regard for Irving was a national senti 
meut. Party wars are perpetually raging there, and are carried 01 
by the press with a rancour and fierceness against individuals whirl 
exceed British, almost Irish, virulence. It seemed to me, during 
year’s travel in the country, as if no one ever aimed a blow a 
Irving. All men held their hands from that harmless frieiull 
peacemaker. I had the good fortune to see him at New Yorl 
Philadelphia, Baltimore, and Washington,* and remarked how i 
every place he was honoured and welcome. Every large city ha 
its “Irving House.” The country takes pride in the fame of it 

* At Washington, Mr. Irving cam© to a lecture given by the writer, wha 
Mr. Kit more and General Pierce, the President and President Elect, wero at 
kind enough to attend together. “Two Kings of Brentford smelling at 01 
rose," says Irving, looking up with his good-humoured smile. 
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.. Jeters. The gate of his own charming little domain on the 
111 " t'iliil Hudson River was for ever swinging Before visitors who 

, 0 )lim He shut out no one.* I had seen many pictures of 
rehouse and read descriptions of it, in both of which it was treated 
"ah' a not unusual American exaggeration. It was but a pretty 
I! ,i of a place; the gentleman of the press who took notes 

of Via- place, whilst his kind old host was sleeping, might have 
• the whole house in a couple of minutes. 

Tml how came it that this house was so small, when Mr. Irving’s 
hoots were sold by hundreds of thousands, nay, millions, when his 
i",i-nlit» were known to he large, and the habits of life of the good 
old bachelor were notoriously modest and simple ? He had loved 
(lire'ia his life. The lady he loved died; and lie, whom all the 
world loved, never sought to replace her. I can’t say how much 
tin' thought of that fidelity has touched me. Does not the very 
died fulness of his after life add to the pathos ot that untold story 1 
To grieve always was not in his nature : or, when he had his sorrow, 
to bring all the world in to condole with him and bemoan it. Deep 
and (piiethc lays the love of his heart, and buries it ; and grass anil 
(lowers grow over the scarred ground in due time. 

Irving had such a small house and such narrow rooms, because 
there was a great number of people to occupy them. He could 
■ nnlv afford to keep one old horse (which, lazy and aged as it was, 

| managed once or twice to run away with that careless old horseman), 
j lie could only afford to give plain sherry to that amiable British 
11 mi'agraph-monger from New York, who saw the patriarch asleep 
| ever his modest blameless cup, and fetched the public into his 
| private chamber to look at him. Irving could only live very 
j modestly, because the wifeless, childless man had a number ot 
children to whom he was as a father. He had as many as nine 
I nieces, J uni told — I saw two of these ladies at his house — with 
j nil of whom the dear old man had shared the produce of his labour 
mnl genius. 

“ He a </ood man, my dear.” One can’t but think of these 
'-t words of the veteran Chief of Letters, who had tasted and 
tested the value of worldly success, admiration, prosperity. Was 

* Mr. living described to mo, with that humour and good-humour which 
lie always kept, how, amongst other visitors, a member of tho British press 
"li had carried his distinguished pen to America (where lie employed it in 
' - ' ,na ins own country) came to Sunnyside, introduced himself to Irving, 
partook of his wine and luncheon, and in two days descrihod Mr. Irving, his 
1 his nieces, his meal, and his manner of dozing afterwards, in a Now 
1 "ik paper. On another occasion, Irving said, laughing, “Two persons came 
*' 1 lac, and one held me in conversation whilst the other miscreant took my 
portrait! ” 
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Irving not good, and of his works, was not his life the best j )an 
In his family, gentle, generous, good-humoured, affectionate, self, 
denying : in society, a delightful example of complete gentleman, 
hood ; quite unspoiled by prosperity; never obsequious to tb 
great (or, worse still, to the base and mean, as some public n,,.,. 
are forced to be in his and other countries) ■ eager to acknowlcl;, 
every contemporary’s merit; always kind and affable to the viiim.- 
members of his calling; in his professional bargains and mereautil- 
dealings delicately honest and grateful; one of the most charming 
masters of our lighter language ; the constant friend to us ami m;: 
nation ; to men of letters doubly dear, not for his wit and genii:, 
merely, but as an exemplar of goodness, probity, and pure life: - 
I don’t know what sort of testimonial will lie raised to him in i/. 
own country, where generous and enthusiastic acknowledgment 
American merit is never wanting ; lint Irving was in our sorvir, 
as well as theirs : and as they have placed a stone at Greemvi l 
yonder in memory of that gallant young Bel lot, who shared tb 
perils and fate of some of our Arctic seamen, I would like to lira 
of some memorial raised by English writers and friends of letters ii 
affectionate remembrance of the dear and good Washington Irving. 

As for the other writer, whose departure many friends, soni' 
few most dearly-loved relatives, and multitudes of admiring readrr 
<(eplore, our republic has already decreed his statue, and lie line 
have known that lie had earned this posthumous honour, lie i 
not a poet, and man of letters merely, hut citizen, statesman, a grst 
British worthy. Almost from the first moment when he appear: 
amongst, hoys, amongst college students, amongst men, he is inarko 
and takes rank as a great Englishman. All sorts of successes a: 
easy to him : as a lad he goes down into the arena with others, an 
wins all the prizes to which lie has a mind. A. place in the sriist 
is straightway offered to the young man. He takes his seat then 
lie speaks, when so minded, without party anger or intrigue, hi 
not without party faith and a sort of heroic enthusiasm for It 
cause. Still he is poet and philosopher even more than orate 
That he may have leisure and means to pursue his darling studir 
he absents himself for a while, and accepts a riehly-rcmunewti’ 
post, in the East. As learned a man may live in a cottage m 
college common-room ; but. it always seemed to me that am] 
means and recognised rank were Macaulay’s as of right. Years a 
there was a wretched outcry raised because Air. Macaulay dated 
letter from Windsor Castle, where he was staving. Immortal god 
W as this man not a fit guest for any palace in the world ! or a 
companion for any man or woman in it ? I daresay, after Aust< 
litz, the old K. K, Court officials and footmen sneered at Napole 



NIL NISI BONUM 


177 


. from Schonbrunn. But that miserable “ Windsor Castle ” 

,u t , n is an echo out of fast-retreating old-world remembrances. 
[■],,■ place of such a natural chief was amongst the first in the land ; 
n ,l t |i a t country is best, according to our British notion at least, 
viiere the man of eminence has the best chance of investing his 
-mins and intellect. 

If a company of giants were got together, very likely one or two 
if the lucre six-feet-six people might be angry at the incontestable 
mperiority of the very tallest of the party : and so I have heard 
mine London wits, rather peevish at Macaulay’s superiority, coin- 
.Inin that lie occupied too much of the talk, and so forth. Now 
hat wonderful tongue is to speak no more, will not many a man 
-riovo that he no longer has the chance to listen? To remember 
he talk is to wonder : to think not only of the treasures he had 
n his memory, but of the trifles he had stored there, and could 
.future with equal readiness. Almost on the last day I lmd the 
crtiiiic to see him, a conversation happened suddenly to spring up 
ilmar senior wranglers, and what they had done in afterlife. To the 
ilmnst terror of the persons present, Macaulay began with the senior 
.vrauglor of 1801-2—3-4, and so on, giving the name of each, and 
elating his subsequent career and rise. Every man who has known 
urn lias his story regarding that astonishing memory. It may be 
hat he was not ill-pleased that you should recognise it ; but to 
laisc prodigious intellectual feats, which were so easy to him, who 
"uidd grudge his tribute of homage? His talk was, in a word, 
ulmirable, and we admired it. 

<*f the notices which have appeared regarding Lord Macaulay, 
ip to the day when the present lines are written (the 9th of 
January), the reader should not deny himself the pleasure of looking 
specially at two. It is a good sign of the times when such articles 
*•< these (1 mean the articles in the Times and Haturtlay Review ) 
•Pl'car in our public prints about our public men. They educate us, 
is it were, to admire rightly. An uninstnict.ed person in a museum 
T at a concert may pass by without recognising a picture or a 
passage of music, which the connoisseur by his side may show him 
- a masterpiece of harmony, or a wonder of artistic skill. After 
ifinling these papers you like and respect more the person you have 
"inured so much already. And so with regard to Macaulay’s style 
Jii'Te maybe faults of course—-what critic can’t point them out? 
lint for the nonce we are not talking about faults : we want to 
■iv mi nisi Ionian. Well—take at hazard any three pages of the 
" L-says ” or “ History and, glimmering below the stream of 
narrative, as it were, you, an average reader, see one, two, 
'■' iri, e. a half-score of allusions to other historic facts, characters, 
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literature, poetry, with which you are acquainted. Why j. . , 
epithet used 1 Whence is that simile drawn ? IIow does he luaiia-- 
ill two or three words, to paint an individual, or to indicate a !,, 
scape ? Your neighbour, who has /tin reading, and his little 
of literature stowed away in Ids mind, shall detect more j.ii,--. 
allusions, happy touches, indicating not only the prodigious incm-w 
and vast learning of this master, but the wonderful industry, f, 
honest, humble, previous toil of this great scholar. He read 
twenty books to write a sentence ; he travels a hundred miles ; 
make a. line of description. 

Many Londoners— not all—have seen the British Mu.-emi. 
Library. I speak a co ur oureri, and pray the kindly reader t 
bear with me. I have seen all sorts of domes of Peters and Paul.. 
Sophia, Pantheon, — what not? — and have been struck by none c 
them so much as by that catholic dome in Bloomsbury, under wlik 
our million volumes arc housed. What peace, what love, wk: 
truth, what beauty, what happiness for all, what generous kindle-.- 
for you and me, are here spread out ! It seems to me one ramn>! 
sit down in that place without a heart full of grateful reverence. 
I own to have said my grace at the table, and to have thanks! 
Heaven for this my English birthright, freely to partake of these 
bountiful books, and to speak the truth I find there. Under die 
dome which held Macaulay’s brain, and from which his solemn eye 
looked out on the world but a fortnight since, what a vast, brilliant 
and wonderful store of learning was ranged ! what strange lor 
would he not fetch for you at your bidding ! A volume of law, o 
history, a book of poetry familiar or forgotten (except by bimse 
who forgot nothing), a novel ever so old, and he had it at hand, 
spoke to him once about “Clarissa.” “Not read ‘Clarissa’!' 1 
cried out. “ If you have once thoroughly entered on ‘ Clarissa ai 
are infected by it, you can’t- leave it. When I was in India I pass 
one hot season at the hills, and there were the Govenior-Uoncr 
and the Secretary of Government, and the Commander-in-Cluet, a 
their wives. I had ‘ Clarissa,’ with me : and, as soon as they be; 
to read, the whole station was in a passion of excitement ab 
Miss Harlowe and her misfortunes, and her scoundrelly Lmt-la 
The Governor’s wife seized the book, and the Secretary wade* 
it, and the Chief Justice could not read it for tears 1 ” 
whole scene : he paced up and down the “ Athemeum 
daresay he could have spoken pages of the book—of that boo n 
of what countless piles of others ! . . , 

In this little paper let us keep to the text of nil ^ 
One paper I have read regarding Lord Macaulay says “he j- 1 
heart.” Why, a man’s books may not always speak the trut , 
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his mind in spite of himself: and it seems to me this 
... 1!. - is an is boating through every page he penned. He is always 
-a rm of revolt and indignation against wrong, craft, tyranny. 
II-.'a i:c cheers licroii* resistance; how he backs and applauds frcc- 
,»t niggling for its own : how he hates scoundrels, ever so vic- 
r-rious and successful; how he recognises genius, though selfish 
iliaiii' possess it! The critic who says Macaulay had no heart, 
might say that Johnson had none: and two men more generous, 
and more loving, and more hating, and more partial, and more noble, 
do not live in our history. Those who knew Lord Macaulay knew 
iiow admirably tender and generous,* and affectionate he was. It 
wa> not his business to bring bis family Before the, theatre footlights, 
and call for bouquets from the gallery as he wept over them. 

If any young man of letters reads this little sermon— and to 
him, indeed, it is addressed—I would say to him, “ Bear Scott’s 
words in your mind, and 'he good, mg dear.’ ” Here are two 
literary men gone to their account, and, Inns Deo, as far as we 
know, it is lair, and open, and clean. Here is no need of apologies 
If shortcomings, or explanations of vices which would have, been 
virtues but for unavoidable &c. Here are two examples of men 
most differently gifted: each pursuing his calling; each speaking 
his truth as God bade him; each honest in his life ; just and irve- 
[imachable in his dealings; dear to lvis friends; honoured by bis 
country ; beloved at his fireside. It has been the fortunate lot of 
,)ot l‘ to give incalculable happiness and delight to the world, which 
tlianks them in return with an immense kindliness, respect, affection. 
It may not lie our chance, brother scribe, to be endowed with such 
merit, or rewarded with suelr fame. But the rewards of these men 
are ’ -cwar( l s paid to our service. We may not win the baton or 

epaulettes; but God give us strength to guard the honour of the 
flag! 

* Since the above was written, I have been informed that it has been found, 
on examining Lord Macaulay’s papers, that ho was in the habit of giving away 
’ "ore than a fourth part of his annual income. 
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ON TWO CHILDREN IN BLACK 


M ONTAICXE and “Itowel’s Letters” are my V>edsi<le Umkr 
If I wake at night, I have one or other of them to pmtC 
me to sleep attain. They talk about themselves for <-v. 
and don't- weary me. [ like to hear them tell their old stop¬ 
over and over again. I road them in the dozy hours, and only h;d 
remember them. I am informed that both of them tell rnar- 
stories. 1 don’t heed them. It was the custom of their tinn\ - 
it is of Highlanders and Hottentots, to dispense with a part ■: 
dress which we all wear in cities. lint people can’t afford t" ; 
shocked either at Cape Town or at Inverness every time they n, 
an individual who wears his national airy raiment. I never ki.« 
the “Arabian Nights” was an im})i*o])er book until I h;i] ; 
once to read it in a “ family edition.” W ell. <jni *7 .ret /.*. . 
Who, pray, has accused me as yet ( Here am 1 smotherin'.'do., 
good old Mrs. (rnmdy's objections, before she has opened her nmu::. 

I love, 1 say, and scarce ever tire of hearing, the artless pratt!* 
tliose two dear old friends, the Perigonrdin gentleman and ' 
priggish little Clerk of King Charles's Co\mcil. Their e.goti.-n. 
nowise disgusts me. I hope 1 shall always like to hear im i,. 
reason, talk about themselves. What subject does a man k 
better ? If I stamp on a. friend's corn, his outcry is genuine 
confounds my clumsiness in the accents of truth. He i« spr;«h 
iug about himself, and expressing his emotion of grief or Jo¬ 
in a manner perfectly authentic, and veracious. I have a -T 
of my own, of a wrong done, to me by somebody, as far 1 ■■ s 
as the year iSdS: whenever I think of it. and have had a com 
of glasses of wine, 1 c<nnmt help telling it. The toe is stamp 
upon: the pain is just as keen as ever: I cry out, and peri.ap 
utter imprecatory language. I told the story only last Wedne-m* 4 ’ 
at dinner : 

“Mr. Roundabout," says a lady sitting by me, “how cm ' 
it that in your books there is a certain class (it may be ot m ,: 
or it may be of women, but that is not the question in point) • 
conies it, dear sir, there is a certain class of persons whom > 
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_• attack in your writings, and savagely rush at, goad, poke, 
. ; a in tin’ air, kick, and trample on !" 

1 ,,i,ti,liit help myself. T knew I ought not to do it. 1 told 
,.i.<■ whole story, hetween the cnlrct* and the roast. The 
.... ai.d hi -an to bleed attain. The horrid pans' was (here, .as keen 
.,, fresh as ever. If I. live halt' as loin; as Tit holms,* that 
across my heart can never lie cured. There are wrongs and 
■ that rail'/ he mended. It is all very well of you, niv dear 
i(o say that this spirit is unchristian, and that we ought 

■ revive and forget, and so forth. How can I forget at will f 

forgive! I can forgive the occasional waiter who broke my 
i;till old deeantcr at that very dinner. 1 am not going to do 
my injury. llut till the powers on earth can't make that 
. : jug w hole. 

s , pin see, 1 told the lady the inevitable story. 1 was egotis- 
..!. I was selfish, no doubt ; hut I was natural, and was telling 

■ init!i. You say you are angry with a man for talking about 
.... it'. It is because you yourself are selfish, that that other 

j. • m.ii's Self does not interest you. He interested by other people 
with their affairs. Let them prattle and talk to you, as I do 
\ dear old egotists just mentioned. When you have had enough 
: tin in, and sudden hazes come over your eyes, lay down the 
.mile; pop out the caudle, and '/"run: hun. i should like to 
"a nightcap hook a hook 1 Hat you can muse over, that you 
: -mile over, that you call yawn over • a hook of which you can 
"Well, this mail is so and so and so and so; hut lie has a 
!:;• tidly heart (although some wiseacres have painted him as black 
l'.ogov), and you may trust what he says." I should like to 
!"!;■ ii you sometimes with a reminiscence that shall waken your 

•wi. ns thy, and make you say, /<» mif/n have so thought, felt, 

.I. siill'ered. Now, how is this to lie done except by egotism l 

/. ■" ,'c/a A/r risxi'iiiu. That right line "1 is the very shortest, 

molest, st raight lot w anlest means of enunitiiiiieation hetween us, 
c..| Mauds tor what it is worth and tin more. Sometimes authors 
'. "the present writer has often remarked; or, “The under- 
-lii-d has observed ;" or "Mr. 1 ionndahoiiI presents his eompli- 
lit- to the gentle reader, and begs to state," iVe. ; but " I is 

"Cut and stmighter than all these grimaces of modesty: and 

."tigli these are Kouudaboiit Papers, and may wander w ho knows 
iher, I shall ask leave to maintain the upright and simple 
!• udieiilar. When this bundle of egotisms is bound up together, 

: try may be one day, if no aerident prevents this tongue from 

"Tithnnn--,” t.y Tennyson, tncl appeared in the preceding ;tnu gild; number 

: ' Curnhill Jfttyaiinc. 
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wagging, or this ink from running, they will bore you very likely ■ 
so it would to read through “ Howel’s Letters ” from beginning "to 
end, or to eat up the whole of a ham : but a slice on occasion may 
have a relish : a dip into the volume at random and so on for a 
page or two: and now and then a smile; and presently a gape: 
and the book drops out of your hand ; and so, bon soir, am] 
pleasant dreams to you. I have frequently seen men at clubs 
asleep over their humble servant’s works, and am always pleased. 
Even at a lecture I don’t mind, if they don’t snore. Only the 
other day when lay friend A. said, “You’ve left off that Round¬ 
about business, I see ; very glad you have,” I joined in the general 
roar of laughter at the table. I don’t care a tig whether Archi¬ 
lochus likes the papers or no. You don’t like partridge, Archilochus, 
or porridge, or what not 1 Try some other dish. I am not going 
to force mine down your throat, or quarrel with you if you refuse 
it. Once in America a clever and candid woman said to me, at 
the close of a dinner, during which I had been sitting beside her, 
“ Mr. Roundabout, I was told I should not like you; and I don’t.' 
“ Well, ma’am,” says I, in a tone of the most unfeigned simplicity, 
“ I don’t care.” And we became good friends immediately, itffil 
esteemed each other ever after. 

.So, my dear Archilochus, if you come upon this paper, and 
say, “ Fudge ! ” and pass on to another, I for one shall not be in 
the least mortified. If you say, “ What does he mean by calling 
this paper ‘On Two Children in Black’ when there’s nothing about 
people in black at all, unless the ladies he met (and evidently bored 
at dinner were black women'! What is all this egotistical pother 
A plague on his I’s ! ” My dear fellow, if you read “ Montaigne’; 
Essays,” you must own that he might call almost any one by tin 
name of any other, and that an essay on the Moon or an ossa; 
on Green Cheese would be as appropriate a title as one of liis 01 
Coaches, on the Art of Discoursing, or Experience, or what yoi 
will. Besides, if I have a subject (and 1 have), I claim to approacl 
it in a roundabout manner. 

You remember Balzac’s tale of the “ Beau de Chagrin,” and lw' 
every time the possessor used it for the accomplishment of s&m 
wl .h the fairy penu shrank a little and tiie owner’s life correspmu 
ingly shortened ! I have such a desire to be well with my publi 
that I am actually giving up my favourite story. I am killing m 
goose, I know I am. I can’t tell my story of the children in blue 
after this ; after printing it, and sending it through the countn 
When they are gone to the printer’s these little things becom 
public property. I take their hands. I bless them. I s:i' 
“ Good-bye, my little dears.” I am quite sorry to part with them 
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l mt t ] R . fact is, I have told all my friends about them already, and 
,], m 't clitrc to take them about with me any more. 

\nw every word is true of this little anecdote, and I submit 
that there lies in it a most curious and exciting little mystery. 
] am like a man who gives you the last bottle of his ’25 claret, 
[t js the pride of his cellar ; he knows it, and he has a right to 
pnii-e it. lie takes up the bottle, fashioned so slenderly—takes 
it up tenderly, cants it with care, places it before his friends, 
declares how good it is, with honest pride, and wishes he had a 
hundred dozen bottles more of the same wine in his cellar. Si 
,^ 11 ',/ itorisfi, &e. I shall be very glad to hear from you. I protest 
and vow I am giving-you tin* best I have. 

Well, who those little boys in black were, I shall never probably 
know, to my dying day. They were very pretty little men, with 
pile faces, and large melancholy eyes ; and they had beautiful little 
hands, and little boots, and the finest little shirts, and black pale¬ 
tots lined with the richest silk; and they had picture-books in 
several languages, English, and French, and German, I remember. 
Two more aristocratic-looking little men I never set eyes on. They 
were travelling with a very handsome pale lady in mourning, and 
a maid-servant dressed in black, too; and on the lady’s face there 
was tin; deepest grief. The little boys clambered and played about 
the carriage, and she sat watching. It was a railway-carriage from 
Frankfort to Heidelberg. 

t saw at once that she was the mother of those children, and 
going to part from them. Perhaps I have tried parting with my 
own, and not found the business very pleasant. Perhaps I recollect 
(hiving down (with a certain trunk and carpet-hag on the box) 
with my own mother to the end of the avenue, where we waited— 
mily a lew minutes—until the whirring wheels of that “ Defiance ” 
couch were heard rolling towards us as certain as death. Twang 
Hues the horn ; up goes the trunk; down come the steps. Bah ! 
1 see the autumn evening: I hear the wheels now: I smart the 
cruel smart again : and, boy or man, have never been able to bear 
the sight of people parting from their children. 

1 thought these little men might be going to school for the 
lirct time in their lives; and mamma might be taking them to 
thi' Doctor, and would leave them with many fond charges, and 
htile wistful secrets of love, bidding the elder to protect his younger 
brother, and the younger to be gentle, and to remember to pray to 
'"(d always for his mother, who would pray for her boy too. Our 
Duty made friends with these young ones during the little journey; 
'" u the poor lady was too sad to talk except to the boys now and 
a Tiin, and s;it in her corner, pale, and silently looking at them. 
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The next day, wc saw the lady and her maid driving in the 
direction of the rail way-station, without the hoys. The purtiinr 
had taken place, then. That night they would sleep anion,, 
strangers. The little beds at home were vacant, and poor mother 
might go and look at them. Well, tears How, and friends part, 
and mothers pray every night all over the world. I daresay wo 
went to see Heidelberg Castle, and admired the vast shatteml 
walls, and quaint gables ; and the Neekar running its bright course 
through that charming scene of peace and beauty ; and ate our 
dinner, and drank our wine with relish. The poor mother would 
eat but little Ahendesseu that night ; and, as for the children 
that first night at school—hard bed, hard words, strange buys 
bullying, and laughing, and jarring you with their hateful merriment 
-as for the first night at a strange school, we most of us rememl>er 
what that is. And the first is not the worst, my boys, there's 
the rub. But each man lias his share of troubles, and, I suppose, 
you must have yours. 

From Heidelberg we went to Baden-Baden : and, I daresay, 
saw Madame do Sehlangenbad and Madame de la Cruchocassee, 
and Count Punter, and honest Captain Blackball. And whom 
should we see in the evening but our two little boys, walking tin 
each side of a fierce, vellow-faced, bearded man ! We wanted to 
renew our acquaintance with them, and they were coming forward 
tpiite pleased to greet us. But the father pulled back one of the 
little men by his paletot, gave a grim scowl, and walked away. 
I can see the children now looking rather frightened away from 
us and up into the father’s face, or the cruel uncle’s—which was 
he 1 I think he was the father. So this was the end of them. 
Not school, as I at first had imagined. The mother was gone, who 
had given them the heaps of pretty books, and the pretty studs 
in the shirts, and the pretty silken clothes, and the tender—tcmlei 
cares; and they were handed to this scowling practitioner of Trento 
et-Quarante. Ah ! this is worse than school. Poor little men 
poor mother sitting by the vacant little beds ! We. saw the cliiblrei 
once or twice after, always in Scowler’s company ; but we did n 1 ' 
dare to give each other any marks of recognition. 

From Baden we went to Basle, and thence to Lucerne, mid « 
over the Saint (lothard into Italy. From Milan we went to Venire 
and now eoiues the singular part of my story. In Venice there i 
a little court of which 1 forget the name: but in it is tin apothecary 
shop, whither I went to buy some remedy for the bites of curtail 
animals which abound in Venice. drawling animals, skippi" 
animals, and humming Hying animals; all three will have at , V(I 
at once; and one night nearly drove me into a strait-waistcoat 
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- 1 was comiim out of the apothecary's with tho bottle of 
. iiaitshoin in my hand (it really does do the Kites a "rent 

,: ..1), whom should I light upon hut one of my little 

. .I laden hoys ! 

i : .w .-aid how handsomely they were dressed as Ioiij; as they 
, ,i itii their mother. When 1 saw the hoy at Venice, who 
: ■ ;\ recognised me. his only garb was a wretched yellow 
comi. His little feet, on which 1 had admired the little 
were u'lthnut shoe nr rtnrknuj. lie looked at me, ran 
hi hair of a woman, who seized his hand: and with her he 
• :;■! ord down one of the thronged lanes of the cite. 

! n. \ eiiiee we went to Trieste (the Vienna railway at that 
• w.i- only opened as tar as Layhaeh, and the magnificent 
eiiii: I’ass was not quite completed). At a station hetween 
nid Craetz, one of my companions alighted for refreshment, 
i .an back to the carriage saying: 

"Ha-ies that horrible man from Baden with the two little 

1 " 'iii-e. \\e had talked about the appearance of the little hoy 
^ ' 11 *■. and his strangely altered garb. .51 v companion said 
1 1 ' ' pale, wretched-looking, and i/rrssn/ t/iitie slothhil //. 

1 - 't out at several stations, and looked at all the carriages. 

;; i Slot see my little men. .. that day to this I have never 

' ' 1 "H them. That is all my story. Who were they 1 What 
’ be' How can you explain that mystery of the mother 
!:i, ' ni Ilp ; of the remarkable Splendour and elegance of their 
:|, e while under her care: of their barefooted squalor in 
:| month afterwards; ot their shabby habiliments at. 

:i ’ Had the father gambled away his money, and sold 
' 'tlies ' How came they to hate passed out of the hands of 
! lady (as she evidently was, with whom I lir.-t .-aw them) 
’’w ' barge of quite a common woman like her with whom 1 
H' "! the boys at \ cilice f Here is but, one chapter of the 
1 'ati any man write the next, or that preceding tho strange 
which [ happened to light 1 \\ ho knows ■ the mystery 

■ v '' some quite simple .solution, t .-aw two children, attired 
ti' princes, taken Irom their mother and consigned to other 
■md a fortnight afterwards, one of them barefooted and 
'-gar. Who will read this riddle of The Two Children 

b e k ’ 
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THE LAST SKETCH 

N OT ninny days since I went to visit a house where in f 
Years I had received many a friendly welcome. W, 
into the owner’s -an artist's studio. Prints, pietmv- 
sketches hull" on tlie walls as l had last seen and remember, d ; 
The implements of the painter's art were there. The lLnt v 
had shone upon so many many hours of patient and ehe. r; . 
poured through the northern window upon print and i 
(inure ami sketch, and upon the easel before which the 
gentle, the beloved Leslie laboured. Ill this room the la. . 
laid devised, and the skilful hand executed, 1 know tmt li ' 
of the noble works which have delighted the world u ith their ■ 
and eharmina humour. Here the poet called up into k ■ 
presence, and informed with life, yrace. beauty, infinite t: ■ 
mirth and wondrous naturalness of expression, the people ... 
his dear books told him the stories, his Shakspeatv, his ('.o v 
his Moliere, his |,e Save. There was his last Work on the . 
a beautiful fresh stniliiin shape of Titania, such as liis >tv.. • 
less (alley illiayined the .1/n/su m ni'i' \ .;///1 s ipieeli to be. *o 
and pure, and bright. the sweet smiliny imaye ylimmers 
eaiivas. Fairy elves, no doubt, Were to have been grouped 
their mistress in latiyhiny .lusters. Honest Bottom's rr '• 
head and form are in.heated as repodny by the side of the e.■: 
mate beauty. The darkliny forest would have crown around t 
with the stars ylittenm.' 1 r< on the midsummer sky: the tl.'Vo 
the .(Ueen's feet, and the ivou.ais and foliage about her, WollM 
been peopled with yambolliny sprites and fays. They were 
in the artist's mind no doubt, and would have been ilcveL; 
that patient, faithful, admirable o.-nius : but the busy brain 
working, the skilful band fell lifeless, the loviiu' hottest heart ■ 
to beat. What was she to have been that fair Titania 
perfected by the patient skiil of the poet, who in ima-.'inati 
the sweet innocent tiyure, and with tender courtesy and care-- 
it were, posed and shaped and traced the fair form 1 Is there 
kept anywhere of fancies conceived, Wuutiful, unborn 1 Sejtl. 
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..nine form in ••some yet undeveloped light ! If our lmd 
:!i,.ughts are registered against us, and are written in the 
•ii:t. will not the good thoughts unspoken, the love and 
, ... tin- pity, beauty, charity, which pass through the breast, 
the heart to throb with silent good, find a remembrance 
\ j.-w weeks more, and this lovely offspring of the jloot’s 

■ i would have been complete—to charm the world with 

1 mirth. May there not be some sphere unknown to us 
wav have an existence! They say our words, once out of 
o travelling t n minir n mm, reverberating for ever and 
it our words, why not our thoughts l If the Has J.een, why 
M wi,t I lave I !een ! 

■lay our spirits may be permitted to walk in galleries of 
1 v wondrous and beautiful than any achieved works whieh 
at v e see, and our minds to behold and delight in mastcr- 

■ wah poets' and artists' minds have fathered and conceived 

a fi-eling much akin to that with which I looked upon the 
tiie admirable artist's unfinished work I ean fancy many 
uning to the last pages whieh were traced by ('liarlotte 
i slid. <11 tiie multitude that littve read her books, wiio 
known and deplored tbe tragedy of her family, her own 
and untimely late ! \\ bieh ol her readers lias not become 

■ ad Who that has known her books has not admired the 
i. Me English, the hurtling love of truth, the bravery, the 

■ the indignation at wrong, the eager sympathy, the pious 
l reverence, the passionate honour, so to speak, of the 

What a story is that of that family of port.-, in their 
winder on the gloomy northern moors I At nine o’clock at 
'M . t •askell tells, after evening prayers, when their guardian 
live had gone to bed, the three poetesses the lliree maidens, 
'o. and Emily, and Anne (‘liarlotte being the "motherly 
tid guardian to the oilier two" "began, like restless wild 

■ to pare up and dow n their parlour, ‘ making out ' their 
i il stories, talking over plans and projects, and thoughts of 
■I- to be their future life.' 

evening, at the close of 1 •’».'> L as (’liarlotte Nnbolls sat 
husband bv the lire, listening to the howling of the wind 
' .e house, she suddenly -aid to her husband, " If you bad 
a with me, I must have been writing now." She then ran 
-. and brought down, and read aloud, the beginning of a new 
When she had finished, her husband remarked, “The critics 
Use you of repetition." Site replied. "<lli. I shall alter that. 

.- begin two or three times before I can please myself. l!ul 



IKK 


lior X DA DOT'T PA PITHS 


it was nut to lie. Tht- tremhlin;; little hand was to writ. ; 
Tlie heart newly awakened to love and happiness, and ;i. : 
with maternal hope, was soon to cease to heat; that inti.-; 
speaker and champion of truth, that caver impetuous o s 
wroii.y, was to he called out of the worlds tiaht and stria, 
down the shininy arms, and to he removed to a sphere wi,. , 
nohle indignation roe n//< n us ii' i/mt /or. cure, ttnd where t> 
piete, and rivht. triumphant, no longer need to warm war. 

I can only say of this lady, eh// f.iiihiin. I saw lea 
it- 1 rose out of an illness from which 1 had never t: 
recover. I renicmher the trrmhlinv little frame, the Ltd. 
the LU'eat honest eves. An impel lions honesty seemed ' 
characterise the woman. Twice I recollect she to >k lie : . • 
what she held to he errors in doctrine. Once ahour Id'., 
had a disputation. She spoke her mind out. She jua. 
rapidly to eouehfsioii-s. (I have smiled at one or two p,,-- 
t In- o Diooraphy." in wliieh my own disposition or hrhav ;•••. 
the suhjeet ot talk.) She formed conclusions that miviit • 
and httilt np whole theories of character upon them. N 
London world, she entered it with an independent me 
spirit of her own ; and .judged of contemporaries, and e 
spiisl out arrouatiee or a lie. t a t ion. with extraordinary k< • ' 
vision. She was ateerv wit'n her favourites if their e 
eonversat ioll fell heloW lier ideal. Often she seemed to ' 
judviny the London toll, prematurely: hut perhaps t lie eit \ 
aieji v at hem-.-; indeed. 1 fancied an austere little .1. ..' 
mar.Tiittv ill upon U~, and reimkiu-y mir easy lives, our e.i~\ 
She yuvr me the impression of l.einv a very pure, and i " 
lli ill minded person. A viv.-lt and ll"|y reverence of I 
truth se. nii'd t > he wuh her always. Siteli. in our hrief i: : 
slle appeared to me. As one think' of that life so nohle. 
of that passion mi truth "t those fiiyiit' and 11 i_ri i t~ 
study, swarmiue falieii-s, invention, depression, elation, p: 
one leads the necessarily i lieom plet e, I i i ■ > H _ 1 1 most t"ll, : 
admirahle history of tie- heart that throhhed in thi' 
frame of this one aiii"iu't the myna.!' of souls that i. . 
and died on tin- vreat earth this yivat earth I this In’ 
in the iutinife universe of (h>d. with wii.it womier <|o w> : 
today, witii what awe await to nn«rr,*w. when that win 
hut darkly seen shall he clear ! As I iv.el thi' little lr.._ 
sketch. 1 think of the n K it ’ And where m it ■ A 

the leaf he turned some day, and tie- story !«■ t■ .1 ■ i ’ > 

deviser of the tale somewhere parted tie- history of little l 
-.'nets and troubles • Shall Ttrwtv (tome forth complete v 
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with the llnvers at liar feet, the forest a round liar, 
• ,rs: of siiimnar Jittering overhead! 
v,< i j [ reiiieinher the delight, and wonder, and pleasure 
I, 1 read “done Eyre," sent to me hy an author whose 
ware than alike unknown to me; tin 1 stratum 
:, nf the hook; and Imw with my own work pressing 
I antdd not. liavino taken the volumes ii]», lay them 
i ;!:. \ ware read through! Hundreds of those who. like 
jniM'd and admired that master-work of a meat ueiiius, 
w;:| a mournful interest and inward and curiosity upon 
■: juaiitary sketah from the nohle hand which wrote 



l<)o 


ROUNDABOUT PAPERS 


ON RIBBONS 

T HE uncle of the present Sir Louis X. Bonaparte, K.t 
inaugurated his reign as Emperor over the n«-i 
nation by establishing an Order, to which all citi/. 
country, military, naval, and civil all men most dist hum. 
science, letters, arts, and commerce Were admitted. Tin- 1 
of the Order was hut a piece of rihhon, more or less long or 
with a toy at the end of it. The Bourdons had toys and 
of their own, lilue, hlack, and all coloured ; and on their o 
dominion such good old Tolies* would naturally have pot 
restore their g.„„[ ,,ld Orders of Saint Louis, Saint E-p: 
Saint Michel ; lmt I - 'ranee had taken the rihhon of the 1/ 
Honour so t■ > her heart that no Bourdon sovereign dared t 
it thence. 

In England, until very late days, we have hern uv 
rather to pooh pools national Orders, to vote rihhons and 
tinsel gewgaws, foolish foreign ornaments, and so forth, 
known how the »treat I hike (the breast of w hose own ■ 
plastered with some half hundred decorations) was averse 
wearing of rihhons, medals, clasps, and the like hv his arm; 
have all of us read how uncommonly di<tinguished Lord ('a-: 
looked at Vienna, where he was the only gentleman present 
any decoration whatever. And the t treat I take's theory u 
clasps and ribbons, stars and carters, were good and pro) 
incuts tor himsclt. tor the child otlieers ot' his distinguish'‘ 
and lor centletuen of high hirth. who might naturally claim 
a hand of carter Blue across their waistcoats ; hut that for > 
people your plain coat, without stars and rihhons. was tl 
sensible wear. 

And no douht you and [ arc as happy, as free, as cotnf 
we can walk and dine as well ; we can keep the winters c 
as well without a star on our coats, as without a feather 
hats. How often we have laughed at the absurd mania 
Americans for dubbing their senators, meml>ers of Condi' 
States representatives, Honourable ! We have a right to i 
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Kiirlit Honourable, our Lon Is sons Honourable, 
luit for a nation as mniK'i'ous. well educated, strony, 
. r ,| free as our own, to dare to yivc its distinguished 
■ of honour—monstrous assumption of low-hivd arro- 
( vanity! Our titles are respectable, but theirs 
M, , tones, of London, a (lianeellor's son. and a tailors 
.. ju-tly Honourable, and entitled to be Lord dones at 
lather's" deteasr : but Mr. Brown, tin 1 senator from Now 
,, -;il\ upstart for taekimy Honourable to bis name, and 
, if ,,'mh L'ood sense lauybs at liini. Who lias not lauyhed 
., 1 1 ) at Honourable Nahum 1 >odye, Honourable Zeno 
Honourable Hiram lloake, and the rest ' A score o| such 
_ and titles 1 have smiled at in America. And, nmtntn 
1 meet a born idiot, wlm is a peer and born legislator. 

V, Hum I.He and bis descendants throuyh life are your 

,,, ; i.,rs and mine your and my children s superiors. 1 
i■ alderman km elmy and kniyhted at Court : I mo a Hold 
.j.iiinv' backwards before .Majesty in a procession : and it 
■ a,lit yon suppose the Americans lattyh tool 
mr~. carters. orders, kniyhl hoods, and the like, are lolly. 

.. citizen and soapboiler, is a mod man. and ..lie 

;,mi or Mi s. Bobus, as they have t heir dimiei at 

.. I., Hut who will not jeer at Sir Thomas on a meltmy 
I |,ad> Bobus, at Maryatf. eatitm shrimps in a donkey 
Vis. 'knighthood is absurd: and chivalry an idiotic super 
,,i„l Sir Walter Manny was a y.an\ and Nelson, with bis 
• mi- and cordons, sjibiideiit u]pon a day ol battle, was a^ 
and Murat, with his crosses and orders, at the lead ot 
dfotis eharyiny victorious, was only a crazy mount 1, bank, 
been a tavern-waiter, and wn- pulled up with al-urd 
i.,,itt bis dress and leys. And the men of the french line 
•ley. who told Messieurs de la Hardr to tile fust, were 
french daneimr-mast ers ; and the Black I t i 11 ‘ waiting 

Loyal prisoner, was netiny an inane maspurrade : ami 
is nniiyht : and Honour is humbiiy : and (omth-manhood 
met foilv : ami Ambition is madia -- : and desire ol d:-tme- 
: i initial vanity : ami yWy is bosh ; atal lair fame i- idleness : 
Liny is true but two and two: and the colour ol all the 
drab : and all men an- e.ptal : and me man is as tall as 
. and one man is as yood as another and a (treat dale 
as the Iri-h philosopher -aid. 

his so! Titles and badyes of honour an- vanity: and in 
riean Revolution you have his f.xeeliemw (ietieral Washiny- 
tiny bark, and with proper spirit sendiuy back, a letter in 
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which he is not addressed as Excellency and Ceneral. Tit'., 
abolished; and the American Republic swarms with men 
and bearing them. You have the French soldier cheered .uid j. : 
in his dying ;i"ony, and kissing with frantic joy tin 1 chin . 
who lays the little cross on the bleeding bosom. At lo.in- 
have the Dukes and Earls jobbing and intriguing for the i;. 
the Military Knights crumbling at the Civil Kniglits of' the l 
thi' little ribbon eager for the collar; the soldiers and senium ; 
India and the Crimen marching in procession before the Oii> . r. 
receiving from her hands the cross bearing her Royal name 
remember, there are not only the cross wearers, but all the (,■ 
and friends; all the women who have prayed for then 
heroes; Harry’s wife, and Tom’s mother, and .lack's dangiii,-:. 
I*’rank’s sweetheart, each of whom wears in her heart of i- 
afterwards the badge which son, father, lover, has won is 
merit ; each of w hom is made happy and proud, and is b. u:. 
the country by that little bit of ribbon. 

I have heard, in a lecture about <leorge the Third, that, 
accession, the King had a mind to establish an order |br In- 
men. It, was to have been called the < trder of M inerv a I -in 
with an Owl for a badge. The knights were to have worn a 
sixteen points, and a yellow ribbon ; and good old Samuel ■! 
was talked of as President, or (band ('mss, or (band Oui. 
society. Now about such an order as this there certain:' n: 
doubts. Consider the claimants, the dilliculty of settle:. 
claims, the rows and sc|iiabb|es amongst the candidates, an 
subseipient decision of posterity.! Dr. Beattie would have i 
as first poet, and twenty years after the sublime Mr. 11 avl<-\ " 
no doubt, have claimed the (band Cross. Mr. Ribbon won. 
have been eligible, on account of his dangerous free thinking pp : 
and her sex, as well as her repnhlieati sentiments, might ha' ■ 
feted with tlie knighthood of the immortal Mrs, Catharine Ma s 
How (ioldsmith would have pa railed the ribbon at Madam' 
tie lysis, or the Academy dinner I How peter Pindar \vi*uM 
railed at it' Fifty years later, the noble Scott would haw 
the (band Cross and deserved it ; but (bllord would have i... 
and Byron, and Shelley, and Ha/litt. and Hunt would hav< 
without it ; and had Keats been proposed as ..tlieer, how tin 
prints would have veiled with rage and orn ' Had tin- 
Minerva lasted to our present time but I ].au>e, not <■ 
the idea is dazzling, but too awful. Fancy the elainiunts, ar 
row about their preeedenee ' Which philosopher shall h e 
grand cordon ’ which the collar ' which the little scrap ti" 1 
than a buttercup ’ Of the historians A. >ay, and ( '. and I 
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Ip,'? 

, and T,—which shall ho Companion ami which (fraud 

('! jin' poets, who wears, or claims, the largest and hrmhtest 
tin- novelists, there is A, ami 1! ami C 1); ala] l'f(stai' 
■••■■'-nitmle, newly diseovered), and F (a magazine ,>f wit), 

; id and II, and f, and hrave old J, and eharmimr K. and L, 

' M - ' 1 V - all,i ° (| :l i'' tWinklers), and 1 am puzzled between 
■ I' ■ l’| aeoek. Miss I’a nine, ami Paul Pry and giurrhv, 

id md S. and T, mi’ir rt tih , and very likely (I penile 
: ’' !| o llas »»<•* written his novel nowadays/- wlm has not. 

tic star and straw coloured rihhon l - and who shall have 
■’ j"" 1 hirpest ? Fancy the struirple 1 Fancy the squabble ! 

•• ' 1 di'tribntion of prizes I 

-ieill decide on them ! Shrill it be the Sovereign ’ shall it 
M:ai'ler for the time heinp ! and has Lord Palmerston made 
:■ S -tu.lv of novels ? In this matter the late Ministry,'* to be 
better qualified : but even then, grumblers who had not 
' 1 <n >ry cordons, would have hinted at professional jealousies 
'* ' :| 1 >inot : and, the ribbons being aw arded, .lack would 

at his ... Hick had a broader one; Med been 

. .H->bs was as large ; Tom would have Ihrusl his 

■' drawer, and scorned to wear it at all, Ko no: the 

World was well rid of Minerva and hervrllow ribbon. 

:I I"" '* would have been indilferent, the little poets .jealous, 

' birmus, the philosophers satirical, the liistorians 

. ■ and, finally, the jobs without end. Say, inpenuitv and 
no to be rewarded by State tokens .and prizes ;■ r 11 1 take 
' 1 tile Order of Minerva is established who shall bate it I 
- •• I’udosopher •' m. doubt we cordially salute him C.C.M. A 

' ' : " rl: "l l C.C.M. of course. A pleat engineer .' C.C.M. 

! "’ ' received with aeelaiuation C.C.M. A pleat painter' 
Itnly, C.C.M. It a preat painter, win not a gnat novelist ? 

. -teat novelist, C.t .M. Put it a poetic, a pictorial, a 
" r music composite: artist, why not a singing artist f 
I basso-profondo 1 Why not a prime tenor. ? Ami if a 

' ll V 'boitld not a ballet dancer come bounding on the stage 
' 1 ord"ii, and cut capers to the music of a row of deeorat.il 
A chemist puts in his claim for having invented a new 
11 'I’otheeary for a new [.ill ; the cook tor a new sauce : 

- t for a new cm of trousers. We have brought the star 
■iva down from the l.rea-t to the pantaloons. Stars and 
' oil We co any farther: or ithall we give the shoemaker 
til•!H)ii of the order tor hi- shoe tie ? 

V- f Lord Derby, in ls.Vi, •.vbici, included Mr. Di-r-odj and Sir I-'dw.arrl 

'■"'..II 
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When [ began this present Roundabout excursion, I 
hud not <juite made up my mind whether wc would have an 
of all the Talents or not : perhaps I rather had a hankerin'.' i • 
rich ribbon and gorgeous star, in which my family might lik. ■ 
see me at parties in my best waistcoat. But then the door n]„> ; 
and there come in, and by the same right too, Sir Alexis S., : 
Sir Alessandro Tamburini ! Sir Agostino Yelluti 1 Sir Am 
Paganini (violinist) ! Sir Sandy McGufTog (piper to the most i. '. 
the Miiripiis of Farintosh) ! Sir Alcide Flicttae (premier danscur 
11.M. Theatre) ! Sir Harley Quin and Sir Joseph Grimaldi if 
Govcrtit Garden)! They have all the yellow ribbon. They an 
honourable, and clever, and distinguished artists. Let ns d- 
through the rooms, make a bow to the lady of the house, gr. 
nod to Sir George Thrum, who is leading the orchestra, and c 
get some champagne and seltzer-water from Sir Richard duo 
who is presiding at the bullet, A national decoration might • 
well and good : a token awarded by the country to all its 
■mr rent Huts : but most gentlemen with Minerva stars would, I tie'-, 
lie inclined to wear very wide breast-collars to their coats. Csiipn - 
yourself, brother penman, decorated with this ribbon, and lock . 
in the glass, would you not laugh ? Would not wife and daii-'liW- 
laiigli at that canary-coloured emblem ? 

But suppose a man, old or young, of figure ever so st 
thin, stumpy, homely, indulging in looking-glass reflections " 
that hideous ribbon and cross called Y.G. on his coat, would b* 
be proud ! and bis family, would not they be prouder ? For y 
nobleman there is the famous old blue garter and star, and wem 
If l were a marijuis —if I had thirty forty thousand a year (-■" 
the sum, my dear Alnasoliar, according to your liking), 1 
consider myself entitled to my seat in Parliament and to my -in'' 
The garter belongs to the Ornamental Glasses. Have you sent r 
new magnificent I'ltrn stjtieifer at the Zoological Gardens, and 
you grudge him his jewelled coronet, and the azure splemloiu 
his waistcoat ? I like my Lord Mayor to have a gilt coach : 
magnificent monarch to be surrounded by magnificent iioliles 
huzzay respectfully when they pass in procession. It is good 
Mr. Briefless (50 Pump Court, fourth floor), that there should ly 
Lord Chancellor, with a gold rolie and fifteen thousand a year, 
is good for a poor curate that there should lie splendid bishop 
Fulham and Lambeth : their Lordships were poor curates once, 
have won, so to speak, their ribbon. Is a man who puts he 
lottery to he sulky because lie does not win the twenty thorn- 
pounds prize ? Am I to fall into a rage, and bully my family " : 

I come home, after going to see Chatsworth or Windsor, lx'caii'V v 
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, v,. only two little drawing-rooms ? Welcome to your garter, my 
1 col. ami shame upon him qui vial y prime ! 

S*. 1 arrive in my roundabout way near the point towards which 
[ j-nv keen trotting ever since we set out. 

[a a voyage to America, some nine years since, on the seventh 

r , i-htli day out from Liverpool, Captain L-came to dinner at 

., .|, t 1 ,i>l]s as usual, talked a little to the persons l ight and left of 
. mi. and helped the soup with his accustomed politeness. Then he 
iv, iii .in deck, and was back in a minute, and operated on the fish, 
liking rather grave the while. 

Then he went on deck again ; and this time was absent, it may 
..lime or live minutes, during which the fish disappeared, and 
dj, arrived, and the roast beef. Say ten minutes passed - 

I ...n't tell after nine years. 

Thru L-came down with a pleased and happy countenance 

this time, and began carving the sirloin : “We have seen the light," 
in- said. "Madam, nitty I help you to a little gravy, or a little 
...I'MTadish ! ” or what, not ? 

I forget the name of the light; nor does it matter. It was a 
■iiit iill Newfoundland for which he was on the look-out, and so 
sil! did the Canada know where she was, that, between soup 
rtid feef, the captain had sighted the headland by which his course 
vis lying. 

And so through storm and darkness, through fog and midnight, 
m ship had pursued her steady way over the pathless ocean and 
•wring seas, so surely that, the of beers who sailed her knew her 
hoe within a minute or two, and guided ns with a wonderful 
e vidence safe on our way. Since the noble Cunard Company has 
m its ships, lint one accident, and that through the error of a. pilot, 
; 'S happened on the line. 

by this little incident (hourly of course repeated, and trivial to 
1 si a-going people) I own I was immensely moved, and never can 
dnk of it but with a heart full of thanks and awe. We trust our 
V|, s to those seamen, and how nobly they fulfil their trust ! They 
v - under Heaven, as a providence for us. Whilst we sleep, their 
airing watchfulness keeps guard over us. All night through that 
'h sounds at its season, and tells how our sentinels defend us. It 
tig when the Amazon was on fire, and chimed its heroic signal 
duty, and courage, and honour. Think of the dangers these sea- 
‘ii undergo for us: the hourly peril anil watch - the familiar 
Hu : the dreadful iceberg ; the long winter nights when the decks 
'' is glass, and the sailor has to climb through icicles to bend the 
ti sail on the yard ! Think of their courage and their kindnesses 
''old, in tempest, in hunger, in wreck! “The women and 
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children to the boats,” says the captain of the Birkenhead, ^ 
with the troops formed on the deck, and the crew obedient to f,, 
word of glorious command, the immortal ship goes down. Read tl- 
story of the Sarah Sands : — 

“ 1 SARAH SANDS.’ 

“ The screw steamship Sarah Sands, 1330 registered tons, 
was chartered by the East India Company in the autumn of 185;, 
for the conveyance of troops to India. She was commanded h 
John Squire Castle. She took out a part of the 54th Regimen; 
upwards of 350 persons, besides the wives and children of is® 
of the men, and the families of some of the officers. All wcntW 
till the 11th November, when the ship had reached lat. 14 j 
long. 56° E., upwards of 400 miles from the Mauritius. 

“ Between three and four p.m. on that day a very strong am 
of fire was perceived arising from the after-deck, and upon gmi 
below into tiro hold, Captain Castle found it to be on fire, a 
immense volumes of smoke arising from it. Endeavours were nia 
to reach the seat of the fire, but in vain ; the smoke and heat 
too much for the men. There was, however, no confusion. Evi 
order was obeyed with the same coolness and courage with vli 
it was given. The engine was immediately stopped. All sail i 
taken in, and the ship brought to the wind, so as to drive 
•smoke and fire, which was in the after-part of the ship, ash 
Others were, at the same time, getting fire-hoses fitted and p;e 
to the scene of the fire. The fire, however, continued to incre 
and attention was directed to the ammunition contained in 
powder-magazines, which were situated one on each side the s 
immediately above the five. The starboard magazine was i 
cleared. But by this time the whole of the after-part of the 
was so much enveloped in smoke that it was scarcely possihl 
stand, and great fears were entertained on account of the 
magazine. Volunteers were called for, and came immediately, 
under the guidance of Lieutenant Hughes, attempted to clear 
port magazine, which they succeeded in doing, with the cxeep 
as was supposed, of one or two barrels. It was most dang' 
work. The men became overpowered with the smoke and 
and fell ; and several, while thus engaged, were dragged u] 
ropes, senseless. 

“ The flames soon burst up through the deck, and rui 
rapidly along the various cabins, set the greater part on fire. 

“ In the meantime Captain Castle took steps for lowerin 
boats. There was a heavy gale at the time, but they were law 
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without the least accident. The soldiers were mustered on deck ; 
dicre was uo rush to the boats;—and the men obeyed the word 
enmiiiMiid as if on parade. The men were informed that Captain 
Ca-tlc did not despair of saving the ship, but that they must be 
|,a'pan d to leave her if necessary. The women and children were 
lowered into the port lifeboat, under the charge of Mr. Very, third 
iiiiiivr, who had orders to keep clear of the ship until recalled. 

••Captain Castle then commenced constructing rafts of spare 
Bj-ars. In a short time, three were put together, which would have 
lieu capable of saving a great number of those on hoard. Two 
wire launched overboard, and safely moored alongside, and then a 
third was left across the deck forward, ready to be launched. 

•• In the meantime the lire had made great progress. The 
whole of the cabins were one body of fire, and at about 8.110 p.m. 
H um s burst through the upper deck, and shortly after the mizzeu 
rigging caught lire. Fears were entertained of the ship paying oil', 
in which case the flames would have been swept forwards by the 
wind: but fortunately the after-braces were burnt through, and 
the main yard swung round, which kept the ship’s head to wind. 
About 9 i-.m. a fearful explosion took place in the port magazine, 
uising, no doubt, from the one or two barrels of powder which it 
ml been impossible to remove. By this time the ship was one 
>"hy df flume, from the stern to the main rigging, and thinking it 
naively possible to save her, Captain Castle called Major Brett 
then in command of the troops, for the Colonel was in one of the 
Kit .-1 forward, and, telling him that he feared the ship was lost, 
‘o11a.-led him to endeavour to keep order among the troops till the 
;i 't. but, at, the same time, to use every exertion to cheek the fire. 
Tovidentially, the iron bulkhead in the after-part of the ship with- 
t ,li| il llie action of the flames, and here all efforts were concentrated 
0 keep it cool. 


"‘•V> person,’ says the captain, ‘can describe the manner in 
i' b the men worked to keep the lire hack ; one party were below, 
T m 8 the bulkhead cool, and when several were dragged up 

E useless, fresh volunteers took their places, who were, however, 
" n in the same state. At about 10 p.m. the maintopsail-yanl 
fire. Mr. Welch, one quartermaster, and four or five soldiers, 
IJllt aloft with wet blankets, and succeeded in extinguishing it, 
[ n not until the yard and mast were nearly burnt through. The 
"rk of fighting the tire below continued for hours, and about mid- 
-In it appeared that some impression was made; and after that 
h incn drove it back, inch by inch, until daylight, when they had 
jtupli'toly got it under. The ship was now in a frightful plight, 
after-part was literally burnt out—merely the shell remaining 
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-tlir port quarter blown out by the explosion : fifteen feet of « - 
in the 1 loll 1.’ 

“The trali: still prevailed, and the ship was rolling and pit ...-, 
in a heavy sea, ami taking in large quantities of water abaft ■ 
tanks, too, were rolling from side to side in the hold. 

“As soon as the smoke was partially cleared away. <'.a • 
Uastle cot spare sails and blankets aft to stop the leak, pas.-nu • 
hawsers round the stern, ami settin.tr them up. The troop- n - 
employed baliu.tr and pumping. This continued durilltf the ui. 
tnorniutr. 

“ In the course of the day the ladies joined the ship. T. 
boats were, ordered alongside, but they found the sea too In ;e ■ 
remain there. The gig had been ahandoned durinir the night, 
the crew, under Mr. Wood, fourth ollieer, had .trot into auntie: 
the boats. The troops were employed the remainder of tin- 
balin.tr and pumping, and the crew peeuring the stern. Ail i. c 
were employed duriutr the following niirlit haling and pumping. ' 
boats being moored alongside, where they received some diuio. 
At daylight, on the 1 .'5th, the crew were employed hoisting : 
boats, the troops were workimr manfully hnliii.tr and pmni , 
Latitude at noon, 1 .'i de.tr. 1- min. south. At 5 n.M. the Ur. - 
and foretopsail were set, the rafts were cut away, and the ship : 
for the Mauritius. On Thursday, the l'dth, she sighted l lie l-L 
of Rodrigues, and arrived at Mauritius on Monday the “.'ltd. 

The Nile and Trafalgar are not more glorious to our r si' 
are not trro.iter victories than these won by our tuerehant -m an.- 
And if you look in the < 'upturns' riqiorts of any maritime tvg:-t 
you will see similar acts recorded every day. 1 have such a ve¬ 
il >f last year now 1 \ in lt before me. In the second number. 
open it at hazard, ('aptaiti lioberts, master of the ship 
from Shields to London, reports how on the I 1th lilt, (the llm 
December 1 ssf 1 ). hr, 

“ being Oil' Whitby, discovered the ship to he on lire lietweetf !■ 
main hold and boilers : cot the hose from the engine laid oil. s' 
.succeeded in Uthduing the tire ; hut only apparently ; for at 
the next morning, the /he/./.ow bearing S.S.L. seven miles' distal- 
the lire again broke out, causing the ship to he enveloped in tl.m 
on both sides of midships: got the hose a vain into play, aivt 
hands to work with buckets to combat with the lire. Did let 

..1 in stopping it till four i-.m., to etfert which, were ohli-'-t 

cut away the deck and top sides, and throw overboard part “t !: 
cargo. The vessel was very much damaged and leaky : detenu.: 1 



ON RIBBONS 


19.0 


, ,i,, t,>r the Ilunibef. Ship was run on shore on the mud, near 
. . harbour, with five feet of water in lur hold. The donkey - 
. , ke down. The water increased so fast as to put out the 

. are.-- and render the Ship almost umnuiuu'cahlc. On the 
i'.uik; a tu.it towed the ship off the mud, and not her into 
• > to repair." 

ii :: iiie I’nd of November, Captain Strickland, of the /'urr/m.<< 
-..a.: as from Liverpool to Yarmouth. I.S., 

. .ntered heavy j;ales from W.N.W. to W.S.W., in lat. l.'i N., 

I \\ in which we lost jib, foretopmast, staysail, topsail, 

; ...med away the foretopmast stays, hohstays and bowsprit, 
..-,:!s. cutwater and stern, also started tho wood ends, which 
. ... i the vessel to leak. I’ut her before the wind and sea, and 
.ibout twenty-five tons of earjfo overboard to bullion the ship 
: .i;■ I. Shinn myself in a bowline, and by means of thrustiii" 

. ii rope in the opening, contrived to stop a "rent portion of 

. b .,k. 

I If,//,. The crew continuing night, and day at the 

.laps, could not kce]i the ship free ; detuned il prudent for the 
!.• tit of those concerned to bear up for the nearest port. (>n 
mine in lat. -1* -15’ N., long. -•'! W., observed a vessel with a 

I of di-tress flying. .Made towards her, when she proved to 
' :.e banpie (.’ arh iun , Waterlogged. The caj.liiin and crew 
1 a to be taken off. Hove to, and received them on board, Yoii- 
of thirteen men: and their ship was abandoned. We then 
•• led on our course, the crew of the abandoned vessel assisting 
they could to keep lay ship afloat. We arrived at <'.n k harbour 
''S' '-'7til ult." 

'upturn Cotilson, master of the brig Ot/nll o, reports that, his 
foundered off Portland, 1 Jeeember li7 : encountering a strong 
and shipping two heavy seas in succession, which hole the 
p on her beam-ends. 

" * deserving no chance of saving the ship, took to the tony boat, 

: within ten minutes of leaving her saw the brig founder. We 
picked ii], the same morning by the French shij, Coutmew: <)<•> 

•* a],tain Tombarcl." 

Here, in a single column of a m-wspaper, what strange touching 
'nres do we lind of seamen's dangers, vicissitudes, gallantry, 

• fosity ; The shi], on lire the captain in the "ale slinging 
iself in a bowline to .stop the leak the Frenchman in the hour 
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of danger coming to hi.s British comrade’s rescue—the brigam.-. 
almost a wreck, working up to the hanpie, with the signal of (jet;-.. 
Hying, and taking off her crew of thirteen men, 

‘•We then proceeded on our course, the crew of the ahmel e ■, 
vessel assist ini/ all the// could to keep my ship afloat.'' 

What noble simple words ! What courage, devoted);... 
brotherly love 1 Do they not cause the heart to heat and then, 
to fill ! 

This is what seamen do daily, and for one another. One li.-b 
occasionally upon different stories. It happened, not very 
since, that the passengers by one of the great ocean steamers ».• 
wrecked, and, after undergoing the most severe hardships, were!" 
destitute and helpless, at a miserable coaling port. Amongst t.v 
were old men, ladies, and children. When the next steamer arriv 
the passengers by that steamer took alarm at the haggard r 
miserable appearance of their unfortunate predecessors, ami actio 
remonstrated /rith their own Wijitain, Kryimy him not to tale " 
poor creatures on hoard. There was every excuse of course. ! 
last arrived steamer was already dangerously full : the cabins 
crowded ; there were sick and delicate fieoplo on board—sick at. 
delicate people who had paid a large price to the Compan,' : 
room, food, comfort, already not too sufficient. If fourteen ni 
tire in tin omnibus, will we see three or four women outside and ' 
''dome in, because this is the last bus, and it rains'’? Of os 
not : but think of that remonstrance, and of that Samaritan ma-' 
of the Purchase brigantine 

In the winter of ml, I went from Marseilles to Civita A i- v : 
in one of the magnificent I’, and (). ships, the I a/etta, the ms.-ct 
of which subsequently did distinguished service in the Crimea. 1 
was his first .Mediterranean voyage, and lie Sailed his ship by t.a 
charts alone, going into each port as surely as any pilot. 1 ; 
member walking the deck at night with this most skilful, gal: at ' 
well bred, and well-educated gentleman, and the glow of cag 
enthusiasm with which he assented, when 1 asked him whether : 
did not think a tantioN or oudki; would lie welcome or usetni • 
his sendee. 

Why is there not an Okhki: or Riutannia for Uritish seanv 
lu the Merchant and the Royal Navy alike, occur almost o, . 
instances and occasions for the display of science, skill, hrav :• 

fortitude in trying circumstances, resource in danger. In the tv 
number of the Cornhifl Maoa.inc, a friend contributed a u. - 
touching story of the M'Clintoek expedition, in the dangers air 
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' l :“’'’ srf '' hi, ' h licsllm 'l awl tlw H'riU'i- ,v ;lsll l „ CTl .|,. lnl 
H™ many more arc there (ami, |i, r the hoi. . „ f 

k “' L tllfre .. K»!) yalla.il, am,mi,lie.. 

<**m of their noble 0 . ’ 

ll, " ollr "* 1* Unylit to . .. . It ul 

aoim .i'iaiiia amleoloiielsiiismtilyiirofiisioii, It ,»m'« forth lu.t. 

Or:invarJs u|'"]i doctors anil jnilgw, It S |m,,k|cs mayors ami 
1111 » ll « a I'lunter now ami ayain. It bar sol,|e,| a 

. .T® aml tet0 ' rnl a awoiii'l ii|niii one noble man 

1 ■ 1 ’I’ “““tists take their Hath in it as of ri«hl; ami it 
It :t prolusion (ll {flithiriinr Li.,,. .. it I -I. 


Jl i'll 


:.c> i 


‘,, . . in ii ns oi n<'|]t • jin, t 

;; <* .. . . „ r al< , 

knidoins Cannot Britannia liml a ribbon for her sailors! 

j'|,' . ' "'!'; ra " tilc . is a .Vm The eonnnaml of, 

1 " I.^‘t "I lier, mifilies ilanyer, honour, sriiaire. skill 

I '".*;. 1 If discovery, sueli as that of the /■'„,■ 

■' .; llsls,l ' r ’ »!' as that of the llir/,nihml; audio 

niflrlla,lt «n, as .veil as lloyal seamen, take their 

''Y * w* * iui «* , 

"I 0"‘ T-ioa/ofns'* may will it; ami liaviim hist read 
•'haml tw" 811 l,ran " S1,J ’' 1 kll,,w "l'° onglit to'havc the 

«!** Al,rei1 «"** «• b »l'l till %l> fcmta wlion this 
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O N ISt!. .lav of April last 1 went to see a friend 

I n-i LTI.! «< >U I'i 11 LC < descent, and Oil the steps nf the next ; 
lieliehl a "roup s o u i e 11 1 i 11 y like that depicted "U tie 
pa. ye, A iiewshny lm<l stopped in his walk, and was read in.- . 
the journal whirl, il was his duty to deliver ; a pretty orutiy 
with a heap of bla/.iny fruit, rendered more brilliant by one ' 
"re,at blue papers in which oranycs are now artfully wrapp'd, 
over the railing and listened . and opposite the ■ 

there was a eaperiuy and aciite-eared youie_ r satirist of a 
sweeper, who had left his neiyhlioiiriny professional avoc.it: : 
chance of profit, ill order to listen to the talc of the little lie's- 
That iutellii'cnt reader, with his hand following the lino 
read it out to his audience, was sayiny : " And now i 

eomiiiy up suiiliny after his fall dee delivered a rattiina 
upon the llcnicia Roy's potato-trap but was met b\ a pat 
on the nose -which,' - Ac. Ac. ; or words to that ellect. Ik r 
At! let me in, while the boy was loadiny his lecture: and, i 
been some t w ent \ minutes or so in the lioii-c, and paid no 
1 took leave. 


The little lecturer was still at work on the A| doorstep, 
audience had scarcely ehaiiyed their position. Ilaviny rcaa 
word of the battle myself in tiie morniuy, I did not stay t 
further: but it" the yentleuian who expected his paper at tie 
hour that day experienced dela\ and a little disappointment. I 
not be surprised. 

I am not yoiny to expatiate on the battle. I have read ' 
correspondent s letter of a Northern newspaper, that in ti- 
of the company ftssemblcd the reader's humble servant » 

sent, and in a very polite society, too, of “ |.ts, elerywie'ii, t 

letters, and tnetnbers of lmth Houses of Parliament." If so, t 
have walked to the station in my sleep, paid three yniia ■ 
profound lit of mental abstraction, and returned to bed unco: - 
for I certainly woke thereabout the time when Idsforv rel.it’ 
the tiyht was over. T do not know whose colours 1 W"U 
liotiu iau's, or those of the Enylish eh.impiou ; nor remenibe: 
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ami reprimand you : ami you are hereby reprimanded an i.p; ; . 
But iu ease England should ever have need of a few score tie 
champions, who laugh at danger: who eope with giants: 
stricken to the ground, jump up and gaily rally, and fall, ait: - 
again, and strike, and die rather than yield—in ease the ■ 
.should need such men, and you should know them, he plea,.-; 
send lists of the misguided persons to the principal police sta: 
where means may some day he found to utilise their wr ■ 
powers, and give their deplorable energies a right direction. Sin :• 
Tom, that you and your friends are pitted against an inn:, 
invader - suppose you are hent on holding the ground, ami , 
there, if need he suppose it is life, freedom, honour, home, y 
lighting for, and there is a deathdealing sword or rille in vein i. 
with which you are going to resist some tremendous em u.' 
challenges your championship on your native shore .’ Tin!:. " 
Thomas, resist him to the death, ami it is all right : kill him. 
Heaven Hess you. I hive him into the sea, and there di 
smash, and drown him; ami let us sing Lmidnmns. In : - 
national eases, you see, we override the indisputable first in.' 
morals. Roving your neighbour is very well : hut supp ' 
neighbour comes over from ( 'aim's ami Boulogne to roll you ■ 
laws, your liberties, your newspapers, your parliament (all » 
sow dear neighbours of ours have given up in the most sell m: ; 
manner): suppose any neighbour wire to cross the water amt p: ;■ ' 
this kind of thing to us ' Should we not he justified in I. • 
trying to pitch him into the water ' If it were the King of b ■- 
himself, we must do so. I mean that lighting, of course, is - 

hut that t here are occasions w hen. Ac. —I suppose T mean tiiat 
one hamled light of Sayers is one of the most spirit-stirring 
stories ever told: and with every love and respect for Mors:'' 
my spirit says to her. •• 1 >o. for goodness' sake, my dear : . 

keep your true, ami pure, and womanly, and gentle rem c ■- 
another day. Have the great kindness to stand a b rile a.-;m ■ 
just let us see one or two more rounds between the men. I 
little man with the one hand powerless on his breast facing > 
giant for hours, and felling him, too. every now and then 1 k 
the little ‘.lava’ and the ‘ l ’'institution ' over again. " 

I think it is a most fortunate event for the brave Heennr 
has acted and written since the battle with a true warrior s e 
and with a great deal of good logic too. that the battle was a 
one. The advantage was all on Mr. Sayers's side. Say a ' 
lad of sixteen insults me in the street, and I try and thras: 
and do it. Well, I have thrashed a young lad. You gn e 
tyrant, couldn't you hit one of your own size 1 But say tie 
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in i it her ruse I walk away disoomliteil : hut ill tin* 
I..>sitivi-ly put to shame. Now. when the ropes were 
.. it <h aTh--rip. and Sir Thomas released, the yrntlcmun 
U-1 < eunfessedly blind of one eye, and speedily afterwanls 
: ,.f 1,th. ('ouhl Mr. Sayers have held out for three 

■ :• live minutes, for ten minutes more ? lie says he eould. 

. eould liave la id out, and did, and had heaten otl’tlie 

■ Waterloo, even if the Prussians hadn't route up. The 

r pretty lntieh aeeordiny to the nature of the opinants. 

I e;j.e and Tom could have held out, that they meant to 
t they did hold out, and that there has hern tistifviny 
fi. it crowd which came in and stopped the fe_dit ouyht 
- acrid like one of those divine clouds which the coils send 


“ AjM.i’im liromW 

The tr«•«IIilco Tn-j in in :i veil of <*|ou<l-. " 

• i way of i_r* *t I i 11 '_r the godlike Trojan out of 1 In* scrape, 

<c ! The )n><htx is cut : r I> ■ n» is out of chancery : the 
I-A i i * »t a bit the worse, nay, bitter than it' he hail beaten 
■ • Haiti. lb* has not the humiliation of conquest. He is 
t !!• i will be ]o\*ed more hereafter by the L'elitle sex. 
i - had overcome the _r«>*I like Trojan.' Suppose he had 
< "ipse to his eab wheels, and drivi tt to baniham, 
*!;•■ pipe of triumph bauirh ! the irreat huiki11 *_r conqueror ! 
\ "U not hold your hand from yonder In-rot bveryhmiy, 

• •a- relieved bv that opportune appearance of the british 
•tietoiv of native valour, who interfered, and “withdrew"' 
■ mpion. 

'upposr six-feet-two eoUqUeror. and five feet ejidit beaten : 
>-«\ers have been a w hit the levs gallant and meritorious t 
had In eti allow ed >-"///// to reiu'U in ilarataria, I make no 
■hat. with his ^oml m-iim* and kind lies* of heart, lie would 

• \ bed some means of rewarding the brave vanquished, as 
' the brave vietors in the baratarian army, and that a 

• who had fought a -jood liirht would have Umi a knivht 
- 1 ’"ti Sainho’s orders, whatever tin- up*d;ot oj the combat 

• n. Suppose Wellington overwhelmed <>n the plateau of 
Sint Jean: suppose Wn.-hiti'jton attaeked and beaten at 

bow and either supjw»ition is quite ea y and what 
' of the heroes * They would have been a- brave, honest. 
wi>#«: but their trlory. where would it l ave been ? Should 

• had their portraits hanirin" in our chambers ? have l*ee?i 
r with their histories? have pondered over their letters. 
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coiiimrm lives, anil daily .savings? There is not only merit, 
luck, which goes to iiiukint' a hero out of a gentleman. V 
please you, I am not saying that the hero is after all not .... . 
heroic ; and have not the least desire to grudge him hi- : 
lieeause of his good fortune. 

Have you any idea whither this Roundabout Essay on - 
late oieat victories is tending ? Do you suppose that la ; _ 
words 1 mean Trenton, Brandywine, Salanianea, Vittoria. c 
forth ? By a great victory 1 can't mean that allair at Far: 
for it was it drawn light. Where, then, are the victories, pray, 
when are we coining •" them f 

My good sir, you will perceive that in this Niuean di e , 
have only as yet advanced as tar as this that a hero, win-tio 
wins or loses, is a hero ; and that if a fellow will hut be hole -a 
courageous, and do his best, wo are for [laying all honour to 
Furthermore, it has been asserted that Fortune has a good c 
do with the making of heroes ; and thus hinted for the con- ., 
of those who don't happen to be engaged in any si upeiidous \ ict - 
that, had opportunity so served, they might have been hc|. ' 

If you are not, friend, it is not your fault, whilst 1 don't w; 
detract from any gentleman's reputation who is. Then 
worst enemy can't take objection to that. The point might 
been put more briefly perhaps; but. if yam please, we will n t 
that 111 lest ion. 

Well, then. The victories which I wish especially to • 
memorate in this paper, are the six great, complete, prodigious, 
undeniable victories, achieved by the corps which the editor 
('tirn/i ill M'h/'t in’.- has tin' honour to command. When I o ■: 
to speak disparagingly bill now of generals, it was that eliicl I 
in my l (if yam will permit me the expression y. I wished him 
to In' elated by too much prosperity ; 1 warned hint against a--- 
iltg heroic imperatorial airs, and cocking his laurels too jam ’ 
over his ear. 1 was his conscience, and stood on the splash ' 
of his triumph-ear. whispering, ■‘llominem memento to." A- ' 
tolled ahmg the way , and passed the weathercocks on the t. na 
1 saluted the symbol of the goddess Fortune with a reverent 
“We have done our little endeavour," 1 said, bowing my 
“and mortals can do no more. But w e might have fought bis'.- 
and not won. We might have east the coin, calling • Ilea a 
1" 1 Tail might have come uppermost." O tlem Filler of Vi- t. ' ' 

thou Awarder of Fame ' thou (liver of <'towns land shilling’ 
if thou hast smih d upon us, shall we not be thankful ’ There 
Saturnine philosopher, standing at the door of his Uiok-slmp. 

1 fancy, has a pooh-pooh expression as the triumph passe-. 
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dearly l'or tlio laurels, which have lallcn down over 
one hand is reinin'; in the two white elephants that 
, ,.;<]■ : I raise the other hand tip to to the laurels, and pass 

[dm a .t:raceful recognition. t'p the Hill of laidgale 
. , Pauline Siptare hy the si.le of Chepe until it reaches 
an Hill of Corn—the procession passes. The Imperator is 
. : i tite people: the captains of the legions are riding round 

their era 11 a 11 1 minds struck hy the thought, " Have we not 

■ well as yonder fellow, swaggering in the chariot, and are 

■ g.1 as he ? “ Granted, with all my heart, my dear lads. 

voiir consulship arrives, may you he as fortunate. When 

„• ! aids, now growing old. shall lay down sword and truncheon, 
i mount the ear, and ride to the temple of Jupiter. lie 
;lie laurel then. .V<*/«»• ;«e im/rliis ihilint, looking cosily 
in the arliour where I sit under the arched vine. 

I i.uiey the Imperator standing on the steps of the temple 
. •. 1 i.\ Titus) on the Minis Ermuentarius, and addressing the 
" <,»uirites ! lie says, ‘‘m our eainpaign ot six months, 

.. I .ecu engaged six times, and in each action have taken near 
*. a htiii'li'id ff‘< soe- es, Go to 1 What a re ot her 

• :ie- e.miiiarei 1 to our magazine ' (Sound, trumpeter ’) What 
i- there like that of ( 'ornhill ! You. philosopher yonder ! 
ri.s under his mantle). " Ho you know what it is to have 
ire.| and ten thousand readers? A hundred thousand readets ? 
'sir. d tliojisan.l limit is " (( ‘ries of “ No ! “ I’ooh “ N es, 

a my honour!" “ (>h, come!" and Inurimirs ol applause and 
. .in "I sa\ more than a hundred thousand purchasers—-and 
e\e tis hutr/i ns il willinii leaders ! ( I llltlietise sensation.) 

. : in -e har e we said an unkind word ? W e Inn e enemies : hn\e 

i.it them an unkind Mow ? Have we sought to pursue patty 
to forward private |ol.s. to advance selfish scheme.- ' I he 
persons to whom wittingly we hare given pain an- some who 
\oiunteered tor our corps and ot these vohinteeis we lia\e 
. : tic,usd mis." (Murmurs and grunihles.) " What commander, 

' /• It', Colli.I ] ikiee all these lliell eollld make oltieers of all these 
■ (cries of " No no! and laughter) “ could say, 'I accept 

reeruit. though he is too short for our standard, because lie is 
r. and has a mother at home who wants bread ' could enrol 
other, who is too weak to hear arms. l«-e;m-e lie says, ‘ Rook, 

. I shall In- stronger an.'ii. The leader ol such an army as inns 

-t select his .. not heeaiiso they are good and Millions, hut 

mi si* t he v are strong and eapahle. T" the-e our tanks are ever 
•n. and in addition to tin- warriors who surround me' (t)n- 
tierals look proudly conscious) “I tell you, citizens, that 1 am 
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THORNS IN THE CUSHION 
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THORXE fX THE CUE If IOX 

\ lii'l of these Essay*, 11 tc Cnrxhill Mni/n:/nr was likeneil 
a 'iii|> sailing forth on her voyage, and the captain uttered 
'■ f.v sincere prayer for lier prosperity. The dangers of 
a ! reek, the vast outlay upon sliip and ear"", and the 
t't'k oi the venture, "ave the chief otlierr a f< eli ii.lt of 
■d anxiety; for who could say from what ipiarter danger 
at t'f, and how his owner's property might he imperilled! 

i\ months’ voyage, we with very thankful hearts could 
ed e mil- good fortune: and, taking up the apologue in 
h 'uudahoiit maiiner, we composed a triumphal procession in 
of the Mag aziuc, ;unl ima.Lfineil tin* fmprrator thereof riding 
■ .' him* car tn return thanks in the Temple of Victory. ( Wn 
"' iistonictl to •rraiiileur and greatness, and has witnessed, 
’mth ot November, tor I don t know Ijow many centuries, a 
*ns annual pau'eant, chariot, progress, and flourish of truin 
;i,i d hciiiic so very near tin* .Mansion House, J am sure the 
u dl understand how the idea of pageant and procession 
);:.nirally to my mind. The imagination easily supplied a 
e li, eight cream-coloured horses of your true I’rgasiis hived, 
mg multitudes, running footmen, and clanking knights in 
• •' chaplain and a sword hearer with a mull on his head, 

- "'ll "1 the coach window, and a laud Mayor all crimson, 
id-chain, and white ribbons, solemnly occupying the pl.-ne of 
A playful fancy could have carried the matter faitlcT, could 
icpi' ti d the f ast in the Egyptian Hall, the M ini-ters, t'liief 
■ and right reverend prelates taking their seats round about, 
"i-hip. tin; turtle and other delicious viand.', and Mr. Toole 
i tiie central throne, bawling out to the ji-semhled guests and 
li.-s: "My Lord So and-so. My Lord What dye call ini. mv 
l.te.-etera. the I.ord Mayor pledge.- you all in a loving cup.'’ 
•he in.hle j>r>.eeediiig' come to an end : Eon! Simper propose- 
dies; the company rises from table, and adjourn.- to roller 
'Jtliiis. The carriages of the nobility and gue-ts roll bn. k to 
cst. The Egyptian Hall, so bright jiiftt now, appear.* ju a 
- o 
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twilight glimmer, in which waiters are seen ransacking the ,1,^* 
and rescuing the spoons. Hi.s Lordship and the Lady Mayor... 
into their private apartments. The robes are dolled, the cnli.r v " 
white ribbons are removed. The Mayor becomes a man, a] .,j 
pretty surely in a (luster about the speeches which he has ■ 
uttered ; remembering too well now, wretched creature, tin- 
eipal points which he didn't make when he rose to speak, ]], V 
to bed to headache, to care, to repentance, and, I daresay, : 
dose of .something which his body physician lias prescribed f> : ; 
And there are ever so many men in the City who fancy tliat 
happy 1 

Now, suppose that all through that 9th of November Li- 1, - 
ship has had a racking rheumatism, or a toothache, let m 
during all dinner-time—through which he has been obliged t- 
and mumble his poor old speeches, Is he enviable ? Would - 
like to change with his Lordship ? Suppose that bumper wiii-i. - 
golden footman brings him, instead i'fackins of ypoeras or .-a:..;- 
containss ome abomination of senna ? Away ! Remove tin c l 
gohli t, insidious cup bearer ! \ oil now begin to perceive the cl - 

moral which 1 am about to draw. 

Last montii wo sang the song of glorification, and rode i:. v 
chariot of triumph. It was all very well. It was right to br¬ 
and ht. thankful, and cry, llravo, our side! and besides, you kn ■ 
there was the enjoyment of thinking how pleased Brown. 

• limes, and Robinson (our dear friends) would be at this aim : - 
nit- nt <>t success. But now that the performance is over, no - - 
sir, just step into my private room, and see that it is n-■: 
pleasure this winning of successes. Cast your eye over t.- 
newspapers, over those letters. bee what the critics say ot > 
hai mles- jokes, neat little trim sentences, and pet waggeries ' b 
\ou are no better than an idiot ; you are drivelling; your]" 1 "' 
have left you ; this alwavs overrated writer is rapidlv sink 
to , 

1 his is not pleasant ; but neither is this the point. It lino 
tbe critic is right, and the author wrong. It may he that tin ,c 
bishops sermon is not so line as some of those discourses t 
years ago which used to delight the faithful in Cranada. " 
may be (pleasing thought !) that the clitic is a dullard, am: ■’ 
not understand what he is writing about. Everybody vim ■' 
been to an exhibition has heard visitors discoursing abaft ■ 
pictures before their faces. One says, "This is very well ; " ai.-tH 
says, " This is stuff and rubbish another cries, “Bravo! tlii- 9 
masterpiece : " mid each has a right to his opinion. For exami * 
one of the pictures I admired most at the Royal Academy i- C 
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„ t :,.(>n whom I never, to my knowledge, sot eyes. This 
No. “Moses,” by Mr. S. Solomon. I thought it 

jt iuteniion, I thought it finely drawn and composed. It 
i, presented, to my mind, the dark children of the Egyptian 
and suggested the touching story. My newspaper says: 
[■■,,, . ludicrously ugly women, looking at a dingy baby, do not 
a j,leasing object; ” and so good-bye, Mr. Solomon. Are not 
of ..in' babies served so in life? and doesn’t Mr. Robinson 
, Mr. Browns cherub an ugly squalling little brat ! So 
iii 1 . Mr. S. S. It may lie the critic who discoursed on your 
\ a bad judge of babies. When Pharaoh's kind daughter 
riic child, and cherished and loved it, and took it home, and 
i i nurse for it, too, I daresay there wen* grim, hi ickdust- 
chamberlains, or some of the tough, old, meagre, yellow 
.--.■sat t'lmrt, who never had children themselves, who cried 
• Faugh ! the horrid little squalling wretch!" and knew he 
never come to good; and said, “Didn’t 1 tell you so!” 

. i ■ assaulted the Egyptian. 

M'.cr mind then, Mr. >S. Solomon, 1 say, because a critic pooli- 
i nr work of art- your Moses - your child-- your foundling. 

. .i;«l not a wiseacre in ISlurkiroix/'x Mm/n-inr lately fall foul 
F su .b.nes”? O hypercritic! So, t.> he sure, did good old 
.’.ciiardson, who could write novels himself: but you, and I, 
Mr. Ribbon, my dear sir, agree in giving our respect, and 
and admiration, to the brave old master. 

: lie sc last words i am supposing the respected reader to lie 
i with a sense of humour, which he may or may not possess ; 

. don’t we know many an honest man who can no more 
end a joke than he can turn a tunc! But i take for 
. my dear sir, that you arc brimming over with fun- you 
make jokes, but, you could if you would --you know you 
and in your ijuiet way you enjoy them extremely. Now 
" ..pie neither make them, nor understand them when made, 
a- them when understood, and are ,suspicious, testy, and 
iris jokers. Have you ever watched an elderly male or 
an elderly "party, ’ so to speak, who begins to tind out 
me young wag of the company is ‘“dialling'' him! Haw 
r tried the sarcastic or Socratic method with a child ! Little 
tie or she. in the innocence of the simple heart, plays some 
ak. or makes some absurd remark, which you turn to ridicule, 
ie creature dimly perceives that you are making fun of him, 
blushes, grows uneasy, bursts into tears, upon my word 
it fair to try the weapon of ridicule upon that innocent 
ietim. The awful objurgatory practice he is accustomed to 
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Point out his fault, and lay bare the dire consequences th. 
expose it roundly, and give him a proper, solemn, moral whij.j 
lmt do not attempt to casth/are r 'ulcmh,. Do not laugh at Bin: ■ 
ing, and cause all the other boys in the school to laugh, la a, 
your own young days at school, my friend -the tingling 
burning ears, bursting heart, and passion of desperate tear-, 
which you looked up, after having performed some blunder, v. 
tiic Doctor held you to public scorn before the class, ami >t . 
his great clumsy jokes upon you - helpless, and a prisoner! la¬ 
the block itself, and the lietors, with their fasces of birch-twigs. ■ 
the maddening torture of those jokes ! 

Now, with respect to jokes—and the present company of.- 
excepted many people, perhaps most people, are as infants. ! 
have little sense of humour. They don't like jokes. Haim 
writing annoys and offends them. The coarseness apart, I t!. 
have met very very few women who liked the banter of Swir 
Fielding. Their simple tender natures revolt at laughter, I 
satyr always a wicked brute at heart, and are they rightly -I. 
at his grin, his leer, his horns, hoofs, and ears ? I'i i/niu-, /. 
iiniiishY, with his shrieks, and his capering crooked legs:* 1.-’ 
go and get a pair of well-wadded black silk stockings, and pul: ' 
over those horrid shanks ; put a large gown and bands ov, r 
and hide ; and pour a dozen of lavender-water into his lavs 
kerchief, and cry. and never make a joke again. It shall 
highly ilist i 1 led poesy, and perfumed sentiment, and gii.-liu.- 
qiienee ; and the foot x/imi'f peep out, and a plague take it. 1 
it up with the surplice. Out with your cambric, dear lads-, 
let us all whimper together. 

Now, then, hand on heart, wo declare that it is nut the!, 
adverse critics which atlliets or frightens the editorial bosom, 
may he right ; they may be rogues who have a personal spite : 
may be dullards who kiek and bray as their nature is to d 
prefer thistles to pineapples : they may be conscientious, 
deeply learned, delightful judges, who see your joke in a m 
and the profound wisdom King underneath. Wise or dull. 1 
tory or otherwise, we put their opinions aside. It' they ape 
we are pleased : if they shake their quirk pens, and fly off " ' 
hiss, we resign their favours and put on all the fortitude "• 
muster. I would rather have the lowest man's good word 
his bad one, to be sure ; but as for coaxing a compliment, or " 
ling him into good humour, or stopping his angry mouth " 
good dinner, or accepting his contributions fur a certain 
for fear of his barking or snapping elsewlie^s— nitons (tow ■ * 

shall not be our acts. Bow-wow, Cerberus ! Here shall be n 
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• .f tliot', unless—unless Cerberus is an uncommonly good dog, when 
u , shall bear no malice because he flew at us from our neighbour's 

_uto. 

What, then, is the main grief you spoke of as annoying you — 
;j ,. toothache in the Lord Mayor’s jaw, the thorn in the cushion of 

editorial chair? It is there. Ah ! it stings me now as I write. 
|r iiiiiHS with almost every morning’s post. At night I come home, 
.,, 1,1 take my letters tip to bed (not daring to open them), and in the 
■ii.ruing 1 find one, two, three thorns on my pillow. Three I ex- 
jtrarted yesterday; two I found this morning. They don't sting 
i/iitc so sharply as they did ; but a skin is a skin, and they bite, 
„:;, r all, most wickedly. It is all very tine to advertise on the 
Magazine, “Contributions are only to be sent to Messrs. Smith, 
Bk-r, A ('o., and not to the Editor’s private residence.” My dear 
fir, hew little you know man- or woman-kind, if you fancy they 
will take that sort of warning ! How am 1 to know (though, to be 
sure, 1 begin to know now), as I take the letters oil'the tray, which 
"f these envelopes contains a real bond Jide letter, and which a 
thorn • One of the best invitations this year I mistook for a thorn- 
I'ttrr, and kept it without opening. This is what I call a thorn- 

litter : - 


“ 11.\miskrwki.i. : June 4. 

"Sii;,—M ay I hope, may I entreat, that you will favour me by 
•■fusing the enclosed lines, and that they may be found worthy of 
e rtiun in the CornhiU Ma</a:ine ? We have known better days, 

1 have a sick and widowed mother to maintain, and little 
'tethers and sisters who look to me. I do my utmost as a gover- 
to support them. I toil at night when they are at rest, and 
'. v ""'ii hand and brain are alike tired. If I could add but a little 
'"in' means by my pen, many of my poor invalid’s wants might 
supplied, and I could procure for her comforts to which she is 
a stranger. Heaven knows it is not for want of will or for 
ml nt aiert/i/ on my part that she is now in ill-health, and our 
household almost without bread. Do—do cast a kind glance 
• f my poem, and if you can help us, the widow, the orphans will 
s you 1 -1 remain, sir, in anxious expectancy, your faithful 

rV:l, d> ' 'S. S. 

■1 enclosed is a little poem or two, and an envelope with its 
lm y stamp —Heaven help us I and the writer’s name and 

in ss, 

Now you see what I mean by a thorn. Here is the case put 
a true female logic. “I am poor; I am good; I am ill; I 
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work hard ; I Ikivo a sick mother and hungry Brothers and ■ • • 
dependent on mo. You can help us if you will.” And tj 
look at the paper, with the thousandth part of a faint Ira.. • 
it may he suitable, and I Had it won’t do : and I knew it v 
do: and why is this poor lady to appeal to my pity and In . 
poor little ones kneeline to my bedside, and calling for bread , 

1 eati give them if l choose ? No day passes but that a n 
tt'f iiiiiwrirorilin m is used. Day and night that sad voice is.;- 
out for help. Thrice it appealed to me yesterday. Twi.-, • 
morning it. cried to me: and I have no doubt when I g.. ; 
my hat, I shall find it with its piteous face and its pale In 
about it, waiting for me in tho hull. One of the immense ad 
tages which women have over onr sex is, that they artnaky I 
to read these letters. hike letters! Oh merry on us! It,I 
was .an editor I did not like the postman much : but now! 

A very common way with these petitioners is to beg a \\i: 
line llmumery about the merits and eminent genius of the ; 
whom they are addressing. But this artifice, I state puhli.r., 
of no avail. W hen I see thnt kind of herb, l know the - 
within it, and lling it away lie fore it has time to sting. A" 
reptile, to the waste-paper basket-, and thence to the flames ! 

But of these disappointed people, some take their disap!" 
meat and meekly bear it. Some hate and hold you theii o' 
beeause you could not be their friend. Some, furious and <■ 11 v: 
say : “Who is this man who refuses what l offer ? and ho-v ■: 
lie, the conceited coxcomb, to deny my merit !” 

Sometimes my letters contain not mere thorns, but bind. 
Here are two choice slips from that nohle Irish oak which ha- 
than once supplied alpeens fur tiiis meek and unoffending skull 

“ THEATKF. KovaI, IlnNNYia 

“Sin. I have just finished reading the first portion S 
Tale, 1 Bovel the Widower.' and am much surprised at tie 
warrantable strictures you pass therein on the mr/n ./<- Imlh-t. 

“ l have been for more than ten years com.ted with 

theatrical profession, and I beg to assure you that the m;. 1 
of the cor/** <h- h'lllrt are virtuous well-conducted girl-. 
eonsoi|tiently, that snug cottages are not taken for them m 
Regent's Turk. 

" 1 also have to inform you that theatrical managers at' 
the habit of speaking good English, possibly better English 
authors. 

“Aon either know nothing of the subject in question."''. 1 
assert a wilful falsehood. 
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I cn happy to say that the characters of the c»iyw <fr /nil/rt, 
\ , iIj.i-c of actors and actresses, are superior to the snarlings 
i o„ ;>-ie lilicllors, or the spiteful attacks and brut tun j'uhtu-n of 
,i authors. — [ am, sir, vour obedient servant, 

“A. IS. ('. 

; ... Inner of tlio Citruhiil M<vj<i:inc." 


" TllEATItK ItoVAl., Donnyhhook. 

••Silt.— I have just read, in the ('nriihill Mn<in:iui• for 
'.vt.iry. the first portion of a Tale written by you, and entitled 
i. ,v. I the Widower.’ 

•• lit tlie production in question you employ all your malicious 

■ .v ' inii you have great. capabilities that way) in trying to 
. eie the character of the corps <1 htUei. When you imply 

■ r the majority of ballet-girls liave villas taken Ibr them in the 
belli S Park, / s<it/ i/nit i,-H a <A / //« rutc j'nht //(««/. 

" llaveing been brought up to the stage from infancy, and, 
■ugh now an actress, haveing been seven years principal dancer 
' 'opera, i am competent to speak on the subject. I am only 

i red that so vile a libeller as yourself should lie allowed to 

■ ' ie nt the Dramatic Fund dinner on the 'Jl'nd instant. 1 think 

'Iild be much better if you were to reform your own life, 

■’•."I of telling lies of those who are immeasurably your 
;' M il's.—Yours in supreme disgust, A. I>." 

Hie signatures of the respected writers are altered, and for the 
l iheir Theatre Royal an adjacent place is named, which (as 
•' have been falsely informed) used to be famous for quarrels, 
i s, and broken heads. Rut, I say, is this an easy chair to 
a. when you are liable to have a pair of such shillelaghs Hung at. 
And, prithee, w hat was all the quarrel about ? In the little 
y of “Level the Widower” I described, and brought, to 
nm punishment, a certain wretch of a ballet dancer, who lived 
l iidly for a while on ill-gotten gains, had an accident, and lost 
'"nitty, and died poor, deserted, ugly, and every way odious, 
the same page, other little ballet-dancers are described, 
"mg homely clothing, doing their duty, and carrying their 
•I" savings to the family at home. Rut nothing will content 
a ar correspondents hut to have me declare that the majority 
'•diet dancers have villas in the Regent’s Park, and to convict 
t “ delilierate falsehood." Suppose, for instance, I had chosen 
introduce a red-haired washerwoman into a story ? f might get 
xpostulatory letter saying, “Sir, in stating that the majority 
'•' isherwomen are red-haired, you are a liar' and you had host 
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not speak of ladies who are immeasurably your superiors," i 
suppose [ had ventured to describe an illiterate haberdasher! i, 
of the craft illicit write to me, “Sir, in describing haberdasher, 
illiterate, you utter a wilful falsehood. Haberdashers use n;, 
better English than authors,” It is a mistake, to be sure. 1 j, 
never said what my correspondents say I say. There is if: 
under their noses, but what if they choose to read it their < 
way? “lliirroo, lads! Here's for a tight. There’s a bald I, 
peeping out of the hut. There’s a bald head! It must hr I 
Malone’s.” Ami whack! come down both the bludgeons at mnv. 

Ah me! we wound where we never intended to strike; 
create anger where we never meant harm: and these thought 
the thorns in our Cushion. Out of mere malignity, I supp 
there is no man who would like to make enemies. But linv, 
this editorial business, you can't do otherwise: and a queer, >. 
strange, bitter thought it is, that must cross the mind of main 
public man: “Do what I will, be innocent or spiteful, be geiirr 
or cruel, there are A and B, and 0 and 1), who will hate me 0: 
end of the chapter-to the chapter’s end—to the Finis of the |< 
--when hate, and envv, and fortune, and disappointment >1 
lie over.” 
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A CKANDSON nf (lie late Rev. Dr. Primrose (of NVakeiiehl, 
vicar) wrote me a little note from his country living this 
morning, tmil tin' kind fellow had the ]irecaiilion to write 
"No thorn" upon the envelope, so that, ere i broke the seal, my 
1 :ini might he relieved of any anxiety lest, the letter should contain 
of (hose lurkili.tr stahs which are so painful to the present gentle 
•'fill . X i>ur epigraph, my dear P., shows your kind and artless 
' inur ; hut don’t, you see it is of no use ? people who are held, 
i” !! assassinating you in the manner mentioned will write “ No 
" -rn upon their envelopes too ; and you open the ease, and 
: a-' fitly out Hies a poisoned stiletto, which springs into a 
' Hi - hosom, and makes the wretch howl with anguish. When 
1 i'lilills are after a. man, they adopt all sorts of disguises, pop 
it "ii him from all eoneeivahle coiners, and tap his miserable 
i n r. His wife is taken ill ; his sweetheart, who remarked his 
'""laid, too brilliant, appearance at the Hyde Park review, will 
' " t him at ('remorne, or where you will. The old friend who has 
1 him that money these live years will meet him at. So and so 
1 i I iv. l!y one bait or other the victim is hooked, netted, landed, 
" l down "lies the hasket-lid. It is not. your wife, your sweetheart, 
, V, "U triend, who is going to pay you. It is Mr. Nab the bailiff. 

1 - know-you are caught. You are oil' in a cab to Chancery 

I. ui... 

Dm know, I say? 117/// should you know? 1 make no 
' diner of doubt you never were taken by a bailin' in your life. I 
' was. I have been in two or three debtors’ prisons, but not on 
1 own account, flood ness lie praised ! I mean you can’t escape 
lot ; and Nab only stands here metaphorically as the watchful, 
■'"‘in. and untiring ollieor of Mr. Sheriff Pate. Wliv, my dear 
I’ii’a rose, this morning along with your letter comes another, bear- 
’the well-known superscription of another old friend, which L 
!" a without the least suspicion, and what do 1 find? A few lines 
1,11 my friend Johnson, it is true, but they are. written on a page 
v ' red with feminine handwriting. “ Dear Mr. Johnson,” says the 
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writer, “I have just been perusing with delight a most clirmi..;.■ 
tnle by the Archbishop of Oambray. It is called ‘ Telerottclui.' 
and I think it would be admirably suited to the Cornhill J/ug.'d. 
As you know the Editor, will you have the great kindness, d, 
Mr. Johnson, to communicate with him personally (as that is mtvi 
better than writing in a roundabout way to the Publishers. , Ul 
waiting goodness knows how long for an answer), and state r.- 
readiness to translate this excellent and instructive story 1 Id 
not wish to breathe a word against ‘ Ijovel Parsonage,’ ‘ Fraink 
the Widower,’ or any of the novels which have appeared in ie- 
Cornhill Mayazinr, but I am sure ‘ Telemachus ’ is as good as its 
to English readers, and in point of interest and morality far — 
&c. &c. &c. 

There it is. I am stabbed through Johnson. He lias le: 
himself to this attack on me. He is weak about women. Ott 
strong men are. He submits to the common lot, poor fellow. 1:. 
my reply I do not use a word of unkindness. I write him Iwk 
gently, that I fear “ Telemachus ” won’t suit us. He can send tin- 
letter on to his fair correspondent. But however soft the answer. 1 
question whether the wrath will be'turned away. Will there ik" 
be a coolness between him and the lady? and is it not possible tin: 
henceforth her fine eyes will look with darkling glances upon tb 
pretty orange cover of our Magazine ? 

Certain writers, they say, have a bad opinion of women. V 
am I very whimsical in supposing that this disappointed Candidas 
will be hurt at her rejection, and angry or cast down according t 1 
her nature? “ Angry, indeed ! ” says Juno, gathering up her pur; - 
robes and Royal raiment. “Sorry, indeed!” cries Minerva, laciig 
on her corslet again, and scowling under her helmet. (I inia'.'ir.t 
the well-known Apple case has just been argued and decide!. 1 
“ Hurt, forsooth ! Do you suppose we care for the opinion of tint 
hobnailed lout of a Paris ! Do you suppose that I, the Goddess -i 
Wisdom, can’t make allowances for mortal ignorance, and am ' 
base as to bear malice against a poor creature who knows no better 
You little know the goddess nature when you dare to insinuate tba 
our divine minds are actuated by motives so base. A love of justi 1 ’ 1 
influences us. We arc above mean revenge. We are too mngnani 
motis to be angry at the award of such a judge in favour of such ■ 
creature.” And rustling out their skirts, the Indies walk uw«; 
together. This is all very well. You are bound to believe tln-m 
They are actuated by no hostility : not they. They hear no malic 
—of course not. But when the Trojan war occurs presently, " ln< 
side will they take? Many brave souls will be sent to Hade- 
Hector will perish. Poor old Priam’s bald numskull will be crack'-' 
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,,,,| Ti'".v town will burn, because Paris prefers golden-haired Venus 
: , ox-rvrd Juno and grey-eyed Minerva. 

The last Essay of this Roundabout Series, describing the griefs 
u ,il miseries of the editorial chair, was written, as the kind reader 
n ill acknowledge, in a mild and gentle, not in a warlike or satirical 
spirit. I showed how cudgels were applied ; but, surely, the meek 
,.l.ject of persecution hit no blows in return. The beating did not 
hurt much/ and the person assaulted could afford to keep his good- 
inmoiir: indeed, I admired that brave though illogical little actress, 
..('the T. 11. l* hl n, for her fiery vindication of her profession’s 
i... until-. I assure her I had no intention to tell 1- -s--well, let us 

-ay. monosyllables—about my superiors : and I wish her nothing 
iut well, and when Maemahon (or shall it he Mulligan 1) Roi 
i lrhniiii‘ ascends his throne, I liojie she may he appointed Professor 
I English to the |)rincesses of the Royal house. Xitpcr —in former 
lavs f too have militated ; sometimes, as I now think, unjustly ; 
hat always, I vow, without personal rancour. Which of us has not 
die words to recall, flippant jokes to regret ? Have you never coni- 
■liitted an imprudence? Have you never had a dispute, and found 
at that you were wrong? So much the worse for you. Woe he 
j to the man i/ui emit tmijmirs avoir raixoii. TTis anger is not a 
| tfi'i madness, but a permanent mania. II is rage is not a fever-fit, 
tan a black poison inflaming him, distorting his judgment, disturbing 
- rest, embittering his cup, gnawing at his pleasures, causing him 
ec cruel suffering than ever he can inflict on his enemy. 0 la 
'■H' morale. ! As I write it, I think about one or two little affairs 
1 my own. There is old Dr. Squaretoso (he certainly was very 
■He to me, and that’s the fact); there is Madame Pouiposa (and 
’■rtainly her ladyship's behaviour was about as cool as cool could 
Never mind, old Squaretoso : never mind, Madame Pornposa ! 
Herr is a hand. Let us be friends, as wc once were, and have no 
!;i "re of this rancour. 

I had hardly sent that last Roundabout Paper to the printer 
"'meii, I submit, was written in a parable and not unchristian 
mum. of mind), when Saturday came, and with it, of course, my 
■yttiirifat/ Review. I remember at New York coining down to 
l,rf 'iikfast. at the hotel one morning, after a criticism had appeared 
■ Hie Xew York Herald, in which an Irish writer had given me 
1 'in -sing for a certain lecture on Swift. Ah ! my dear little 
'■mm* of the T. R. 1)., what were the cudgels in yovr little lillet- 
compared with those noble New York shillelaghs? All 
(Tough the Union, the literary sons of Erin have marched alpeen- 
’ ; ""k in hand, and in every city of the States they call each other 
ai l everybody else the finest names. Having come to breakfast, 
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then, in the public room, I sit down, and sec—that the nine pen;;,, 
opposite have all got Xew York Hr raids in their hands. One i|. v 
little lady, whom I knew, and who sat opposite, gave a pm:, 
blush, and popped her paper under the tablecloth. I told hi : ; 
had had my whipping already in my own private room, and beg;,; 
her to continue her reading. I may have undergone agonies, v, 
see; but every man who has been bred at an English public sib,, 
comes away from a private interview with Doctor Birch with 
calm, even a smiling face. And this is not impossible, when y, 
are prepared. You screw your courage up—you go through ti, 
business. You come back and take your seat on the form, slmuiv 
not the least symptom of uneasiness or of previous unploasuntrii-. 
But to he caught suddenly up, and whipped in the bosom of yns: 
family —to sit down to breakfast, and east your innocent eye mi.. 
paper, and find, before you are aware, that the Hat unlay Mum!' 
or lllark Monday [iistrnrtor has hoisted you and is laying <>n 
that is indeed a trial. Or perhaps the family has looked at lb 
dreadful paper beforehand, and weakly tries to hide it. “Whir 
is the Indrurtor, or the Monitor'! ” say you. “Where is tha' 
paper?” says mamma to one of the young ladies. Lucy hasn't it. 
Fanny hasn’t seen it. Emily thinks that the governess has it. At 
last, out it is brought, that awful paper ! Papa is amazingly tick!': 
with the article on Thomson : thinks that show-up of Johnson i' 
very lively ; and now - Heaven lie good to us !—he has come to ti, 
eritiipie on himself:- -“Of all the rubbish which we have had far 
Mr. Tomkins, we do protest and vow that this last cartload is A 
Ah ! poor Tomkins ! but most of all, ah I poor Mrs. Tomkins, ai; 
poor Emily, and Fanny, and Lucy, who have to sit by and 
jmtt rfamilia* put to the torture! 

Now, on this eventful Saturday, t did not cry, because it wre 
not so much the Editor as the Publisher of the Corid/ill Mayr.nr 
who was brought out for a dressing; and it is wonderful li"« 
gallantly one bears the misfortunes of one’s friends. That a writ'' 
should he taken to task about his hooks is fair, and he must alU 
the praise or the censure. But that a publisher should lie eritiri*' 1 '. 
for his dinners, and for the conversation which did not- take pi 1 ' 1 
there, -is this tolerable press practice, legitimate joking, or hinuiui- 
able warfare ? I have not the honour to know my next 
neighbour, but I make no doubt that he receives his friends a* 
dinner ; I see his wife and children pass constantly ; I even kii"" 
the carriages of some of the people who call upon him, and eniiE 
tell their names. Now, suppose his servants were to tell in® 
what the doings are next door, who comes to dinner, what is eaten 
and said, and I were to publish an account of these transactions I! 
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, newspaper, I could assuredly get money for the report; hut ought 
I ci write it, and what would you think of mo for doing so? 

And .suppose, Mr. Saturday Reviewer---von cm nor morion, you 
whn pique yourself (and justly and honourably in the main) upon 
vmir character of gentleman, as well as of writer,—suppose, not 
tint you yourself invent and indite absurd twaddle about gentle¬ 
men's private meetings and transactions, but pick this wretched 
cubage out of a New York sheet, and hold it up for your readers’ 
amusement—don’t you think, my friend, that you might have been 
tetter employed? Here, in my Sniiinlay AVe/rte, and in an 
American paper subsequently sent to me, I light, astonished, on an 
aieniuit of the dinners of my friend and publisher, which are de- 
-uilicd as “tremendously heavy,” of the conversation (which does 
tint take place), and of the guests assembled at the table. I tun 
itiliinncil that the proprietor of the (JorvkM, and the host on these 
"evasions, is “a very good man, but totally unread and that on 
tny asking him whether Doctor Johnson was dining behind the 
screen, lit' said, “ God bless my soul, my dear sir, there's no person 
la the name of Johnson here, nor any one behind the screen,” and 
tint a roar of laughter cut him short. 1 am informed by the same 
N’cw York correspondent that I have touched up a contributor’s 
article ; that I once said to a literary gentleman, who was proudly 


printing to an anonymous article as his writing, “Ah ! I thought I 
recognised ymir hoof in it.” I am told by the same authority that 
tlm <'or nft ill Mayaduc “shows symptoms of being on the wane,” 
and having sold nearly a hundred thousand copies, lie (the correspon¬ 
dent) “should think forty thousand was now about the mark.” 
lien the graceful writer passes on to the dinners, at which it 
:i ppears the Editor of the Magazine “ is the great gun, and comes 
' tit with all the geniality in his power.” 

Now suppose this charming intelligence is untrue? Suppose 
tiie publisher (to recall the words of my friend the Dublin actor of 
lict month) is a gentleman to the full as well informed as those 
"imm lie invites to his table? Suppose be never made the remark, 
l»'ginning “God bless my soul, my dear sir,” <fc<\, nor anything 
n ' milling it ? Suppose nobody roared with laughing? Suppose 
Kditor of the Corn/iill Magar.hw never “touched up” one 


dtcglc line of the contribution which bears “marks of bis band”? 


Pappose he never said to any literary gentleman, “ I recognised 
hoof” in any periodical whatever ? Suppose the forty thou- 
'Unl subscribers, which the writer to New York “considered to be 


■•'".lit the mark,” should be between ninety thousand and a hundred 
r ;‘"Usand (and as be will have figures, there they are)? Suppose 
hiis back-door gossip should be utterly blundering and untrue, 
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would any one wonder 1 Ah! if we had only enjoyed the happi^ 
to number this writer among the contributors to our Mag.ia-. 
what a cheerfulness and easy confidence his presence would imj^ 
to our meetings! He would find that “ poor Mr. Smith ” had hear«i 
that recondite anecdote of Doctor Johnson behind the screen: a&j 
as for “the great gun of those banquets,” with what genial!:; 
should not I “ come out ” if I had an amiable companion close k 
me, dotting down my conversation for the Jew York Times! 

Attack our books, Mr. Correspondent, and welcome. They ® 
fair subjects for just censure or praise. But woe be to you, if yn 
allow private rancours or animosities to influence you in the dis 
charge of your public duty! In the little court where you are pail 
to sit as judge, as critic, you owe it to your employers, to vow 
conscience, to the honour of your calling, to deliver just sentences: 
and you shall have to answer to Heaven for your dealings, as surely 
as my Lord Chief Justice on the Bench. The dignity of letters, 
the honour of the literary calling, the slights put by haughty awl 
unthinking people upon literary men,—don’t we hear outcries upon 
these subjects raised daily ? As dear Sam Johnson sits behind tto 
screen, too proud to show his threadbare coat and patches among 
the more prosperous brethren of his trade, there is no want of 
dignity in him, in that homely image of labour ill-rewarded, genius 
as yet unrecognised, independence sturdy and uncomplaining, But 
Mr. Nameless, behind the publisher’s screen uninvited, peering at 
the company and the meal, catching up scraps of the jokes, and 
noting down the guests’ behaviour aud conversation—what a figure 
his is! Allow, Mr. Nameless! Put up your notebook; walk out 
of the hall; and leave gentlemen alone who would be private, aid 
wish you no harm. 
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WONDER whether those little silver pencil-cases with a mov¬ 
able almanack at the butt-end are still favourite implements 
with boys, and whether pedlars still hawk them about the 
ri'imtryAre there pedlars and hawkers still, or are rustics and 
rliililrni grown too sharp to deal with them 1 Those pencil-eases, 
far as my memory serves me, were not of much use. The screw, 
fmi which the movable almanack turned, was constantly getting 
The 1 of the table would work from its moorings, under 
fa slay or Wednesday, as the case might be, and you would find, 

1 ii examination, that Th. or W. was the 231 of the month (which 
"■is absurd on the face of the thing), and in a word your cherished 
Has'il-rase an utterly unreliable time-keeper. Nor was this a 
■natter of wonder. Consider the position of a pencil-case in a boy’s 
flirt. You had hardbake in it; marbles, kept in your purse 
"■an the money was all gone; your mother’s purse, knitted so 
1 why and supplied with a little bit of gold, long since—prodigal 
latlf sun !—scattered amongst the swine—I mean amongst brandy- 
billx, open tarts, three-cornered puffs, and similar abominations. 
l r, u had a top and string; a knife; a piece of cobbler’s wax ; two 
" r du re bullets; a “ Little Warbler ”; and I, for my part, remember, 
d"'a considerable period, a brass-barrelled pocket-pistol (which would 
* ir< ' beautifully, for with it I shot off a button from Butt Major’s 
■ ,;il 'kft);—with all these things, and ever so many more, clinking 
:i 'l rattling in your pockets, and your hands, of course, keeping 
hi perpetual movement, how could you expect your movable 
d'wmack not to be twisted out of its place now and again—your 
j lf,|1 "il-case to be bent—your liquorice water not to leak out of your 
over the cobbler’s wax, your bull’s-eyes not to ram up the 
'"'b mid barrel of your pistol, and so forth ? 

, hi the month of June, thirty-seven years ago, I bought one of 
ll|flS( ' pencil-cases from a boy whom I shall call Hawker, and who 
," :is in my form. Is he dead? Is he a millionare? Is he a 
'•■mkrupt now? He was an immense screw at school, and I 
t * lil ' v ’e to this day that the value of the thing for which I 
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owed and eventually paid three-and-sixpence, was in rcalitv n- 
one-and-nine. 

I certainly enjoyed the ease at first a good deal, and aim»i 
myself with twiddling round the movable calendar. But tb 
pleasure wore oft - . The jewel, as I said, was not paid fur, ;u, : 
Hawker, a large and violent boy, was exceedingly unpleasant as a 
creditor. His constant remark was, “When are you going to j. ; ,t 
me that three-and-sixpence 1 What sneaks your relations must i. 
They come to see you. You go out to them on Saturdays j|; 
Sundays, and they never give you anything! Don’t tell me. y 
little humbug!” and so forth. The truth is that my relatin'., 
were respectable; hut my parents were making a tour in Scotland. 
and my friends in London, whom I used to go and see, were inn- 
kind to me, certainly, but somehow never tipped me. That tori... 
of May to August 1823, passed in agonies, then, in conaequciuv ■•! 
my debt to Hawker. What was the pleasure of a calendar jh-im: 
case in comparison with the doubt and torture of mind occasi ukt 
by the sense of the debt, and the constant reproach in that 
scowling eyes and gloomy coarse reminders? How was I t" 0 
oft" such a debt out of sixpence a week? ludicrous! Why did n' 
someone come to see me, and tip me? All ! my dear sir, if .w. 
have any little friends at school, go and see them, and do n 
natural thing by them. You won’t miss the sovereign. You donr 
know what a blessing it will be to them. Don’t fancy they a? 
too old—try ’em. And they will remember yon, and bless y 
in future days ; and their gratitude shall accompany your dreary 
after life; and they shall meet you kindly when thanks for kino 
ness are scant. Oh merry! shall I ever forget that sovereign y ,;; 
gave me, Captain Bob? or the agonies of being in debt t 
Hawker? In that very term, a relation of mine was gain- 1 
India. I actually was fetched from school in order to take ban 
of him. I am afraid I told Ilawker of this circumstance. I "' v:: 


I speculated upon my friend’s giving me a pound. A pomi'l 
Pooh ! A relation going to India, and deeply affected at parur- 
froin his darling kinsman, might: give five pounds to the d«.- 
fellow ! . . . There was Hawker when I came back—of cour-i 


there he was. As he looked in my scared face, his turned l’.' - 
with rage. He muttered curses, terrible from the lips of so yonn- 
a boy. My relation, about to cross the ocean to fill a hicratm 


appointment, asked me with much interest about my progress 
school, heard me construe a passage of Eutropius, the pleasii‘- 
Latin work on which I was then engaged; gave me a God bit* 
you, and sent me back to school; upon my word of h 1 " 1 "' 1 '; 
without so much as a half-crown 1 It is all very well, 
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,ir sir, to pay that boys contract habits of expecting tips from 
parents’ friends, that they become avaricious, and so forth, 
.varioioiis ! fudge ! Boys contract habits of tart anil toffee-eating, 
they do not carry into after life. On the contrary, I wish I 
j, / like 'em. What raptures of pleasure one could have now for 
j Vl . Shillings, if one could but pick it off the pastry-cook’s tray ! 

If you have any little friends at school, out with your half- 
T'Wiis. my friend, and impart to those little ones the little fleeting 
, vs of their age. 

Well, then. At the beginning of August 182.1, Bartlcmytidc 
tiditlays came, and I was to go to my parents, who were at Tun- 
jridge Wells. My place in the coach was taken by my tutor’s 
;iTVants— “ Bolt-in-Tun,” Fleet Street, seven o’clock in the morning, 
>ms the word. My Tutor, the Reverend Edward ]*——, to whom 
1 hereby present my best compliments, had a parting interview with 
m* : gave me my little account for my governor: the remaining 
ort of the coach-hire; live shillings for my own expenses; and 
' 111111 ' live-and-twenty shillings on an old account which had been 
•vt-rpuid, and was to he restored to my family. 


Away I ran and paid Hawker his three-aml-six. Ouf! what 
"right it was off my mind ! (He was a Norfolk hoy, and used 
" si home from Mrs. Nelson’s “Bell Inn,” Aldgate—but that is 
: to the point.) The next morning, of course, we were an hour 
"‘'"c tlu: time. I and another boy shared a hackney-coach, two- 
r: six ; porter for putting luggage on coach, threepence. I had 
more money of my own left. Rasherwell, my companion, went 
: t " the “ Bolt-in-Tun ” coffee-room, and had a good breakfast. I 
"bln t : because, though I had five-and-twenty shillings of my 
'ants' money, I had none of my own, you see. 

1 certainly intended to go without breakfast, and still rc- 
rinlior how strongly I had that resolution in my mind. But 
"ie was that hour to wait. A beautiful August morning—I 
w '"fry hungry. There is Rasherwell “ tucking ” away in the 
fir-room. I pace the street, as sadly almost as if I had been 
‘-umiig to school, not going thence. I turn into a court by mere 



"Woe I vow it was by mere chance—and there I sec a coffee- 
"i'"ith a placard in the window, “Coffee, Twopence. Round of 
"'■roil toast, Twopence.” And here am I, hungry, penniless, 
"f five-and-twenty shillings of my parents’ money in my pocket. 

^ hat would you have (lone? You see I had had my money, 
'pent it in that pencil-case affair. The five-and-twenty shillings 
' r '' a trust—by me to be handed over. 


I>ut then would my parents wish their only child to be actually 
•'"'it breakfast? Having this money, and being so hungry, so 

^ - It 



226 ' 


ROUNDABOUT PAPERS 


very hungry, mightn’t I take ever so little? Mightn’t I at 1 
eat as much as I chose ? 

Well, I went into the coffee-shop, and spent foui-pcno. 
remember the taste of the coffee and toast to this day—a pc, 
muddy, not-sweet-enough, most fragrant coffee—a rich, rancid, 
not-buttered-enough, delicious toast. The waiter had nothing 
tiny rate, fourpence, I know, was the sum I spent. Ami 
hunger appeased, I got on the coach a guilty being. 

At the last stage,—what is its name? I have forgnuc: 
seven-and-thirty years,—there is an inn with a little green -c. 
trees before it; and by the trees there is an open carriage. I: 
our carriage. Yes, there are Prince and Blucher, the horses: 
my parents in the carriage. Oli ! how I had been couiitin: 
days until this one came ! Oh ! how liappy had I been m -■ 
them yesterday ! But there was that fourpence. All the jour.-- 
down the toast had choked me, and the coffee poisoned me. 

1 was in such a state of remorse about the fourpenee, flat 
forgot the maternal joy and caresses, the tender paternal voire. . 
pull out the twenty-four shillings and eightpenee with a tremlc: 
hand. 

“ Here’s your money,” I gasp out, “which Mr. P -owes j 

all but fourpence. I owed three-and-sixpenoo to Hawker mi: 
my money for a pencil-case, and I had none left, and I took t 
pence of yours, and had some coffee at a shop.” 

I suppose I must have been choking whilst utterini: ' 
confession. 

“My dear boy,” says the governor, “why didn’t you g" 
breakfast at the hotel ? ” 

“Ho must be starved,” says my mother. 

I had confessed; I had been a prodigal; I had been taic- 
back to my parents’ arms again. It was not a very great crime 
yet, or a very long career of prodigality ; but don’t we know n 
a boy who takes a pin which is not his own, will take a thou-;- 
pounds when occasion serves, bring his parents’ grey heads " 
sorrow to the grave, and carry his own to the gallows? A\ itw 
the career of Dick Idle, upon whom our friend Mr. Sala has ! ■ 
discoursing. Dick only began by playing pitch-and-toss on a ter 
stone : playing fair, for what we know : and even for that sn> 
was promptly caned by the beadle. The bamboo was iuello ' 1 ' 
to cane that reprobate’s bad courses out of him. From I" 1 " 
and-toss he proceeded to manslaughter if necessary : to lngk" - 
robbery ; to Tyburn and the rope there. Ah ! Heaven be than* 
my parents’ heads are still above the grass, and mine still <>u. 
the noose. 
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\ s I look up from my desk, I see Tunbridge Wells Common and 
| . n« ks. the strange familiar place which I remember forty years 
j;„vs saunter over the green with stumps and cricket-bats. 
],o\s gallop by on the riding-master’s hacks. I protest 
, •‘Cramp, Riding Master,” as it used to be in the reign of 
IV., and that Centaur Cramp must be at least a hundred 
,,1,1. Yonder comes a footman with a bundle of novels from 
library. Are they as good as our novels? Oh ! how delightful 
v were ! Shades of Valancour, awful ghost of Manfroni, how I 
-aaltler at your appearance ! Sweet image of Thaddeus of Warsaw, 

, ii- i, lien lias this almost infantile hand tried to depict you in a 
Mi cap and richly embroidered tights! And as for Corinthian 
|*.■!i : in light blue pantaloons and hessians, and Jerry Hawthorn 
- m the country, can all the fashion, can all the, splendour of real 
ih which these eyes have subsequently beheld, can all the wit I 
,v, heard or read in later times, compare with your fashion, with 
. brilliancy, with your delightful grace, and sparkling vivacious 

Who knows? They may have kept those very books at the 
hairy still—at the well-remembered library on the Pantiles, 
•ore they sell that delightful, useful Tunbridge ware. I will go 

I see. I wend my way to the Pantiles, the queer little old- 
■'"dd I’antiles, where, a hundred years since, so much good com- 
■oiy came to take its pleasure. Is it possible, that in the past 
< shirr, gentlefolks of the first rank (as I read lately in a lecture on 
""rge II. in the Cornhill Magazine) assembled here and entertained 
“h other with gaming, dancing, fiddling, and tea? There are 
: 'ih-rs, harpers, and trumpeters performing at this moment in a 
’ a k little old balcony, but where is the fine company? Where 
r '.' the earls, duchesses, bishops, and magnificent embroidered 
unrsters? A half-dozen of children and their nurses are listening 
" d'e musicians; an old lady or two in a poke bonnet passes ; and 

: d»' rest, I see but an uninteresting population of native trades- 
,l - As for the library, its window is full of pictures of burly 
•'•’•l'ciaiw, and their works, sermons, apologues, and so forth. 

II 1 go in and ask the young ladies at the counter for “Manfroni, 

; die »>ne-handed Monk,” and “Life in London, or the Adventures 
■ 1 "biithimi Tom, Jeremiah Hawthorn, Esquire, and their friend 

Logie”? —absurd. I turn away abashed from the easement 
the Pantiles—no longer Pantiles, but Parade. I stroll over 
* ''•union and survey the beautiful purple hills around, twink- 
, - u ith a thousand bright villas, which have sprung up over this 
'""dug ground since first I saw it. What an admirable scene of 
'< and plenty. What a delicious air breathes over the heath, 
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O rII last paper of this veracious and roundabout series related 
to a period which can only be historical to a great number 
of readers of this Magazine.* Four 1 saw at the station 
o day with orange-covered books in their hands, who can but have 
[ii'itvn (Forge IV. by books, and statues, and pictures. Elderly 
vmlemcu were in their prime, old men in their middle age, when 
ii- reigned over us. His image remains on coins ; on a picture or 
"« hanging here and there in a Club or old-fashioned dining-room ; 
n horseback, its at Trafalgar Square, for example, where, I defy any 
U 1 aiareh to look more uncomfortable, lie turns up in sundry 
o amirs and histories which have been published of late days ; in 
ilr. Massey’s “History”; in the “Buckingham and Grenville 
"rrcsimndcncc ” ; and gentlemen who have accused a certain writer 
1 lido}ally are referred to those volumes to see whether the. picture 
-ova ni (Forge is overcharged. Charon has paddled him off; lie 
1 - mingled with the crowded republic of the dead. His effigy 
•ailr.s from a canvas or two. Breecldess he bestrides his steed in 
ratalgar Square. I believe lie still wears his robes at Madame 
■“and s (Madame herself having quitted Baker Street and life, 
: 'I found him she modelled t’other side the Stygian stream). On 
■' I' ad of a five-shilling piece we still occasionally come upon him, 
ol Saint George, the dragon-slayer, on the other side of the coin. 
1,1 0#! did this George slay many dragons? Was lie a brave, 
r oic champion, and rescuer of virgins ? Well! well ! have you and 
overcome all the dragons that assail ua ? come alive and victorious 
; "t all the caverns which we have entered in life, and succoured, 
I' 1 '! of life and limb, all poor distressed persons in whose naked 
" Us the dragon Poverty is about to fasten his fangs, whom the 
"'-'"t Crime is poisoning with his horrible breath, and about to 
,n 'l up and devour? O my Koyal liege ! O my gracious prince 
"1 warrior ! You a champion to fight that monster? Your feeble 
" ,ir uvlt pierce that slimy paunch or plated back? See bow the 
+li1 ' s come gurgling out of his red-hot brazen throat ! What a roar ! 

* The Curnkill Magazine. 
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Nearer an<l nearer lie trails, with eyes flaming like the lamtii 01 ■ 
railroad engine. How he squeals, rushing out through the durk‘~ 
of his tunnel ! Now lie is near. Now lie is here. And 
what? —lance, shield, knight, feathers, horse and alii U i. . 
horror! Next day, round the monster’s cave, there lie a few A., 
more. You, who wish to keep yours in your skins, be tliasig, 
that you are not called upon to go out and fight dragons, 
grateful that they don’t sally out and swallow you. Keep at., 
distance from their caves, lest you pay too dearly for approae.;;; 
them. Remember that years passed, and whole districts *,■■> 
ravaged, before the warrior came who was able to cope with ;g 
devouring monster. When that knight does make his appear:,!. <. 
with all my heart let us go out and welcome him with our A: 
songs, huzzas, and laurel wreaths, and eagerly recognise his va! 
and victory. But he comes only seldom. Countless knights *■■■■ 
slain before Saint George won the battle. In the battle ot iib 
we all going to try for the honours of championship! If \v« cat. 
our duty, if we can keep our place pretty honourably thrmdi 
combat, let us say, Laos Deo ! at the end of it, as the firing ivwi 


and the night falls over the field. 

The old were middle-aged, the elderly were in their prime, t:.-i 
thirty years since, when yon Royal George was still lighting» 
dragon. As for you, my pretty lass, with your saucy hat aM 
golden tresses tumbled in your net, and you, my sprmv v-'iij 
gentleman in your mandarin’s cap (the young folks at the ruia.gy 
place where I am staying are so attired), your parents were tun.! 
to each other, and wore short frocks and short jackets, at the : ■ 
of this five-shilling piece. Only to-day I met a dog-cart eraa.i • 
with children —children with moustaches and mandarin caps ,: - 
dren with saucy hats and hair-nets- children in short frock- 


knickerbockers (surely the prettiest boy’s dress that has app<-'- 
these hundred years)—children from twenty years of ago '•* 
and father, with mother by his side, driving in front —" 
father’s countenance I saw that very laugh which I remember A 
fectly in the time when this crown-piece was coined—in A is t-'-" 
in King George’s time, when we were schoolboys seated on the - 1 - 
form. The smile was just as broad, as bright, as jolly, as 1 '''am¬ 
ber it in the past—unforgotten, though not seen or thought ''*• g 
how many decades of years, and quite and instantly familiar, tb - 


so long out of sight. 


Any contemporary of that coin who takes it up and rca-i- 
inscription round the laurelled head, “Georgius IV. Britain 1 —'. 
Rex Fid. Def. 1823,” if lie will but look steadily enough 
round, and utter the proper incantation, I daresay may Cu “ J " 
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l irk liis 1 il'<‘ thfre. Look well, my elderly friend, and tell me wlmt 
v S re. First, I see a Sultan, with hair, beautiful hair, and a 
of laurels round his head, and his name is Georgius Hex Fid. 
jy; nutl so on. Now the Sultan has disappeared ; and what is 
1 pee ? A boy,—a boy in a jacket, lie is at a desk ; he lias 
hooks before him, Latin and Greek books and dictionaries, 
y,hut behind the great books, which he pretends to read, is a 
iittle one, with pictures, which lie is really reading. It is—yes, I 
.on read now—it is the “Heart of Midlothian,” by the author of 
■■ WavedeWWor, no, it is “Life in London, or the Adventures of 
Corinthian Tom, Jeremiah Hawthorn, and their friend Fob Logie,” 
by Pierre Egan; and it has pictures—oil ! such funny pictures! 
As he reads, there comes behind the boy, a man, a dervish, in a 
Mark gown, like a woman, and a black square cap, and lie lias a, 
tank ia each hand, and he seizes the boy who is reading the pietun 
inok, and lays his head upon one of his books, and smacks it with 
liie nther. The boy makes faces, and so that picture disappears. 

Now the boy has grown bigger, lie has got on a black gown 
am! rap, something like the dervish’s. lie is at a table, with ever 
so many bottles on it, and fruit, and tobacco ; and other young 
■Enislies come in. They seem as if they were singing. To them 
enters an old moollah, he takes down their names, and orders them 
to go to lied. What is this ! a carriage, with four beautiful 


I'i'.oo all galloping—a man in red is blowing a trumpet. Many 
Voting men are on the carriage—one of them is driving the horses. 

Surly they won’t drive into that-Ah! they have all dis- 

apipoand. And now I see one of the young men alone. He is 
''"‘ilkiug in a street—a dark street; presently a light comes to a 
"an low. There is the shadow of a lady who passes, lie stands 
Fug till the light goes out. Now lie is in a room scribbling on a 
pin e ot paper, and kissing a miniature every now and then. They 
- i in to be lines each pretty much of a length. I can read he.mt, 
<fnrt; J/ttry, fairy ; Cupid, stupid ; true, you,; and never 
,U W what more. Bali ! it is bosh. Now see, he has got a gown 


111 again, and a wig of white hair on his head, and ho is sitting with 
'Jtii'T dervishes in a great room full of them, and on a throne in the 
""'Foe is an old Sultan in scarlet, sitting before a desk, and he 
''oils a wig too—and the young man gets up and speaks to him. 
-uiu now what is here! He is in a room with ever so many 
'."Fin n, and the miniature hanging up. Gan it be a likeness of 
“nit woman who is sitting before that copper urn, with a silver 
'Cc m her hand, from which she is pouring hot liquor into cups 1 
‘O .die ever a fairy ? She is as fat as a hippopotamus now. He 
° 'ttfing on a divan by the fire, lie has a paper on his knees. 
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Road the name of the paper. It is the Superfine llevieir, |. 
inclines to think that Mr. Dickens is not a true gentleman, tint);- 
Thackeray is not a true gentleman, and that when the one is pert 
the other is arch, we, the gentlemen of the Superfine Jtenieie, tfe 
and think rightly, that we have some cause to be indignant. The 
cause why modern humour and modern sentimentalism repel 11 s. istij 
they are unwarrantably familiar. Now, Mr. Sterne, the .Super:•, 
Reviewer thinks, “was a true sentimentalist, because he was 
all thinr/s a true gentleman.” The flattering inference is obvious: i; 
us be thankful for having an elegant moralist watching over us.;,: 
learn, if not too old, to imitate his high-bred politeness and cat 
his unobtrusive grace. If we are unwarrantably familiar, we kin 
who is not. If we repel by pertness, we know who never iL; 
If our language offends, we know whose is always modest. 0 pity 
The vision has disappeared off the silver, the images of youth a:,: 
the past are vanishing away ! We who have lived before rate- 
were made, belong to another world. In how many hours r :,: 
the Prince of Wales drive from Brighton to London, with a li;:.: 
carriage built expressly, and relays of horses longing to gallop t:- 
uext stage? Do you remember Sir Somebody, the coachman of t:.-: 
Age, who took our half-crown so affably? It was only yesterday- 
but what a gulf between now and then ! Then was the old won;. 
Stage-coaches, more or less swift, riding-horses, pack-horses, highway¬ 
men, kuights in armour, Norman invaders, Roman legions, Bruin 
Ancient Britons painted blue, and so forth—all these belong t» t 
old period. I will concede a halt in the midst of it, and allow tin: 
gunpowder and printing tended to modernise the world. But ?.c 
railroad starts the new era, and wo of a certain age belong to to 
new time and the old one. We are of the time of chivalry as w>.. 
as the Black Prince of Sir Walter Manny. We are of the stge y 
steam. We have stepped out of the old world on to “ Brunei - 
vast deck, and across the waters inpens -palet tell us. Towaru- 
what new continent are we wending ? to what new laws, n>" 
manners, new politics, vast new expanses of liberties unknown »•- 
yet, or only surmised ? I used to know a man who lmd invent'”, 
a flying-machine. “ Sir,” lie would say, “ give me but five hutnhe- 
pounds, and I will make it. It is so simple of construction that * 
tremble daily lest some other person should light upon and pnten* 
my discovery.” Perhaps faith was wanting ; perhaps the five hunte 
pounds. He is dead, and somebody else must make the llyin- 
machinc. But that will only be a step forward on the joun'-v 
already begun since we quitted the old world. There it lies on I! 
other side of yonder embankments. You young folk have never r; ; 
it; and Waterloo is to you no more than Agincourt, and George t 
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Sardaua pains. We elderly people have lived in that pray 
r;,iinail world, which lias passed into limbo and vanished from 
n-.it-r us. I tell you it was firm under our feet once, and not long 
They have raised those railroad embankments up, and shut 
f ,:i the old world that was behind them. Climb np that bank on 
unirl! the irons are laid, and look to the other side- it is gone. 
Tii.re h no other side. Try and catch yesterday. Where is it? 
Here is a Times newspaper, dated Monday 20th, and this is Tuesday 
'.diii. Suppose you deny there was such a day as yesterday ! 

We wlio lived before railways, and survive out of the ancient 
w.uld. are like Father Noah and his family out of the Ark. The 
i iiil'lreii will gather round and say to us patriarchs, “Tell us, 
grand]ia] 1:1 , about the old world.” And we shall mumble our old 
st”iics: and we shall drop off one by one; and there will be fewer 
and fewer of us, and these very old and feeble. There will be but 
mi ]'ia‘-railroadites left: then three—then two—then one—then 
11 ' If (lie hippopotamus had the least sensibility (of which I 
iMiuiot trace any signs either in his hide or his face), I think he 
"""Id go down to the bottom of his tank, and never come up again, 
he's lie not see that lie belongs to bygone ages, and that his great 
liking barrel of a body is out of place in these times? What has 
I' 1 in common with the brisk young life surrounding him? In the 
Melics nt the night, when the keepers are asleep, when the birds 
sa on one leg, when even the little armadillo is quiet, and the 
::; " n kc.vs have ceased their chatter,—he, I mean the hippopotamus, 
:“•* hie elephant, and the long-necked giraffe, perhaps may lay their 
d- together and have a colloquy about the great silent ante- 
world which tiiey remember, where mighty monsters flomi- 
:' r, d through the ooze, crocodiles basked on the banks, and dragons 
l ' ut<, 'l out of the caves and waters before men were made to slay 
Me who lived before railways are antediluvians — we must 
We are growing scarcer everyday ; and old—old — very 
■ ; "diets of'the times when George was still fighting the Dragon. 

W- long since, a company of horse-riders paid a visit to our 
''’'tiling-place. We went to see them, and I bethought me that 
M alter Juvenis, who was in the place, might like also to 
^‘tness the performance. A pantomime is not always amusing 
E'rsous who have attained a certain age; but a boy at a 
M t"iniiiie is always amused and amusing, and to sec his pleasure 
- '"•l for most hypochondriacs. 

''' sou t to Walter’s mother, requesting that he might join 
: ‘"'l the kind lady replied that the boy had already been at 
" "" ruing performance of the equestrians, but was most eager to 
■ J "i the evening likewise. And go he did, and laughed at all Mr. 
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Merryman’s remarks, though he remembered them with remarks'h 
accuracy, and insisted upon waiting to the very end of the fun, s .. 
was only induced to retire just before its conclusion by represent!, 
tions that the ladies of the party would be incommoded if they %v,> 
to wait and undergo the rush and trample of the crowd round aW. 
When this fact was pointed out to him, he yielded at once, 
witli a heavy heart, his eyes looking longingly towards the ring a 
wo retreated out of the booth. We were scarcely clear of (lie j,h f 
when we heard “God Save the Queen,” played by the eqiuotrh: 
band, the signal that all was over. Our companion entertained a 
with scraps of the dialogue on our way home—precious crumb : 
wit which he had brought away from that feast. He laughed ..v-r 
thorn again as we walked under the stars. He has them now, ai: 
takes them out of the pocket of his memory, and crunches a id. 
and relishes it with a sentimental tenderness, too, for lie is, 
doubt, back at school by this time ; the holidays are over: a:. 
Doctor Birch’s young friends have reassembled. 

Queer jokes, which caused a thousand simple mouths to g::. 
As the jaded Merry man uttered them to the old gentleman " 
the whip, some of the old folks in the audience, I daresay, indiib : 
in reflections of their own. There was one joke—I utterly to: 1 
it—but it began with Mcrryman saying what lie had for dinne. 
lie had mutton for dinner, at one o’clock, after which “he had:., 
come to /nisiness.” And then came the point. Walter Jnvi« 
Esquire, Reverend Doctor Birch’s, Market Rod borough, if y.n r«! 
this, will you please send mo a line, and let me know wli.it 
the joke Mr. Mcrryman made about having his dinner 1 )-• 
remember well enough. But do I want to know? Suppose a v} 
takes a favourite long-cherished lump of cake out of his pocket, a- 1 1 
offers you a bite? Merci ! The fact is, I don't care much abut 
knowing that joke of Mr. Mcrryman's. 

But whilst lie was talking about his dinner, and his 
and his landlord, and his business, I felt a great interest a 1, ■; 


Mr. M. in private life—about his wife, lodgings, earnings, 
general history, and I daresay was forming a picture of tli'ce 
my mind :—wife cooking the mutton ; children waiting l" r 
Merryiuan in his plain clothes, and so forth; during which ■' 
templation the joke was uttered and laughed at, and Mr. M.. 
smiling his professional duties, was tumbling over head and b y 
Do not suppose I am going, sicut est mos, to indulge in moralit 1 - 
about buffoons, paint, motley, and mountebanking. Nay, D . 


Ministers rehearse their jokes; Opposition leaders prepare ‘ 
polish them; Tabernacle preachers must arrange them in 
minds before they utter them. All I mean is, that I would ■ 
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know any one of these performers thoroughly, and out of his 
uiiiimm : that preacher, and why in his travels this and that point 
.truck him : wherein lies his power of pathos, humour, eloquence ; 

_that Minister of State, and what moves him, and how his private 

heart is working :—I would only say that, at a certain time of 
Hi,-, certain things cease to interest: but about some tilings when 
we reuse to care, what will be the use of life, sight, hearing? 
IVins are written, and we cease to admire. Lady Jones invites 
i:s. ami we yawn ; she ceases to invite us, and we are resigned. 
The last time I saw a ballet at the opera - oh ! it is many years 
ago—1 fell asleep in the stalls, wagging my head in insane dreams, 
ami i hope affording amusement to the company, while the feet of 
live hundred nymphs were cutting flictlaes on the stage at a few 


puces' distance. Ah, I remember a different state of things! 

poster/. To see those nymphs—gracious powers, how 
beautiful they were! That leering, painted, shrivelled, thin-armed, 
thick atiklcd old thing cutting dreary capers, coming thumping 
down on her board out of time —that an opera-dancer'? Pooh! 
My dear Walter, the great difference between my time and yours, 
"ho will enter life some two or three years hence, is that, now, 
the dancing women and singing women are ludicrously old, out of 
time, and out of tune ; the paint is so visible, and the dingo and 
"■'inkles of their wretched old cotton stockings, that I am surprised 
how anybody can like to look at them. And as for laughing at me 
t"i' tailing asleep, I can’t understand a mail of sense doing otherwise. 
In my time, a la bonne heure. In the reign of George IV., 1 give 
my honour, all the dancers at the opera were as beautiful as 
lloiuis. Even in William IV.’s time, when I think of Duvernay 
prancing in as the Bayadere,—I say it was a vision of loveliness 
fi m h as mortal eyes can’t see nowadays. How well I remember 
the tune to which she used to appear ! Kaled used to say to the 
Mdtnn, “My lord, a troop of those dancing and singing guris called 
bayaderes approaches,” and, to the clash of cymbals, and the 
thumping of my heart, in she used to dance ! There has never 
* ,<r, i anything like it—never. There never will be I laugh to 


-ooin old people who tell me about your Noblet, your Moiitessu, 
yuir \ estris, your Parisot—pshaw, the senile twaddlers! And 
tim impudence of the young men, with their music and their dancers 
1,1 to-dav ! I tell you the women arc dreary old creatures. I 
toll you one air in an opera is just like another, and they send all 
mtinnal creatures to sleep. Ah, llonzi de Begnis, thou lovely one ! 
“k Oaradori, thou smiling angel ! Ah, Malibran ! Nay, I will 
c, ' Ilie to modern times, and acknowledge that Lablache was a very 
dood singer thirty years ago (though Porto was the boy for me): 
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and then we had Ambrogetti, and Ourioni, and Donzolli, a 
young singer. 

But wliat is most certain and lamentable is the demy 
beauty since the days of George I V. Think of Sontag! I 
member her in Otello and the Donna del Layo in ’28. I mini.,, 
her being behind the scenes at the opera (where numbers uf s 
young fellows of fashion used to go), and seeing Sontag let her Ini: 
fall down over her shoulders previous to her murder by I)onzelii. 
Young fellows have never seen beauty like that, heard such a Vnjiv 
seen such hair, such eyes. Don’t tell met A mail who has k-e. 
about town since the reign of George IV., ought he not to know 
better than you young lads who have seen nothing? The deteriora¬ 
tion of women is lamentable; ami the conceit of the young fellow: 
more lamentable still, that they won’t see this fact, but persist it 
thinking their time as good as ours. 

Bless me ! when I was a lad, the stage was covered with angels 
who sang, acted, and danced. When I remember the Adclplii, an: 
the actresses there : when I think of Miss Chester, and Miss Live, 
and Mrs. Serle at Sadler’s Wells, and her forty glorious pupils 
of the Opera and Noblet, and the exquisite young Taglioni, at;-: 
Pauline Lcroux, and a host more! One much-admired being : 
those days I confess I never cared for, and that was the chits 
male dancer—a very important personage then, with a hare neck, 
bare arms, a tunic, and a hat and feathers, who used to divide tin 
applause with the ladies, and who has now sunk down a trap4"'f 
for ever. And this frank admission ought to show that I am n-u 
your mere twaddling lawlat-or temporis acti —your old fogey wlr- 
can see no good except in Ids own time. 

They say that claret is better nowadays, and cookery mud 
improved since the days of my monarch—of George IV. Pasbf 
cooker// is certainly not so good. I have often eaten half-a-crown; 
worth (including, I trust, ginger-beer) at our school pastrycooks 
and that is a proof that the pastry must have been very g'*'"1 
for could I do as much now ? I passed by the pastrycook's slw] 1 
lately, having occasion to visit my old school. It looked a vep 
dingy old baker’s ; misfortunes may have coinc over him—tlm*' 
penny tarts certainly did not look so nice as I remember them 
but he may have grown careless as he has grown old (I should 
judge him to be now about niuety-six years of age), and las h ;lUi * 
may have lost its cunning. 

Not that we were not great epicures. I remember how 
constantly grumbled at the quantity of the food in our master- 
house—which on my conscience I believe was excellent and plcnU' 
fill—and how we tried once or twice to eat him out of house am 
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1,-,-Hi'. At the pastrycook’s we may have over-eaten ourselves (I 
|. ;m . admitted half-a-crown’s worth for my own part, hut I don’t. 
HI;,. t<> mention the real figure for fear of perverting the present 
.vii,. ration of boys by my monstrous confession)—we may have 
oaten too much, I say. We did; but what then'! The school 
:i|i.altwary was sent for : a couple of small globules at night, a 
ttitling preparation of senna in the morning, and we had not to go 
ta school, so that the draught was an actual pleasure. 

For our amusements, besides the games in vogue, which were 
pretty much in old times as they are now (except cricket, par 
, in/ill- -and I wish the present youth joy of their bowling, and 
suppo.se Armstrong and Whitworth will bowl at them with light 
tieM-piives next), there were novels—all! I trouble you to find 
sin-h novels in the present day ! O Scottish Chiefs, didn’t we weep 
ever you ! 0 Mysteries of Udolpho, didn’t I and Briggs Minor 

draw pictures out of you, as I have said! Efforts, feeble indeed, 


i it still giving pleasure to us and our friends. “ I say, old boy, 
draw us Vivaldi tortured in the Inquisition,” or “ I)raw us Don 
Quixote and the windmills, you know,” amateurs would say, to 
1"■>s who had a love of drawing. “Peregrine Pickle” we liked, 
nr fathers admiring it, and telling us (the sly old boys) it was 

I ‘pital fun; but I think I was rather bewildered by it, though 
"Hide.rick Random” was and remains delightful. I don’t re¬ 
member having Sterne in the school library, no doubt because the 
■ v "rks of that divine were not considered decent for young people. 
•Vi! not against thy genius, 0 father of Uncle Toby and Trim, 
’“"■Id I say a word in disrespect. But I am thankful to live in 
'mas when men no longer have the temptation to write so as 

II ''all blushes on women’s cheeks, and would shame to whisper 
"I' krd allusions to honest boys. Then, above all, we bad VValtkk 


N|,TT > the kindly, the generous, the pure—the companion of what 
''"Witless delightful hours ; the purveyor of how much happiness ; 
116 Wend whom we recall as the constant benefactor of our youth ! 

"'ell I remember the type and the brownish paper of the old 
jWileriiiio “Tales of My Landlord !” I have never dared to read 
, e Dirate,” and the “Bride of Lammermoor,” or “Kenilworth,” 
lr ’ ,In that day to this, because the finale is unhappy, and people 

I ’ :i, “l are murdered at the end. But “ Ivanhoc,” and “ Quentin 
rii-ward”! Oh for a half-holiday, and a quiet corner, and one of 

[ , “! so hooks again 1 Those books, and perhaps those eyes with 
j* ''’’h we read them ; and, it may be, the brains behind the eyes ! 
I ( , ,n:l >- be the tart was good ; but how fresh the appetite was ! 

. S°ds would give me the desire of my heart, I should be 

II ’'' to write a story which boys would relish for the next few 



238 


ROUNDABOUT PAPERS 


dozen of centuries. The boy-eritie loves the story : grown up. b 
loves the author who wrote the story. Hence the kindly tie i 
established between writer and reader, and lasts pretty nearly ; ■ 
life. I meet people now who don’t care for Walter Scott, or ti r 
“Arabian Nights”; I am sorry for them, unless they in tic 
time have found their romancer their charming Scheherazade. f> 
the way, Walter, when you are writing, tell mo who is the favour;:, 
novelist in the fourth form now? Have you got anything so y.. 
and kindly as dear Miss Edgeworth’s “ Frank ” 1 It used to Uk: 
to a fellow’s sisters generally; but though he pretended to il.vt.t- 
it, and said, “Oh, stutf for girls!” he read it; and I think tic 
wore one or two passages which would try my eyes now, wt-iv1 
to meet with the little book. 

As for Thomas and Jeremiah (it is only my witty vuy 
calling Tom and Jerry), I went to the British Museum the orb: 
day on purpose to get it; hut somehow, if you will press t:> 
question so closely, on reporusal, Tom and Jerry is not so hrillic: 
as [ had supposed it to he. The pictures are just as line as cur: 
and I shook hands with broad-backed Jerry Hawthorn at:-: 
Corinthian Tom with delight, after many years’ absence. Ik 
the style of the writing, I own, was not pleasing to me ; I ru:; 
thought it a little vulgar—well! well ! other writers have In-:, 
considered vulgar—and, as a description of the sports anil amu-c 
ments of London in the ancient times, more curious than amiiMii-'. 

But the pictures !—oh ! the pictures are noble still ! Fir-', 
there is Jerry arriving from the country, in a green coat and loath--: 
gaiters, and being measured for a fashionable suit at Corinthian 
House, by Corinthian Tom’s tailor. Then away for the i-am-r ' 
pleasure and fashion. The park! delicious excitementJ Tb 
theatre ! the saloon !! the green-room ! 1 ! Rapturous bliss—tb 
opera itself! and then perhaps to Temple Bar, to knock J'" nl ' 
Charley there! There are Jerry and Tom, with their tights a’ : 
little cocked hats, coming from the opera—very much as grntkm ' 
in waiting on Royalty are habited now. There they are at Alnmd- 
itsclf, amidst a crowd of high-bred personages, with the l’ 11 *'’' 
of Clarence himself looking at them dancing. Now, straa-'" 
change, they are in Tom Cribb’s parlour, where they d"”- 
seem to be a whit less at home than in fashion’s gilded 
and now they are at Newgate, seeing the irons knocked off t!,; 
malefactors’ legs previous to execution. What hardened fer i « ,,T ! 
in the countenance of the desperado in yellow breeches ! ^ ' ia j 

compunction in the face of the gentleman in black ("'In', 
suppose, lms been forging), and who clasps his hands, and ' 
to the chaplain! Now we haste away to merrier scenes: 
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“ After,” the text says, “ the Oxonian had played several pieces 
A lively music, he requested as a favour that Kate and his friend 
l" 111 would perform a waltz. Kate without any hesitation imine- 
'•iati ]y stood up. Tom offered his hand to his fascinating partner, 
the dance took place. The plate conveys a correct representa 
1,111 °1 the ‘ gay scene ’ at that precise moment. Ihe anxiety of 
Oxonian to witness the attitudes of the elegant pair had nearly 
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put a stop to their movements. Oil turning round from k 
pianoforte and presenting his comical mu</, Kate could seanY,- 
suppress a laugh.” 

And no wonder : just look at it now (as I have copied it to tie 
best of my humble ability), and compare Master Logie’s countennit- 
and attitude with the splendid elegance of Tom ! Now cv. ry 
Loudon man is weary and blase. There is an enjoyment of lii 
in these young bucks of 1823 which contrasts strangely with <«;- 
feelings of 18G0. Here, for instance, is a specimen of their tali 
and walk. 

“ ‘If,’ says Loon;—‘ if enjoyment is your motto, you may mat 
the most of an evening at Vauxhall, more than at any other pin. 
in the metropolis. It is all free and easy. Stay as long as y> : 
like, and depart when you think proper.’—‘ Your description is • 
flattering,’replied Jerky, ‘that I do not care how soon the tiiir 
arrives for us to start.’ Louie proposed a ‘ bit of a stroll ’ in wlvr 
to got rid of ail hour or two, which was immediately accepted ly 
Tom and Jerry. A turn or two in Bond Street, a stroll tlimui 
Piccadilly, a look in at Tatters a re’s, a ramble through Pall Mail, 
and a strut on the Corinthian path, fully occupied the time of our 
heroes until the hour for dinner arrived, when a few glasses <•: 
Tom’s rich wines soon put them on the i/ui vine. Vauxhall 
then the object in view, anil the Trio started, bent upon enjoyiii: 
the pleasures which this place so amply affords.” 

How nobly those inverted commas, those italics, those ciipitak 
bring out the writer’s wit and relieve the eye ! They arc as j.' 1 " 1 
as jokes, though you mayn’t quite perceive the point. Mark C 
varieties of lounge in which the young men indulge—now a 
then a look in, then- a ramble, and presently a strut. V* k ! 
George, Prince of Wales, was twenty, I have read in an l! ; 
Magazine, “ the Prince’s lounge ” was a peculiar manner of walkin: 
which the young bucks imitated. At Windsor George III. ; 
a cat’s jxit/i .—a sly early walk which the good old King took « 
the grey morning before his household was astir. What was try 
Corinthian path here recorded ? Does any antiquary know ? J ,,l! 

what were the rich wines which our friends took, and which cnab] 1 " 1 
them to enjoy Vauxhall ? Vauxhall is gone, but the wines 
could occasion such a delightful perversion of the intellect as t 
enable it to enjoy ample pleasures there, what were they 1 

So the game of life proceeds, until Jerry Hawthorn, the rust)', 
is fairly knocked up by all this excitement and is forced to go Ik® 1 '- 
and the last picture represents him getting into the coach at tin 
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i. \viiit<! Horse Cellar,” ho being one of six inside ; whilst his friends 
t ,ki‘ him by the hand ; whilst the sailor mounts on the roof; 
„.],j|,t the .Tews hang round with oranges, knives, and sealing- 
B .,x; whilst the guard is closing the door. Where are they now, 
, o. sealing-wax vendors? where are the guards? where are the 
j jiy trains where are the coaches? and where the youth that 
r t nil ns I inside and out of them ; that lieard the merry horn which 
, .'in,Is no more; that saw the sun rise over Stonehenge; that 
jii'ihi-.l away the hitter tears at night after parting as the coach 
-'-'il nil the journey to school and London: that, looked out with 
inline heart, as the milestones (lew by, for the welcome corner 
v I., iv began home and holidays l 

It is night now: and here is home, (lathered under the <(uiet 
!••••!' elders and children lie. alike at rest. In the midst, of a great 
pa. r and calm, the stars look out from the heavens. The silence 
i- peopled with the past; sorrowful remorses for sins and short 
'"iiiings memories of passionate joys and griefs rise out. of their 
-rives, hath now alike calm and sad. Eyes, as 1 shut mine, look 
a.e. that have long ceased to shine. The town and the fair land 
ip- sleep under the starlight, wreathed in the autumn mists. 

I ■.'■inkling among the houses a light keeps watch here and there, in 
may hi: a sick chamber or two. The clock tolls sweetly in 
''silent air. Here, is night, and rest. An awful sense of thanks 
the heart swell, and the head bow, as I pass to my room 
i ' ! i "ii - li tlie steeping house, and feel as though a hushed blessing 
"■ To up,ill it. 
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NOTES OF A WEEK’S HOLIDAY 


M OST of us toll old stories in our families. The wife 
children laugh for the hundredth time at the juke. I 
old servants (though old servants are fewer every dayji.. 
and smile a recognition at the'well-known anecdote. “lWt 
that story of Grouse in the gun-room,” says Diggory to Mr. Hr. 
castle in the play, “or I must laugh.” As we twaddle, am! gr.i 
old and forgetful, we may tell an old story ; or, out of mere 1 :■ 
volenee, and a wish to amuse a friend when conversation is Hag;::* 
disinter a Joe Miller now and then; but the practice is nut •!» 
honest, and entails a certain necessity of hypocrisy' on story Inv ¬ 
alid tellers. It is a sad thing, to think that a man with what y . 
call a fund of anecdote is a humbug, more or less amiable 

pleasant. Wlmt right have I to tell my “Grouse in the ..a 

over and over in the presence of my wife, mother, mothcr-in-U 
sons, daughters, old footman or parlour-maid, confidential 
curate, or what not ? I smirk and go through the history, riv- 
my admirable imitations of the characters introduced: 1 te- 
Jones’s grin, Hobbs’s squint, Brown’s stammer, Grady's hnc 
Sandy’s Scotch accent, to the best of my- power : and the ted 
part of my audience laughs good-humouredly. Perhaps the stnu>-' ,: 
for whose amusement the performance is given, is amused b 
and laughs too. But this practice continued is not moral, b ' 
self-indulgence on your part, my dear Paterfamilias, is weak, vain 
not to say culpable. I can imagine many- a worthy man. 
begins unguardedly to read this page, and comes to the jars'- 
sentence, lying back in his chair, thinking of that story whn'h c 
has told innocently for fifty years, and rather piteously owiiin- ' 
himself, “ Well, well, it is wrong ; I have no right to call 1,11 l: j 
poor wife to laugh, my daughters to affect to be amused, by ,u : 
old old jest of mine. And they would have gone on laughing* a y‘ 
they would have pretended to be amused, to their dying day. d 1 
man had not flung his damper over our hilarity.” ... I lay d"\; 
the pen, and think, “Are there any old stories which I still <•- 
myself in the bosom of my family? Have I any Grouse in ’■ 
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, 11 - 1 - 0**111 ? ” It' there are such, it is because my memory fails • not 
,,. ;lU s,' I want applause, and wantonly repeat myself. You see 
villi the so-called fund of anecdote will not repeat the same 
viv in the same individual; but they do think that, on a new 
,:iv, the repetition of a joke ever so old may be honourably tried. 
i,i, ft nn'ii walking the London streets, bearing the best reputation, 
i,n uf anecdotal powers:—-I know such, who very likely will read 
ainl say, “Hang the fellow, he means me!” And so I do. 
mi man ought to tell an anecdote more than thrice, let us say, 
mli'-s lie is sure he is speaking only to give pleasure to his hearers 
- unless lie feels that it is not a mere desire for praise which makes 
lim njicn his jaws. 

Ami is it not with writers as with raconieitrs ? Ought they 
p ■: tn have their ingenuous modesty ? May authors tell old stories, 
lol Iniw many times over 1 When I come to look at a. place which 
[ have visited any time these twenty or thirty years, I recall not 
t: i place merely, hut the sensations I had at tirst seeing it, and 
wiiiib arc unite different to my feelings to-day. That lir.st day at 
I dais: the voices of the women crying out at night, as the vessel 
nmc alongside the pier ; the supper at Quillaeq’s and the flavour 
nt tiic cutlets and wine ; the red-calico canopy under which 1 slept. ; 
'ir tiled flour, and the fresh smell of the sheets ; the wonderful 
p-i'tillion in his jack-boots and pigtail;—all return with perfect 
1 ' micss to niy mind, and I am seeing them, and not the objects 
"bdi arc actually under my eyes. Here is Calais. Yonder is that 
'•••mmissioner I have known this score of years. Here are the 


'' ■in, a screaming and hustling over the baggage ; the people at the 
l' 1 "! 1 ,"I -harrier who take your papers. My good people, 1 hardly 
” r Y»u no more interest me than a dozen orange-women in 

'"'cm Carden, or a shop book-keeper in Oxford Street. lint you 
innkr me think of a time when you were indeed wonderful to behold 
. "'" a the little French soldiers wore white cockades in their 


" lien the diligence was forty hours going to Paris; and 


-'I'est-bootiHl postillion, as surveyed by youthful eyes from the 
with his jurons, his ends of rope for the harness, and his 
' pigtail, was a wonderful being, and productive of endless 

•‘■'"iifeiiient. You young folks don’t remember the apple girls who 


j'j" t" follow the diligence up the hill beyond Boulogne, and the 
""-Its of the jolly road? In making Continental journeys with 
f'lk, an oldster may be very quiet, and, to outward appear- 
•uelaneholy ; but really he has gone hack to the days of lii.s 
and he is seventeen or eighteen years of age (as the ease may 
‘And is amusing himself with all his might. He is noting the 
' Jr5ts as they come squealing out of the post-house yard at mid- 
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night.f lie is enjoying the delicious meals at Beauvais and AmYl 
and quailing ml l ihi turn the rich table-d’lidte wine ; he is liail-f, 
with the conductor, and alive to all the incidents of the nod, : 
man can he alive in 1800 and 18.‘>() at the same time, don't \ 
seel Bodily, I may be in 1800, inert, silent, torpid; but in;, 
spirit I am walking about in 1828, let us say ;—in a blue iK 
coat and brass buttons, a sweet figured silk waistcoat (wliK 
button round a slim waist with perfect ease), looking at ham;:, 
beings with gigot sleeves and tea-tray lints under the golden ri ■ 
nuts of the Tuileries, or round the Place Vendome, when' 
dritpcan, hlitnc is floating from the statueless column. Shall w,, 
and (lino at “ Bombarda’s,” near the “Hotel Breteuil,” or at : 
“Pali; Virginic”? Away! “Bombarda’s” and the ‘‘11: 
Breteuil” have been pulled down ever so long. They kiinb 
down the poor old Virginian Coffee-house last year. My spirit.s| 
and dines there. My body, perhaps, is seated with over »> i:;y 
people in a railway-carriage, and no wonder my companions find 
dull and silent. Have you read Mr. Dale Owen’s “Fool falls-: 
the Boundary of Another World”? (My dear sir, it will m.a- 
your hair stand ipiite refreshingly on end.) In that work jm;» 
read that when gentlemen’s or ladies’ spirits travel off a few s - 
or thousand miles to visit a friend, their bodies lie quiet ami r - 
torpid st,ati‘ ill their beds or in their arm-chairs at home. .8 :: 
this way I am absent. My soul whisks away thirty years hn 
into the past. I am looking out anxiously for a beard. 1 v. 
getting past the age of loving Byron’s poems, and pretend that. 
like Wordsworth and Shelley much better. Nothing 1 eat or i!r::> 
(in reason) disagrees with me ; and I know whom I think to !«• ’• 
most lovely creature in the world. Ah, dear maid (of that iw' 
but well-remembered period), are you a wife or widow now ! : 

you dead?--.are you thin and withered and old?—or are you gr ' 
much stouter, with a false front ? -and so forth. 

O Eliza, Eliza ! -Stay, wax she Eliza ? Well, I protest I 
forgotten what your Christian name was. You know I only p 
you tor two days, but your sweet face is before me now, ami 
roses blooming on it are as fresh as in that time of May. All. - 

Miss X-, my timid youth and ingenuous modesty would 

have allowed me, even in my private thoughts, to address yon otiv 
wise than by your paternal name, but that (though I conceal y 
I remember perfectly well, and that your dear and respected lath*-- 
was a brewer. 

Carii.lo.v.—I was awakened -this morning with the chat- 
which Antwerp cathedral clock plays at half-hours. The tunc 



NOTES OF a WEEK’S HOLIDAY 


245 


j,.„ naunting mo ever since, as tunes will. You dress, eat, drink, 
; ,ik. and talk to yourself to their tune : their inaudible jingle 
'inpanies you all day: you read the sentences of the paper to 
i, I,- rhythm. I tried uncouthly to imitate the. tune to the ladies 
'the family at breakfast, and they say it is the Shadow Dance of 
pinnrah.” It may be so. I dimly remember that my body was 
a,.' present during the performance of that opera, whilst my eyes 
,T closed, and my intellectual faculties dormant at the back of 
1 .- hex : howbeit, I have learned that shadow dance from hearing 
pealing up ever so high in the air, at. night, morn, noon. 

Ihuv pleasant to lie awake and listen co the cheery peal ! 
rhiNt the old city is asleep at midnight, or waking up rosy at 
unrisc, or basking in noon, or swept by the scudding rain which 
lives in gusts over the broad places, and the great shining river ; 
r sparkling in snow which dresses up a hundred thousand masts, 

■ iks, and towers ; or wrapt round with thunder-cloud canopies, 
M’i'e which the white gables shine whiter ; day and night, the kind 
Ittlr carillon plays its fantastic melodies overhead. The bells go on 
fitting- tyiiot v/ i'oii I’oi-irnt, viortum jilanf/unt, fuft/itm fruiKitnit ; 
h "ii to the past, and future tenses, and for how many nights, days, 
M .'ears I Whilst the French were pitching their into 

-- s citadel, the hells went on ringing quite cheerfully. Whilst 

lie scallolds were up and guarded by Alva’s soldiery, and regiments 
>i penitents, blue, black, and grey, poured out of churches and 
—meins, droning their dirges, and marching to the place of the 
H " I Pc \ illc, where heretics and rebels were to meet their doom, 

1 '“'Us up yonder were chanting at their appointed lialf-lmurs and 
j ; :| rtcrs, and rang the m-auvaix >/>nn-t d'hrm-c. for many a poor soul. 

hell can see as far away as the towers and dykes of Rotterdam. 
!:;lt "Hr can call a greeting to St, Ursula’s at Brussels, and toss a 
• ■■■ egniiii.u to that one at the town-hall of Oudenardc, and remember 
all it a great struggle there a hundred and fifty years ago the 
I’b'iiii was covered with the Hying French cavalry Burgundy, 
'"'j. b'erri, and the Chevalier of St. <leorge flying like the rest. 

1,1 is your clamour about Oudenardc ? ” says another bell (Bob 
f '■ i " r one must be). “ Be still, thou querulous old clapper ! 
an over to Tlougoumont and Saint John. And about, forty- 

■'" ar s since, I rang all through one Sunday in June, when there 
'"' h a battle going on in the cornfields there, as none of you 
" Ts (, vor heard tolled of. Yes, from morning service until after 
M’ers, the French and English were all at it, ding-dong.” And 
j" ‘"'Us of business intervening, the hells have to give up their 
, K ' l, e jingle, resume their professional dutv, and sing their hourly 
l “' rils ""t of “Dinorah.” 
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What a prodigious distance those bells can be heard ! 
awakened this morning to their tune, I say. I have been hen-, 
it constantly ever since. And this house whence I write, Mum 
says, is two hundred and ten miles from Antwerp. And it 
a week off; and there is the bell still jangling its Sh:di 
Dance out of “ Dinorah.” An audible shadow, you iimlcrstat: 
and an invisible sound, but quite distinct; and a plague t* 
the tune ! 

Under the Bells. — Who has not seen the church uiuleri 
bells 1 Those lofty aisles, those twilight chapels, that cumbers"'.- 
pulpit with its huge carvings, that wide grey pavement fleckvil xz 
various light from the jewelled windows, those famous picti::* 
between the voluminous columns over the altars, which twine 
with their ornaments, their votive little silver hearts, legs, lined 
their little guttering tapers, mips of sham roses, and what nut• ! 
saw two regiments of little scholars creeping in and forming sqiur- 
eaeh in its appointed place, under the vast roof; and t(wv> 
presently coming to them A stream of light from the jm>. 
windows' 1 teams slanting down upon each little squad of ('tiiMn'. 
and the tall background of the clutrch retires into a greyer g! ■- 
Pattering little feet of laggards arriving echo through the cw 
nave. They trot in and join their regiment, gathered under : - 
slanting sunbeams. What arc they learning? Is it truth? In* 
two grey ladies with their hooks in their hands in the midst; of tin- 
little people have no doubt of the truth of every word they h 
printed under their eyes. Look, through the windows jevrllel ■ 
over with saints the light comes streaming down from the. sky, si. 
Heaven’s own illuminations paint the hook ! A sweet taw*K 
picture indeed it is, that of the little children assembled in t:5 
immense temple, which lias endured for ages, and grave tcacir' 
bending over them. Yes, the picture is very pretty of the cliih';- 
and their teachers, and their hook - but the text? Is it the tn' 
the only truth, nothing but the truth? If I thought so, Ivy- 
go and sit down on the form cum jxiroitlis, and learn the t>reci- •• 
lesson with all my heart. 

Beadle. But I submit, an obstacle to conversions iy ! " 
intrusion and impertinence of that Swiss fellow with the baMrE^ 
the officer who answers to the beadle of the British Islands. »• 
is pacing about the church with an eye on the congregation. ^ ‘ 
the boast of Catholics is that their churches are open to all: 1 ; 
in certain places and churches there are exceptions. At Kuine• 
have been into Saint Peter’s at all hours : the doors are always op' 
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|„, lamps are always burning, the faithful are for ever kneeling at 
shrine or the other. But at Antwerp not so. In the nftcr- 
you can go to the church, and be civilly treated ; but you 
Hist pay a franc at the side gate. In the forenoon the doors are 
prii. to be sure, and there is no one to levy an entrance fee. I 
iis standing ever so still, looking through the great gates of the 
| : uir at the twinkling lights, and listening to the distant chants 
it' the priests performing the service, when a sweet chorus from the 
irasn-lnft broke out behind me overhead, and I turned round. My 
fraud the drum-major ecclesiastic was down upon me in a moment. 
'■ I in nut turn your back to the altar during divine service,” says 
bn. in very intelligible English. I take the rebuke, and turn a soft 
right-about face, and listen awhile its the service continues. Sett it 
I I'linih't, nor the altar and its ministrants. We are separated from 
tbi'-<- by a great screen and closed gates id' iron, through which the 
lumps glitter and the chant comes by gusts only. Seeing a score 
i't children trotting down a side aisle, I think I may follow them. 
I mu tiled of looking at that hideous old pulpit, with its grotesque 
I'Midcrs and decorations. I slip off to the side aisle; but my 
friend the drum-major is instantly after me almost I thought he 
"m< going to lay hands oil me. “You mustn’t go there,” says he; 
"y in mustn’t disturb the service.” I was moving as quietly as 
"*i-lit be, and ten paces off there were twenty children kicking and 
r.altering at their case. I point them out to the Swiss. “They 

"'.'in' to pray,” says he. “ Yon don’t come to pray, you-” 

blirn Iconic to pay,” says I, “I am welcome,” and with this 
withering sarcasm, I walk out of church in a hull'. I don’t envy 
tm- P olings of that beadle after receiving point blank such a stroke 
“f wit. 


bp" Bkuiiciis. —Perhaps you will say after this I am a 
I'Aludiecd critic. I see the pictures in the cathedral fuming under 
tiio rudeness of that beadle, or, at the lawful hours and prices, 
]"'t' nd by a swarm of shabby tenters, who come behind me 
•puttering in had English, and who would have me see the sights 
t : ir ""-b their mean greedy eyes. Better see, Rubens anywhere 
,I|;U| m si church. At the Academy, for example, where you may 
him at your leisure. But at church f I would as soon 
l '^ Alexandre Dumas for a sermon. Either would paint you 
' "wi'tyrdom very fiercely and picturesquely—writhing muscles, 
mning coals, scowling captains and executioners, swarming groups, 
hght, shade, colour, most dexterously brilliant or dark ; hut 
i! 1 ludions I am admiring the performer rather than the piece, 
what astonishing rapidity he travels over his canvas; how 
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tellingly tlie cool lights and warm shadows arc made to oontrsi. I 
and relieve each other ; how that blazing blowsv penitent in ytl 
satin and glittering hair carries down the stream of light ,y r 
the picture! This is the way to work, my boys, and ear,, 
hundred florins a day. Sec ! I am as sure of my line as a .-L:,- 
of making his figure of eight! and down with a sweep g, s . : 
brawny arm or a flowing curl of drapery. The figures arat- 
themselves as if by magic. The paint-pots are cxhaustol 
furnishing brown shadows. The pupils look wondering on, as 
master careers over the canvas. Isabel or Helena, wife Ka. ! ■ 
No. 2, arc sitting by, buxom, exuberant, ready to lie painted: «: 
the children are boxing in the corner, waiting till they are vair-. 
to figure as cherubs in the picture, drove burghers and gcntf iA- 
come in on a visit. There are oysters and Rhenish always in. 
on yonder table. Was there ever such a painter! lie has i> 
an ambassador, an actual Excellency, and what better man : 
be chosen ? He speaks all the languages. He earns a luini: 
florins a day. Prodigious! Thirty-six thousand five liHinire: 
florins a year. Enormous ! He rides out to his castle with a *v? 
of gentlemen after him, like the Governor. That is liis <>«: 
portrait as Saint George. You know he is an English kni.'l' 
Those are his two wives as the two Maries. He chooses r 
handsomest wives. He rides the handsomest horses. He pair'- 
the handsomest pictures. He gets the handsomest prices for tins 
That, slim young Van Dyck, who was his pupil, lias genius i 
and is painting all the noble ladies in England, and turning i 
heads of some of them. And Jordaens—what a droll dog .w. 
clever fellow! Have you seen his fat Silenus? The master lir 
self could not paint better. And his altar-piece at Saint Bareli - 
He can paint you anything, that Jordaens can—a drunken jolliti- 1 
tion of boors and doxies, or a martyr howling with half his skin ■ ' 
What a knowledge of anatomy ! Rut there is nothing like t: 
master —nothing, lie can paint you his thirty-six thousand 1,1 • 
hundred florins’ worth a year. Have you heard of what lie M 
done for the French Oourt ? Prodigious! I can’t look at Ruben- - 
pictures without fancying I see that handsome figure swnggerir- 
betore the canvas. And Hans Hemmelinck at Bruges 1 lb" 1 
you never seen that dear old hospital of Saint John, on passi’.i- 
t he gate of which you enter into the fifteenth century? I see tv 


wounded soldier still lingering in the house, and tended by tv 
kind grey sisters. His little panel on its easel is placed in !w 
light. He covers his board with the most wondrous beautiful httv 


figures, in robes as bright as rubies and amethysts. I think f' 
must have a magic glass, in which he catches the reflection of bU' 1 
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•iierubs with many-coloured wings, very little and bright. Angels, 
,, [..Du crisp robes of white, surrounded with haloes of gold, come 
is,} lint ter across the mirror, and he draws them. He hetirs mass 
1Vl -ry day. He lasts through Lent, No monk is more austere 
in, I holy than Hans. Which do you love best to behold, the lamb 
r the lion? the eagle rushing through the storm, and pouncing 
n.-ivliap on carrion; or the linnet warbling on the spray? 

liv much the most delightful of the (J/iristoji/ier set of ltuhens 
my mind (and eyo is introduced on these occasions, so that the 
pinion may pass only for my own, at the reader’s humble service 
l" he received or declined) is the “ Presentation in the Temple”; 
-si. mini in colour, in sentiment sweet and tender, finely conveying 
iim' story. To be sure, all the others tell their tale unmistakably, 
witness that coarse “Salutation,” that magnificent “Adoration of 
tiKings ” (at the Museum), by the same strong downright hands ; 
that wonderful “Communion of Saint Francis,” which, I think, 

- ’Vos the key to the artist’s fa ire better than any of his perform¬ 
ances. I have passed hours before that picture in my time, trying 
l! d sometimes fancying I could understand by what masses and 
••wrests the artist arrived at his effect. In many others of the 
! tine, ]cu ts of his method are painfully obvious, and you see bow 

- ;• ) ami agony are produced by blue lips, and eyes rolling bloodshot 
ck kalis of vermilion. There is something simple in the practice. 

1 'Wort the eyebrow sutlieientiy, and place the eyeball near it, -by a 
t'" lines you have anger or fierceness depicted. (Jive me a mouth 
"kli no special expression, and pop a dab of carmine at each 
;'tn icily _ and there are the lips smiling. This is art if you will, 

■ ;t a very naive kind of art : and now you know the trick, don’t 
see how easy it is ? 


L (pTOQui:.—Now you know the trick, suppose you take a 


l,IV;,s and see whether 
-allipots full of pi 


you can do it ? 
lint and varnish. 


There are brushes, palettes; 
Have you tried, my dear 


j-ir >,"i, who set up to be a connoisseur? Have you tried? I 
and many a day. And the end of the day’s labour? O 
conclusion! Is this puerile niggling, tiiis feeble scrawl, this 
rubbish, all you can produce- you, who but now found 
‘ ’is commonplace and vulgar, and were pointing out the tricks 
") mystery? Pardon, O great chief, magnificent master and 
^ <>u can do. We critics, who sneer and are wise, can but 

• :i| id measure, and doubt, and carp. Look at the lion. Did 

• 1 1 u ' r see such a gross, shaggy, mangy, roaring brute? Look at 
■an rating lumps of raw meat—positively Weeding, and raw, and 
'"-a till, faugh ! it turns one’s stomach to see him — 0 the 
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coarse wretch ! Yes, but lie is a lion. Rubens has lifted lii.s LTfs 
hand, and the mark lie has made lias endured for two centuries. a 
we still continue wondering at him, and admiring him. What; 
strength in that arm ! What splendour of will hidden behindtU 
tawny beard, and those honest eyes ! Sharpen your pen, mv ?>>. 
critic. Shoot a feather into him ; hit him, and make him win- 
Yes, you may hit him fair, and make him bleed, too; but, fur i 
that, lie is a lion—a mighty, conquering, generous, rampagimisI, t 
Belgians—monarch of his wood. And he is not dead yet, ami 
will not kick at him. 

Sut Antony. -In that “Piota” of Van Dyck, in the j\Ius« 
have you ever looked at the vellow-robed angel, with the I,!.,.•, 
scarf thrown over her wings and robe? What a charming tiro 
of grief and beauty ! What a pretty compassion it inspires! !: 
soothes and pleases me like a sweet rhythmic chant. See lev 
delicately the yellow robe contrasts with the blue sky behind, is; 
the scarf binds the. two! If Rubens lacked grace, Van l*yo 
abounded in it. What a consummate elegance ! What a pnlh: 
cavalier! No wonder the tine ladies in England admired >: 
Antony. Look at- 

Here the clock strikes three, and the three gendarmes wh 
keep the Musee cry out, “ Aliens ! Sortons ! II est trots lioun- 
Alias'.! Sortoss! ” and they skip out of the gallery as happy ; 
hoys running from school. And we must go too, for though iu:m’ 
stay behind -many Britons with Murray’s Handbooks in tin: 
handsome hands they have paid a franc for entrance-fee, y 
see ; and wo knew nothing about the franc for entrance nnr:. 
those gendarmes with sheathed sabres had driven us out ot tu 
Paradise. 

But it was good to go and drive on the great quays, a ml •" 
the ships unlading, and by the citadel, and wonder howaboiits n ;: 
whereabouts it was so strong. We expect a citadel to look lit' 
Gibraltar or Ehrenbreitstcin at least. But in this one then' 
nothing to see hut a Hat plain and some ditches and some trw 
and mounds of uninteresting green. And then I remember li" 9 
there was a boy at school, a little dumpy fellow of no person* 
appearance whatever, who couldn’t bo overcome except by a m 11 ' 
bigger champion, and the innnensest quantity of thrashing. - 
perfect citadel of a boy, with a General Cliass^ sitting in t ' l; " 
bomb-proof casemate, his heart, letting blow after blow 
thumping about his head, and never thinking of giving in. 

And we go home, and we dine in the company of Brit' 111 '; 
at the comfortable Hotel du Parc, and we have bought a nnV‘ 
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Or n shilling, and every half-hour the sweet carillon 
pi lV s i lie waltz from “ Dinorah ” in the air. And we have been 
|i jjijiy ; and it seems about a month since we left London yester¬ 
day ; and nobody knows where we are, and we defy care and the 
l«i-tman. 


SroonwKc.—Vast green flats, speckled by spotted cows, and 
b,muled by a grey frontier of windmills ; shining canals stretching 
tlirmigh the green ; odours like those exhaled from the Thames in 
tlic dog-days, and a title pervading smell of cheese ; little trim 
jii'ii.-i.'s, with tall roofs, and great windows id' many panes; gazebos, 
nr summer-houses, hanging over pea-green canals 5 kind-looking 
iiumpling faced farmers’ women, with laced caps, and golden 
frniitt is and earrings ; about the houses and towns which we 
pass a great air of comfort and neatness : a, queer feeling of wonder 
that van can’t understand wlnit vour fellow-passengers are saying, 
tin 1 tone of whose voices, and a certain comfortable dmvdiness of 
§§s4 are so like our own; whilst we are remarking on t.iiesc 
-glits, sounds, smells, the little railway journey from .Rotterdam 
i" tin' Hague comes to an end. I speak to the railway porters 
nd hackney coachmen in English, and they reply in their own 
1 igaiage, and it seems somehow as if wo understood each other 


p'itort 1 v. The carriage drives to the handsome, comfortable, 

' !l,,|, rf ill hotel. We sit down a score at the table ; and there is 
foreigner and bis wife,—I mean every other man and woman 
j! dinner are English. As we arc close to the sea, and in the 
"'"bf ol endless canals, wc have no fish. We are reminded of dear 
1 . 1 1 g 1 n 11 d hv the noble prices which we pay for wines. I confess I 
»>v temper yesterday at Rotterdam, where I had to pay a 
thrill tor a bottle of ale (the water not being drinkable, and country 
1 bavarian beer not being genteel enough for the hotel);— I confess, 
h'liy, that my fine temper was ruffled, when the bottle of pale ale 
hum! 1 ,nt to he a pint bottle; and I meekly told the waiter that 
! I bought beer at Jerusalem at a less price. Rut, then Rotterdam 
- 'i-hii'cn hours from London, and the steamer with the passengers 
"id In or comes up to the hotel windows ; whilst to Jerusalem they 
■wc lo carry the ale on camels’ hacks from Revrmit or Jaffa, and 


"’’fell hordes of marauding Arabs, who evidently don’t care for 
h 1 ' 1 ' do, though I am told it is not forbidden in the Koran. Mine 
'Wnl'l have been very good, hut I choked with rage whilst drinking 
1 . florin for a bottle, and that bottle having the words 11 imperial 
I' 11 "' in hold relief, on the surface ! It was too much. I intended 
i" wiy anything about it; hut I mvst speak. A florin a bottle, 
3111 bottle a pint! Oh, for shame I for shame ! I can’t cork 
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down my indignation ; I froth up with fury; I am pale with wra-v 
and bitter with scorn. 

As wo drnvfl through the old city at night, how it swarmed a- 
hummed with life ! What a special clatter, crowd, and nut,~ 
there was in the Jewish quarter, where myriads of young „.,i, 
were trotting about the fishy street ! Why don’t they have lain],. 
We passed by canals seeming so full that a pailful of water mo. 
would overflow the place. The laqmh-de-jilare calls out the dmih 
of the buildings : the town-hall, the cathedral, the arsenal, tin 
synagogue, the statue of Erasmus. Get along ! We knmv t.. 
statue of Erasmus well enough. We pass over drawbridges b 
canals where thousands of barges are at roost. At roost — at iv-: 
Shall we have rest in those bedrooms, those ancient lofty bedromi.-, 
in that inn where we have to pay a florin for a pint of pa- pile, 
at the “New Bath Hotel” on the Boompjcsf If this dreary (dill 
is the “New Bath,” wlmt must the Old Bath be like? As I f ir 
to go to bed, I sat in the coffee-room as long as I might; lmt thr- 
young limn were imparting their private adventures to each nth: 
with such freedom and liveliness that I felt I ought not to liar 
to their artless prattle. As I put the light out, and felt the h-; 
clothes and darkness overwhelm me, it, was with an awful sen- 
of terror—that sort of sensation which I should think going i|u«. 
in a diving-bell would give. Suppose the apparatus goes wrntc 
and they don’t understand your signal to mount? Suppose yn::: 
matches miss lire when you wake ; when you want, them, when y.. 
will have to rise in half-an-honr, and do battle with the lu>rr;: 
enemy who crawls on you in the darkness? T protest I never" ■ 
more surprised than when I woke and beheld the light of <k" : 
Indian birds and strange trees were visible on the ancient A 
hangings of the lofty chamber, and through the windows to.- 
Bomupjes and the ships along the quay. We have all read t 
deserters being brought out, and made to kneel, with their cyo 
baudaged, and hearing the word to “Fire” given! I declare 1 
underwent all the terrors of execution that night, and wonh' 
how 1 ever escaped unwounded. 

But if ever I go to the “ Bath Hotel,” Rotterdam, again. I 
am a Dutchman. A guilder for a bottle of pale ale, and tint 
bottle a pint ! Ah ! for shame—for shame ! 

.Mine Ease in Mine Inn. — Do von object to talk alien 1 
inns? It always seems to me to be very good talk. Wil f, ' r 
Scott is full of inns. In “Don Quixote” and “Gil Bias” there 
is plenty of inn-talk. Sterne, Fielding, and Smollett constant!.' 
speak about them ; and, in their travels, the last two tot up tllc 
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I jH am | describe the dinner quite honestly; whilst Mr. Sterne 
sentimental over a cab, anil weeps generous tears over 
;t 11* >ukc.\. 

11,av I admire and wonder at the information in Murray’s 
Handbooks— wonder how it is got, and admire the travellers who 
| it. For instance, you read : Amiens (please select your towns), 
r,o,(KiO inhabitants. Hotels, &c.—“Lion d’Or,” good and clean, 

•■l.c Lion d'Argent,” so so. “ Le Lion Noir,” bad, dirty, and dear. 
N,,w, say, there are three travellers—three inn-inspectors, who are 
,,‘iit forth by Mr. Murray on a great commission, and who stop tit 
rviiviun in the world. The eldest goes to the “Lion d’Or ”— 

, mI dta 1 house, good table-d’hdte, excellent wine, modi'rate charges. 
The second commissioner tries the “ Silver Lion tolerable house, 
l.d, dinner, bill, and so forth. Hut fancy Commissioner No. 3 the 

I.. lag, doubtless, and boots of the party. He has to go to the 

•• l.imi Noir.” He knows he is to have a bad dinner he eats it 
mirnniplainingly. He is to have bad wine. Tie swallows it, 
grinding his wretched teeth, and aware that he will be unwell in 
" iiMS|iiciice. He knows he is to have a dirty bed, and what he 
is in expect there. He pops out the candle. He sinks into those 
dingy sheets. He delivers over his body to the nightly tormentors, 
i.c pays an exorbitant bill, and he writes down, “Lion Noir, bad, 
dirty, dear.” Next day the commission -sets out for Arras, we 
"ill say, and they begin again: “ Le Cochon d’Or,” “ Le Coclion 
■i Argent,” “ Le Coclion Noir”-—and that, is poor Hoots’s inn, of 
■i-c. What a life that poor man must lead! What horrors 
(, t dinners he has to go through ! What a hide he must have ! 
And \et nut impervious : for unless he is bitten, lmw is he to lie 
ni'lc fn warn others 1 No; on second thoughts, you will perceive 
dial in- might to have a very delicate skin. The monsters ought 
tump to him eagerly, and bite him instantaneously and freely, 
that lie may be able to warn all future handbook-buyers of their 
'■I'Mgcr. I fancy this man devoting himself to danger, to dirt, to 
'ad dinners, to sour wine, to damp beds, to midnight agonies, to 
extortionate bills. I admire him, I thank him. Think of this 
d'ainpion, who devotes his body for us this dauntless gladiator 
to do battle alone in the darkness, with no other armour 
“"'t* a light helmet of cotton, and a loricn of calico. 1 pity 
honour him. Go, Spartaous ! Go, devoted man to bleed, to 
-t'liui. to suffer—and smile in silence as the wild beasts assail 
tliee 1 

How diil J come into this talk ? I protest it was the word inn 
" ’ ! ,,lf ‘ off-—arid here is one, the “Hotel de Belle A tie,” at the 
h'-ue, as comfortable, as handsome, as cheerful as any I ever took 
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mine ease in. And the Bavarian beer, my dear friend, how 
and brisk and light it is ! Take another glass—it refresH, 
does not stupefy—and then we will sally oat, and see the t s 
and the park and the pictures. 

Tlie prettiest little brick city, the pleasantest little park : 
ride in, the neatest comfortable people walking about, the c.ii,,.;. 
not unsweet, and busy and picturesque with old-world life, i; .. 
upon rows of houses, built with the neatest little bricks, 
windows fresh painted, and tall doors polished and carved t « 
nicety. What a jdeasant spacious garden our inn has, all spark!-.; 
with autumn flowers, and bedizened with statues ! At the cud.. 
a row of trees, and a summer-house, over the canal, where you mi.: 
go and smoke a pipe with Mynheer Van Dunclc, and quite i limf:! 
catch the ague. Yesterday, as we passed, they were making hay 
and stacking it in a barge which was lying by the meadow, limit 
Round about Kensington Palace there are houses, roofs, chinimy. 
and bricks like these. I feel that a Dutchman is a man ami 
brother. It is very funny to read the newspaper, one can unit: I 
stand it, somehow. Sure it is the neatest, gayest little city i 
ami hundreds of mansions looking like Cheyne Walk, or the hoii - 
schools about Chiswick and Hackney. 


Le Guos Lot. —Tp a few lucky men the chance befall 
reaching fame at once, and (if it is of any profit mori turn) retain?-; 
the admiration of the world. Did poor Oliver, when he vie - 
Leyden yonder, ever think that he should paint a little pictur- 
wliieli should secure, him the applause and pity of all Europe t"?- 
century after? He and Sterne drew the twenty thousand prize : 
fame. The latter had splendid instalments during his lifetime, h; 
ladies pressed round him ; the wits admired him ; the fashion bmw- 
the successor of Rabelais. Goldsmith’s little gem was hardly ■- 
valued until later days. Their works still form the wonder ? 
delight of the lovers of English art ; and the pictures of the 1V 
and Uncle Toby are among the masterpieces of our English sdi - 
Here in the Hague Gallery is Paid Potter’s pale eager face, and J 1 ’ 11 
is the magnificent work by which the young fellow achieved i-- 
fame. How did you, so young, come to paint so well ? What hi' 1 ' 1 ' 
power lay in that weakly lad, that enabled him to achieve sin- 
wonderful victory? Could little Mozart, when he was five 
old, tell you how lie came to play those wonderful sonatas? P"* : ' 


was gone out of the world before be was thirty, but left this l 1 ? 0 ' 11 :' 
(and I know not how many more specimens of liis genius ami 


behind him. The details of this admirable picture are as curi" 1 '' : 
the effect is admirable and complete. The weather being unset 11 ?' 
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| ] ,,i,,u,ls and sunshine in the gusty sky, we saw in our little tour 

li'-'mitjerless Paul Potters—the meadows streaked with sunshine and 

• {le ,l with the cattle, the city twinkling in the distance, the 

■tUtnler-vI"Uds glooming overhead. Napoleon carried off the picture 
: Murray) amongst the spoils of his bow and spear to decorate 

p, triumph at the Louvre. If I were a conquering prince, I would 
;.,\v this picture certainly, and the Raphael “Madonna” from 
PivmIcii. and the Titian “Assumption” from Venice, and that 
mal'iilcss licuihrandt of the “ Dissection.” The prostrate nations 

howl with rage as niv gendarmes took off the pictures, nicely 
picked, and addressed to “ Mr. the Director of my Imperial Palace 
; the Louvre, at Paris. This side uppermost.” The Austrians, 

• 1'rnssiaus, Saxons, Italians, &e., should be free to come and visit 
no capital, and bleat with tears before the pictures torn from their 
it.itivc cities. Their ambassadors would meekly remonstrate, and 
with tailed grins make allusions to the feeling of despair occasioned 
h\ the uhseiice of the beloved works of art! Pah! I would offer 
tia iii a pinch of snuff out of my box as I walked along my gallery, 
"itli llicir Excellencies cringing after me. Zenobia was a tine 
«")iiau and a queen, but she had to walk in Aurelian’s triumjih. 

1 ia' ^r-iiviJe was pen del-i eat ? Kn nsez-mus, mem, rher monsieur ? 
i liic Mai'i|uis says the “ Miieaha ” is delicious.) What a splendour 

: cel,mi' there is in that cloud ! What a richness, what a freedom 
handling, and what a marvellous precision ! I trod upon your 
l.xccllcncv’s corn !— ;i thousand pardons. His Excellency grins 
a i declares that he rather likes to have his corns trodden on. 
'hen yim ever very angry with Soult — about that Murillo which 

hive bought? The veteran loved that picture because it 
' ;iV|, d the life of a fellow-creature—the fellow-creature who hid it, 
■'"I "hum the Duke intended to hang unless the picture was 
i i'tii 

wining. 


T <■ gave several thousand pounds for it—how many thousand? 
hh"iit its merit is a question of taste which we will not here argue, 
choose to place Murillo in the first class' of painters, founding 
' claim niton these Virgin altar-pieces, I am your humble servant. 
lu iii Moore painted altar-pieces as well its Milton, and warbled 
•'' | ‘Tod Songs and Loves of the Angels after his fashion. I wonder 
■ Witteau ever trv historical subjects? And as for Greuze,'you 
kn.iw that his heads will fetch .£1000, £1500, £2000—as much 
|- ;i Sevres cabaret of Rose du Barri. If cost price is to be your 
' iiN-j-ic„i of worth, what shall we say to that little receipt for ten 

. .for the copyright of “Paradise Lost,” which used to hang 

: ' old Mr. Rogers’s room? When living painters, as frequently 
'•■‘M’cns in our days, see their pictures sold at auctions for four or 
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five times the sums which they originally received, are they emy 
or elated? A hundred years ago the state of the picture-n,;,^ 
was different : that dreary old Italian stock was much higher 
at present ; Rembrandt himself, a close man, was known to!- • 
ditticulties. If ghosts are fond of money still, what a wratir'. 
must he at the present value of his works ! 

The Hague Rembrandt is the greatest and grandest of i 
his pieces to my mind. Some of the heads are as sweetly * 
lightly painted as Gainsborough’s; the faces not ugly, hut ,1 
Cat<! and high-bred; the exquisite grey tones are charmin,- • 
mark and study ; the heads not plastered, but painted y 
a free liquid brush : the result, one of the great victories w«u : : 
this consummate chief, and left for the wonder and delight 
succeeding ages. 

The humblest volunteer in the ranks of art, who has servr.. 
campaign or two ever so ingloriouslv, has at least this good fntte 
of understanding, or fancying he is able to understand, lnnv : 
battle has been fought, and how the engaged general won it. I:.- 
is the Rhinelander’s most brilliant achievement—victory nl<mg n 
whole line. The “Night-watch” at Amsterdam is magnificent: 
parts, hut on the side to the spectator’s right, smoky and lii: 
The “ Five Masters of the Drapers ” is wonderful for depth, strcii:;:. 
brightness, massive power. What words are these to ex pres- - 
picture ! to describe a description ! I once saw a moon riding 
the sky serenely, attended by her sparkling maids of honour, a:, 
a little laily said, with an air id' great Satisfaction, “ / must rt>'" 
■it." Ah, my dear lady, if with an H.B., a Bristol hoard, aid 
bit ot india-rubber, you can sketch the starry firmament mi Inl¬ 
and the moon in her glory, I make you my compliment! I cat: 
sketch “The Five Drapers” with any ink or pen at present 
command -lmt can look with all my eyes, and he thankful to li.a- 
seen such a masterpiece. 

They say he was a moody, ill-conditioned man, the old tens:' 
of the mill. What docs he think of the “ Vender Heist " "In : 
hangs opposite his “Night-watch,” and which is one of the go a' 
pictures of the world? It is not painted by so great a man ■ 
Rembrandt ; but there it is- to see it is an event of your i ' 1 
Having beheld it, you have lived in the year 1(118, and celebmiy 
the Treaty of Minister. You have shaken the hands of the But' 1 ; 
Guardsmen, eaten from their platters, drunk their Rhenish, bear-, 
their jokes as they wagged their jolly beards. The Ainstcnb--- 
catalogue discourses thus about it: — a model catalogue: it -j u ~ 
you the prices paid, the signatures of the painters, a suo' 111 ” 
description of the work. 
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••This masterpiece represents a banquet of the Civic Guard, 
ln.'li took place on the 18th June 1648, in the great hall of the 
[ Juris Doelc, on the Singel at Amsterdam, to celebrate the con- 
u< j lin r ,f the Peace at Munster. The thirty-five figures composing 
i,. picture are all portraits. 

■•‘The Captain Wit.se ’ is placed at the. head of the table, and 
• tracts our attention first. He is dressed in black velvet, his breast 
cored with a cuirass, on his head a broad-brimmed black hat 
ith white plumes. He is comfortably seated on a chair of black 
ik with a velvet cushion, and holds in his left hand, supported on 
is knee, a magnificent drinking-horn, surrounded by a St. George 
rumying the dragon, and ornamented with olive-leaves. The 
plain's features express cordiality and good-humour; he is grasp- 
ii the hand of ‘Lieutenant Van Wavehn ’ seated near him in a 
chit of dark grey, with lace and buttons of gold, lace-collar and 
ristdiands, his feet crossed, with boots of yellow leather, with large 
.j.s, and gold spurs, on his head a black hat and dark-brown plumes, 
isliind him, at the centre of the picture, is the standard-bearer, 
,1 vein: ISannino,’ in an easy martial attitude, hat in hand, his 
oit hand on his chair, his right leg on his left knee. lie holds 

• Hag of blue silk, in which the Virgin is embroidered ” (such a 
ilk ! such a flag ! such a piece of painting !), “ emblematic of the 
i'vn of Amsterdam. The banner covers bis shoulder, and he looks 
■wards the spectator frankly and complacently. 

“The man behind him is probably one of the sergeants. His 
-id is hare. He wears a cuirass, and yellow gloves, grey stockings, 
!, d hunts with large tops, and kneecaps of cloth. He has a napkin 
n his knees, and in his hand a piece of ham, a slice of bread, 
nd a knife. The old man behind is probably ‘William the 
'■a mmki:.’ He has his hat in his right hand, and in his left a 
id looted wineglass, filled with white wine. He wears a red 
: "h and a black satin doublet, with little slashes of yellow silk, 
•"iiind the drummer, two matchlock-men are seated at the end 
1 dir table. One in a large black habit, a napkin on his knee, a 
r "l of iron, and a linen scarf and collar. He is eating with 

• knife. The other holds a long glass of white wine. Four 
iinketeers, with different shaped hats, are behind these, one hold- 
■- n glass, the three others with their guns on their shoulders. 

' In i- guests are placed between the personage who is giving the 

ot and the standard-bearer. One with his hat off, and his hand 
flitted, is talking to another. The second is carving a fowl. A 
" lr d holds a silver plate ; and another, in the background, a silver 
'-"ii, train which be fills a cup. The corner behind the captain 
•'lli il by two seated personages, one of whom is peeling an orange. 

- ' H 
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Two others are standing, armed with halberts, of whom one ! 
a plumed hat. Behind him are other three individuals, , 
them holding a pewter pot, on which the name ‘ Poock,’ th. !, 
lord of the * Hotel Docle,’ is engraved. At the back, a inuidsw-" 
is coining in with a pasty, crowned with a turkey. Must of' 
guests are listening to the captain. Prom an open window j„. 
distance, the facades of two houses are seen, surmounted In-so 
figures of sheep.” 


There, now you know all about it: now you can go lwmo s 
paint just such another. If you do, do pray remember to joint ; : 
hands of the figures as they are here depicted ; they are as wmn|,-r 
portraits as the faces. None of your slim Van Dyck eh-gan.-; 
which have done duty at the cuffs of so many doublets: Imt 
man with a hand for himself, as witli a face for himself. I Mu-.- 
for the coarseness of one of the chiefs in this great company, f:.. 
fellow behind “William the Dkummek,” splendidly attired dri- 
full in the face of the public ; and holding a pork-bone in his Ik- 
Suppose tlie Saturday Review critic were to come suddenly mi i. 
picture? Ah! what a shock it would give that noble lattr- 
Why is that knuckle of pork not painted out? at any rate, win 
not a little fringe of lace painted round it? or a cut pink pap-r' 
couldn’t a smelling-bottle be painted in instead, with a enst x 
a gold top, or a cambric pocket-handkerchief, in lieu of the h 
pig, with a pink coronet in the Corner? or suppose you cuvercl; 
man’s baud (which is very coarse and strong), and gave him t 
decency of a kid glove 1 But a piece of pork in a naked hand 


nerves and eau-de-cologne, hide it, hide it! 

In spite of this lamentable coarseness, my noble sergeant, r 
me thy hand as nature made it! A great, and famous, and m 
handiwork I have seen here. Not the greatest picture in the 
—not a work of the highest genius—but a performance so Ju 
various, and admirable, so shrewd of humour, so wise of o.sec¬ 
tion, so honest and complete of expression, that to have seen it 
been a delight, and to remember it will be a pleasure for dip-; 
come. Well done, Bartholomeus Vender Heist ! Brave, n ■ 
torious, victorious, happy Bartholomew, to whom it has been 
to produce a masterpiece ! 

May I take off my hat and pay a respectful compliment to ■ 


Steen, Esquire ? He is a glorious composer. His humour c •* 
frank as Fielding’s. Look at his own figure sitting in the w,ni ). r . 
sill .yonder, and roaring with laughter ! What a twinkle n) 
eyes! what a mouth it is for a song, or a joke, or a noggin- 
think the composition in some of Jan’s pictures amounts to 
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p,|j nl o, ami look at them with the same delight and admiration 
I,;,.], I have felt before works of the very highest style. This 
Jh-ry is admirable—and the city in which the gallery is, is 
, r | l;l '|,| even more wonderful and curious to behold than the 
ilh-ry. 

The first landing at Calais (or, I suppose, on any foreign shore) 
-the tirst sight of an Eastern city—the first view of Venice—and 
n's nf Amsterdam, are among the delightful shocks which I have 
id as a traveller. Amsterdam is as good as Venice, with a snper- 
lilnl humour and grotcsqueucss, which gives the sightseer the 
,,<t singular zest and pleasure. A run through Pekin I could 
itally limey to he more odd, strange, and yet familiar. This rush, 
id crowd, and prodigious vitality; this immense swarm of life; 

Imsy waters, crowding barges, swinging drawbridges, piled 
x i. iit guides, spacious markets teeming with people ; that ever- 
"ii,Infill dews’ quarter; that dear old world of painting and the 
c-t, yet alive, and throbbing, and palpable—actual, and yet passing 
ti,iv y,m swiftly and strangely as a dream ! Of the many journeys 
this liomidalsmt life, that drive through Amsterdam is to lie 
"'bally and gratefully remembered. You have never seen the 
da r of Amsterdam, my dear sir? Why, there’s a marble ball 
that palace that will frighten you as much as any hall in 
} ■atlii'k,” or a nightmare. At one end of that old, cold, glassy, 
toning, ghostly, marble hall there stands a throne, on which a 
i,its marlile king ought to sit with his white legs gleaming down 
' 1 the white marble below, and his white eyes looking at a great 
'"to marble Atlas, who bears on Ids iey shoulders a blue globe 
fl >~ ns the. full moon. If he were not a genie, and enchanted, and 
! n ' a KlrtmgtU altogether hypcratlantean, he would drop the moon 
‘ r " a s biek on to the white marble floor, and it would splinter 
! ll-r ' [ ition. And the palace would rock, and heave, and tumble ; 

'' 1 "''furs would rise, rise, rise; and the gables sink, sink, 
lK ■ mid the barges would rise up to the chimneys; and the 
1 -m mi'hee fishes would flap over the lioorripjes, where the 
;n| d storks used to perch ; and the Ainster, and the Hotter, 

| r 1 11 tvuir, and the Op, and all the dams of Holland would 
mid the Zuyder Zee roll over the dykes ; and you would 
‘w out of your dream, and find yourself sitting in your arm- 

as ^ a dream ? it seems like one. Have we been to Holland ? 
. ( ]'j boar< l the chimes at midnight at Antwerp? Were we 
• ■ ,l " a y f° r a week, or have I been sitting up in the room 
ila'’, " f0r °' tbis stal ° olfl desk? Here’s the desk ; yes. But, if 
l u «'cn a dream, how could I have learned to hum that tune 
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out of “ Dinorali ” ? Ah, is it that tunc, or myself that I - 
humming 1 If it was a dream, how comes this yellow Norm; ■ 
Tableaux du Musfm d’Amsterdam avec Facsimile i» ;s 
grammes before me, and this signature of the gallant 



Yes, indeed, it was a delightful little holiday; it lasted a v, 
week. With the exception of that little pint of amari nVnjv? ; 
Rotterdam, we were all very happy. We might have gone mil.. 
happy for whoever knows how many days more 1 a week nimv. • 
days more: who knows how long that dear teetotum happiness . 
be made to spin without toppling over? 

But one of the party had desired letters to be sent , •• 
restante, Amsterdam. The post-office is hard by that awful pil 
where the Atlas is, and which we really saw. 

There was only one letter, you see. Only one chance of fir:; 
us. There it was. “ The post lias only this moment rulin' 
says the smirking commissioner. And he hands over the Un¬ 
thinking he has done something clever. 

Before the letter had been opened, I could read Come back...- 
clearly as if it had been painted on the wall. It was all nvh 
The spell was broken. The sprightly little holiday fairy that 
frisked and gambolled so kindly beside us for eight days of suiw:r- 
—or rain which was as cheerful as sunshine gave a parting pit”'' 
look, and whisked away and vanished. And yonder scuds the p-' 
man, and here is the old desk. 
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(i\ A JOKE I ONCE HEARD FROM THE 
LATE THOMAS HOOD 


HE good-natured loader who 
has perused some of those 
rambling has long 

since seen (if to see lias been 
worth liis trouble) that the 
writer belongs to the old- 
fashioned classes of this 
world, loves to remember 
very much more than to 
prophesy, and though lie. 
can’t help being carried on¬ 
ward, and downward, per¬ 
haps, on the hill of life, the 
swift milestones marking 
their forties, fifties—how 
many tens or lustres shall 
we say ?—he. sits under Time, 
the white-wigged charioteer, 
with his back to the horses, 
d iiis face to the past, looking at the receding landscape and the 
s lading into the grey distance. Ah me ! those grey distant hills 
i '" iv given once, and here, and covered with smiling people! As 
'vine up the hill there was diltieult.y, and here and there a hard 
i tn be sure, lint strength, and spirits, and all sorts of cheery 
and companionship on the road; there were the tough 
oi'igglrs (by Heaven’s merciful will) overcome, the pauses, the 
matings, the weakness, the lost way, perhaps, the bitter weather, 
dreadlul partings, the lonely night, the passionate grief to- 
*'"'' s these I turn my thoughts as I sit and think in my hobby- 
h under Time, the silver-wigged charioteer. The young folks 
1 ‘same carriage meanwhile arc looking forwards. Nothing 
'!" s their keen eyes—not a flower at the side of a cottage garden, 

‘ v hiun*h of rosy-faced children at the gate : the landscape is all 
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bright, the air brisk and jolly, the town yonder looks • 
and do you think they have learned to be difficult about the 
at the inn? 

Now, suppose Paterfamilias on his journey with his vif, 
children in the sociable, and lie passes an ordinary brick lmii-o • 
the road with an ordinary little garden in the front, we will • 
and quite an ordinary knocker to the door, and as many 
windows as you please, quite common and square, and tiles, wind .. 
chimney-pots, quite like others; or suppose, in driving over 
and such a common, he secs an ordinary tree, and an oniin, - 
donkey browsing under it, if you like—-wife and daughter In k 
these objects without the slightest particle of curiosity or inter,-: 
What is a brass knocker to them but a lion’s head, or wliat i,: 
and a thorn-tree with a pool beside it, hut a pool in which a t'n 
and a jackass are reflected ? 

But you remember how once upon a time your heart used • 
beat, as you beat on that brass knocker, and whose eyes l,»v 
from the window above. You remember how by that tlmm-lr, 
and pool, where the geese were performing a prodigious even:: 
concert, there might he seen, at a certain hour, somebody it 
certain cloak and bonnet, who happened to be coming from a villi, 
yonder, and whose image has flickered in that pool. In that y 
near the thorn ? Yes, in that goose-pool, never mind how lung 
when there were reflected the images of the geese -and two 
more. Here, at least, an oldster may have the advantage H 
young fellow-travellers, and so Putney Heath or the New Road t 
he invested with a halo of brightness invisible to them, becaus, 
only beams out of his own soul. 

I have been reading the “ Memorials of Hood” by his childn:. 
and wonder whether the book will have the same interest for oti.e 
and for younger people, as for persons of my own age and calk 
Books of travel to any country become interesting to us who 1 
been there. Men revisit the old school, though hateful to the 
with over so much kindliness and sentimental attention. There'' 
the tree under which the bully licked you : here the ground wh 
you had to fag out on holidays, and so forth. In a word, my 1 '<■ 
sir, You are the most interesting subject to yourself, of any tk 
can occupy vour worship’s thoughts. I have no doubt, a (kins 
soldier, reading a history of that siege, and how Jones and ' 
gallant 99th were ordered to charge or what not, thinks, “Ah. ) 
we of the 100th were placed so and so, I perfectly remember.' • 
with this memorial of poor Hood, it may have, no doubt, a grw-' 
interest for me than for others, for I was fighting, so to speak, W 
* Memorials oj Thomas Mood. Moxon, I860. 2 vols. 
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tlitl'fivnt part of the field, and engaged, a young subaltern, in the 
]*; it tie* of Life, ill which Hood fell, young still, and covered with 
„ lirv . “ The Bridge of Sighs” was his Corunna, his heights of 
\i,nil,am sickly, weak, wounded, he fell in the full blaze and fame 
ofthat great victory. 

What manner of mail was the genius who penned that famous 
What like was Wolfe, who climbed and conquered on those 
l,mens heights of Abraham? We all want to know details regard- 
hi- mm who have achieved famous feats, whether of war, or wit, 
,.r 1 <h( tuniee, or endurance, or knowledge. His one or two happy 
i ami heroic actions take a man’s name and memory out of the crowd 
if names and memories. Henceforth he stands eminent. We scan 
, him : we want to know all about him ; we walk round >- 111(1 examine 
him, nre curious, perhaps, and think are we not as strong and tall 
muni capable ns yonder champion; were we not bred as well, and 
'"ill 1 1 we not endure the winter’s cold as well as lie? Or we look 
up with all mir eyes of admiration; will find no fault in our hero: 
•Man- his beauty and proportions perfect; his critics envious dc- 
| mu-furs, and so forth. Yesterday, before lie performed bis feat, lie 
wm nobody. Who eared about his birthplace, his parentage, or the 
1 "!>mr of his hair? To-day, by some single achievement, or by a 
- rit s o| great actions to which his genius accustoms us, he famous, 
uni antiquarians are busy finding out under what schoolmaster’s 
: Midi- la- was educated, where his grandmother was vaccinated, and 
'"itIn If half-a-dozen washing-bills of Goldsmith 1 ;; were to be 
'■'"lid to-morrow, would they not inspire a general interest, and he 
in'inteil in a hundred papers? I lighted upon Oliver, not very long 
:i ' v - in an old Town and Country Magazine, at the Pantheon 
[ ni.-Hqiierade “in an old English habit.” Straightway my imagina- 
; "ii ran out to meet him, to look at him, to follow him about. I 
-"iiM the names of scores of fine gentlemen of the past age who 
"' ll ' mentioned besides. We want to see this man who has amused 

... us; who lias been our friend, and given us hours of 

H'-m-nii! companionship and kindly thought. I protest when I 
111 the midst of those names of people of fashion, and beaux, 
'k-mirc-ps, upon those names “ Sir >/. li-yn-lds, in a domino ; 
d-ch and Dr. G-ldsm-th, in two old /'Jnylish dresses,’’ I 
';"I so to speak, my heart in my mouth. What, you here, my 
Joshua? Ah, what an honour and privilege it is to see 
1 ' i 1 1 is is Mr. Goldsmith? And very much, sir, the ruff and 
m'dieil doublet become you! 0 Doctor! what a pleasure I 
C" have in reading the “Animated Nature” ! How did you 
on the secret of writing the decasyllabic line, and whence that 
"idling note of tenderness that accompanies your song? Was 
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Beau Tilths a real man, and will you do me the honour ofalluu-. 
me to sit at your table at supper? Dou’t you think you knowj,i 
lie would have talked? Would you not have liked to hear I,- 
prattle over the champagne ? 

Now, Hood is passed away—passed off the earth as mud < 
Goldsmith or Horace. The times in which he lived, and in w\ : 
very many of us lived and were young, are changing or oluui.v; 

I saw Hood once as a young man, at a dinner which seems aln. ■; 
as ghostly now as that masquerade at the Pantheon (1772), ; 
which we were speaking anon. It was at a dinner of the Litit.u 
Fund, in that vast apartment which is hung round with the p 
traits of very large Royal Freemasons, now unsubstantial gh..-:- 
There at the end of the room was Hood. Some publishers, I thi: 
were our companions. I quite remember his pale face; lit 1 » 
thin and deaf, and very silent; he scarcely opened his lips duri;.. 
the dinner, and lie made one pun. Some gentleman missed i„- 

snuff-box, and Hood said,-(the Freemasons’ Tavern was kiK. 

you must remember, by Mr. Cuff in those days, not by its prom 
proprietors). Well, the box being lost, and asked for, and f'u- 
(remember that name) being the name of the landlord, Hood iipcia: 
his silent jaws and said * * * ,Shall I tell you what lie si¬ 
lt was not a very good pun, which the great punster then m 
Choose your favourite pun out of “Whims and Oddities,’' in¬ 
fancy that was the joke which he contributed to the hilarity 
our little table. 

Where those asterisks arc drawn on the page, you must km■»’ 
a pause occurred, during which I was engaged with “Hood's 
having been referred to the book by this life of the author "In 
I have just been reading. I am not going to dissert on H'” 1 ' 
humour; I am not a fair judge. Have I not said elsewhere tin' 
there are one or two wonderfully old gentlemen still alive " 
used to give me tips when I was a boy? I can’t be a fair cnti 
about them. I always think of that sovereign, that rapture 
raspberry-tarts, which made my young days happy. Those v; 
sovereign-contributors may tell stories ever so old, and I 
laugh ; they may commit murder, and I shall believe it was 
liable homicide. There is my friend Boggs, who goes about ahiw’- 
me, and of course our dear mutual friends tell me. Abuse awn) 
l)on ! You were so kind to me when I wanted kiiiilm" 
that you may take the change out of that gold now, and s': 
I am a cannibal and negro, if you will. Ila, Boggs I l' 1 " 
thou wince as thou readest this line? Does guilty cons'it 11 " 
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j l;l H ]>,- to me as the Baggs of old—the generous, the gentle, the 

frii-ii'lly. 

on second thoughts, I am determined I will not- repeat that 
which I heard Hood make. lie says he wrote these jokes 
jvitii such ease that lie sent manuscripts to the publishers faster 
- 1 , ; , they could acknowledge the receipt thereof. I won’t- say that 
tl ;i -y were all good jokes, or that to read a great book full of them 
i, a work at present altogether jocular. Writing to a friend re- 
>!.rrting some memoir of him which had been published, Hood says, 
■•You will judge how well the author knows me, when lie says my 
mind is rather serious than comic.” At the time when lie wrote 
these words, lie evidently undervalued his own serious power, and 
thought that in punning and broad-grinning lay his chief strength. 
1- not there something touching in that simplicity and humility 
"f faith ! “ To make laugh is my calling,” says he : “ I must jump, 

1 must grin, I must tumble, I must turn language head over heels, 
runl leap through grammar;” and lie goes to his work humbly and 
i-'iiuigeoHsly, and what he has to do that does lie with all his 
Might, through sickness, through sorrow, through exile, poverty, 
[ever, depression—there he is, always ready to his work, and with 
- jewel of genius ill his pocket ! Why, when he laid down his 
pum and pranks, put the motley otf, and spoke out of his heart, 
nil Knglmid and America listened with tears and wonder! Other 
n.'ii have delusions of conceit, and fancy themselves greater than 
tiny are, and that the world slights them. Have we not heard 
' in ' v bi-ton always thought he ought to play Hamlet? Here is a 
1111111 with a power to touch the heart almost uueipialled, and he 
l ess (lays and years in writing, “Young Ren he was a nice young 
and so forth. To say truth, I have been reading in a hook 
"1 " Hood’s Own” until I am perfectly angry. “You great man, 

good man, you true genius and poet,” i cry out, as I turn page 
ulii-r page. “Do, do make no more of these jokes, hut he yourself, 
uii'l take your station.” 

" lien Hood was on his death-bed, Sir Robert Reel, who only 
km " of his illness, not of his imminent danger, wrote to him a 
'• 'hlc and touching letter, announcing that a pension was conferred 
"•i him. 


;• I am more than repaid,” writes Peel, “ by the personal satis- 
'" tl '" | i which I have had in doing that for which you return me 
"■'ini am] characteristic acknowledgments. 

Won perhaps think that you are known to one with such 
’"'•hilarious occupations as myself, merely by general reputation 
,IS :ui author; but I assure you that there can he little, which you 
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have written and acknowledged, which I have not read ; ami fi,. ; 
there arc few who can appreciate and admire more than myself £# 
good sense and good feeling which have taught you to infu* 
much fun and merriment into writings correcting folly and cxp.v : . ; 
absurdities, and yet never trespassing beyond those limits wit:..: 
which wit and facetiousness arc not very often confined. You n« 
write on with the consciousness of independence, as free ami a. 
fettered, as if no communication had ever passed between us. 1 
am not conferring a private obligation upon you, but am liillilii:,.- 
the intentions of the legislature, which lias placed at the <lisp.,>.„ 
of the Grown a certain sum (miserable, indeed, in amount) tu n 
applied to the recognition of public claims on the bounty 
the Grown. If you will review the names of those whose rims 
have been admitted on account of their literary or scientiii- 
eminence, you will liiul an ample confirmation of the truth of i:.y 
statement. 

“One return, indeed, I shall ask of you,—that you will <d'i 
me the opportunity of making your personal acquaintance.” 


And Hood, writing to a friend, enclosing a copy of Peel’s ktur. 
says, “Sir R. Peel came from Burleigh on Tuesday night, aio 
went down to Brighton on Saturday. If he had written by p -' 
I should not have had it till to-day. So he sent his servant 
the enclosed on Snturd<n/ nii/ht; another mark of consilient* 
attention.” He is frightfully unwell, he continues : his wile sip 
he looks quite t/rem ; but ill as lie is, poor fellow, “his well h iK 
dry. He has pumped out a sheet of Christmas fun, is drawn..' 
some cuts, and shall write a sheet more of his novel.” 

Oh, sad, marvellous picture of courage, of honesty, ot pane, 
endurance, of duty Struggling against pain ! How noble Peri - 
figure is standing by that sick lied ! how generous his words, li"" 


dignified and sincere his compassion ! And the poor dying i 1!:t:i 
with a heart full of natural gratitude towards his noble benetaet'i, 
must turn to him and say—“If it be well to be remembered k'j 
Minister, it is better still not to be forgotten by him in a 
Burleigh’!” Can von laugh? Is not the joke horribly patla !i 
from the poor dying lips ? As dying Robin Hood must lire a U*- 
shot with his bow—as one reads of Catholics on their death !” !' 


putting on a Capuchin dress to go out of the world—here is l"j- 
Hood at his last hour putting on his ghastly motley, and nttoim- 
one joke more. 

Hedies, however, in dearest love and peace with his cdiibl ' 1 >>. 
wife, friends; to the former especially his whole life had 
devoted, and every day showed his fidelity, simplicity, and at' 1 
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|j„ 1L in going through the record of his most pure, modest, 
rahle life, and living along with him, you come to t rust him 
Hn.roBghly, and feel that here is a most loyal, affectionate, and 
upright smd, with whom you have been brought into communion. 

we say as much of the lives of all men of letters 1 Here is one 
ii least without guile, without pretension, without scheming, of "a 
pure life, to his family and little modest circle of friends tenderly 

devoted. 

And what a hard work, and what a slender reward ! In the 
little domestic details with which the book abounds, what a simple 
life is shown to us ! The most simple little pleasures and amuse¬ 
ments delight and occupy him. You have revels on shrimps ; the 

p.I wife making the pie ; details about the maid, and criticisms 

on her conduct; wonderful tricks played with tile plum-pudding— 
all the pleasures centring round tiie little, humldc home. One of 
tlic first men of his time, he is appointed editor of a Magazine at a 
salary »f three hundred pounds per annum, signs himself cxultingly 
fid. X. M. M.,” and the family rejoice over the income as over 
a fortune, lie, goes to a Greenwich dinner—what a feast and a 
n-joiriiig afterwards !— 


“Well, we drank ‘the Boz’ with a delectable clatter, which 
drew from him a good warm-hearted speech. . . . He looked very 
"'ll, and had a younger brother along with him. . . . Then we 
ii “l songs. Barham chanted a Robin Hood ballad, and (Imikshank 

MI1 ‘- a burlesque ballad of Lord H-; and somebody, unknown 

to me, gave a capital imitation of a French showman. Then wc 
t'Mstcd Mvs. Boz, and the Chairman, and Vice, and the Traditional 
I’riiM sang the ‘Deep deep sea,’ in his deep deep voice; and then 
drank to Procter, who wrote the said song; also Sir J. Wilson's 
" "'I health, and (Jruikshank’s, and Ainsworth’s : and a Manchester 
llil;l| d ”1 the latter sang a Manchester ditty, so full of trading stuff, 

1 l:lt 't really seemed to have been not composed, hut manufactured. 
•Ionian, as Jerdanish as usual on such occasions—you know how 
Joiadoxically he is quite at home in dininy out. As to myself, I 
M| 1 tu make my second maiden sjieech, for Mr. Monckton Millies 
! , "q«>s<j<l my health in terms my modesty might allow me to repeat 
1,1 l""i, but rny memory won’t. However, I ascribed the toast to 
,] f- ,llJ toriously bad health, and assured them that their wishes had 
improved it—that I felt a brisker circulation—a more 
-""iid warmth about the heart, and explained that a certain 
fft'jnUiiig of my hand was not from palsy, or my old ague, hut an 
«!. Illat ' ,,, i in my hand to shake itself with every one present, 
lercupon I had to go through the friendly ceremony with as 
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many of the company as were within reach, besides a few nnnx- r 
came express from tiie other end of the table. Very gnrtitV'. 
wasn’t it? Though I cannot go quite so far as Jane, wlm v ;r '' 
me to have that hand chopped olf, bottled, and preserved in S j,i r \ 
She was sitting up for me, very anxiously, as usual when I 
because I am so domestic and steady, and was down at tin- . 
before I could ring at the gate, to which Boz kindly sent me i;.;. 
own carriage. Poor girl! what -would she do if she had a w.., 
husband instead of a tame one ? ” 

And the poor anxious wife is sitting up, and fondles tlio | u: . 
which has been shaken by so many illustrious men ! The li:: 
feast, dates back only eighteen years, and yet somehow it seems . 
distant as a dinner at Mr. Thralc’s, or a meeting at Will’s. 

Poor little gleam of sunshine ! very little good cheer enlivc 
that sad simple life. We have the triumph of the Magazine: t : 
a new Magazine projected and produced: then illness and the b 
scene, and the kind Peel by the dying man’s bedside speaking mi 
words of respect and sympathy, and soothing the last throbs of ti. 
tender honest heart. 

I like, I sav, Ilood’s life even better than bis books, and 
wish, with all my heart, Monsieur et eker con frere, the same n 
he said for both of us, when the inkstream of our life hath in¬ 
to run. Yes : if I drop first, dear Baggs, 1 trust you may li: 
reason to modify some of the unfavourable views of my eliarm'i.. 
which you are freely imparting to our mutual friends. What mi:: 
to be the literary man’s point of honour nowadays? Hup] 1 "-' 
friendly reader, you are one of the craft, what legacy would } 
like to leave to your children? First of all (and by Heave 
gracious help) you would pray and strive to give them such •• 
endowment of love, as should last certainly for all their lives, 
perhaps he transmitted to their children. You would (by the si'" 
aid and blessing) keep your honour pure, and transmit a n::r 
unstained to those who have a right to bear it. You would- 
though this faculty of giving is one of the easiest of the litem: 
man’s qualities—you would, out of your earnings, small or great. : 
able to help a poor brother in need, to dress his wounds, and, h 
were but twopence, to give him succour. Is the money which ( ! 
noble Macaulay gave to the poor lost to his family ? Cod fork 
To the loving hearts of his kindred is it not rather the most preei" 
part of their inheritance? It was invested in love and right*- 
doing, and it bears interest in heaven. You will, if letters he y 
vocation, find saving harder than giving and spending. To save 
your endeavour, too, against the night’s eomiiig when no man 
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ivi'k : when the arm is weary with the long day’s labour'; when 
t'. t < iiniin perhaps grows dark; when the old, who can labour no 
Ju , ire want warmth and rest, and the young ones call for supper. 


I copied the little galley-slave who is made to figure in the 
initial letter of this paper, from a quaint old silver spoon which wc 
purchased in a curiosity-shop at the Hague. It is one of the gift 
i,ms so common in Holland, and which have multiplied so aston¬ 
ishingly of late years at our dealers’ in old silverware. Along the 
!>t, in of the spoon are written the words: “Anno 1009, Jim kk 
\J.lnA t/h'-Malt fffieffhaen >} —“In the year IG09 I went thus clad.” 
The pood Dutchman was released from his Algerine captivity (I 
limir-'ine his figure looks like that of a slave amongst the Moors), 
jiiiid in his thank-offering to some godchild at home, he thus piously 
records his escape. 

Was not poor Cervantes also a captive amongst the Moors? 
Did not Fielding, and Goldsmith, and Smollett, too, die at flic 
• bain as well as poor Hood? Think of Fielding going on hoard his 
wretched ship in the Thames, with scarce a hand to bid him fare¬ 
well; of brave Tobias Smollett, and his life, how hard, and how 
}“"i'ly rewarded; of Goldsmith, and the physician whispering, 
"Have you something on your mind?” and the wild dying eyes 
■‘lowering, “Yes.” Notice how Boswell speaks of Goldsmith, and 
me splendid contempt with which he regards him. Read Hawkins 
"" fielding, and the scorn with which Dandy Walpole and Bishop 
Haril speak of him. Galley-slaves doomed to tug the oar and wear 
Hf chain, whilst my Lords and dandies take their pleasure, and 
l,l 'ar line music and disport with fine Indies in the cabin ! 

Hat stay. Was there any cause for this scorn? Had some 
t these great men weaknesses which gave inferiors advantage over 
teem ! Men of letters cannot lay their hands on their hearts, and 
'p v > “An, the fault was fortune’s, and the indifferent world’s, not 
H'M'inith’s nor Fielding’s.” There was no reason why Oliver 
'biiiM always be thriftless; why Fielding and Steele should sponge 
'■l""i their friends; why Sterne should make love to his neighbours’ 
)' n <s. Swift, for a long time, was as poor as any wag that ever 
‘■"idled : but he owed no penny to his neighbours : Addison, when 
""ie his most threadbare coat, could hold his head up, and rnain- 
Tlln dignity: and, I dare vouch, neither of those gentlemen, 
" 11111 they were ever so poor, asked any man alive to pity their 
'•'uditiun, and have a regard to the weaknesses incidental to the 
'aiary profession. Galley-slave, forsooth ! If you are sent to 
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prison for some error for which the law awards that sort oflaW^! 
seclusion, so much the more shame for you. If you are chain,,:, 
the oar a prisoner of war, like Cervantes, you have the pain, i ... 
not the shame, and the friendly compassion of mankind to rcu ■ 
you. Galley-slaves, indeed ! What man has not his oar to py 
There is that wonderful old stroke-oar in the Queen’s galley, fl„, 
many years has he pulled i Day and night, in rough water ; 
smooth, with what invincible vigour and surprising gaiety lie p* 
his arms ! There is in the same Galore Capitaine , that well-knur 
trim figure, the bow-oar: how he tugs, and with what a *r 
How both of them have been abused in their time! Take ii. 
Lawyer’s galley, and that dauntless octogenarian in coinniaiii 
when has ho. ever complained or repined about his slavery ? TI.-:- 
is the Priest’s galley -black and lawn sails: do any mariners k 
of Thames work harder? When lawyer, and statesman, and divis, 
and writer are snug in bed, there is a ring at the poor Doctor's b,:i. 
Forth he must go, in rheumatism or snow; a galley-slave bur::: 
his galley-pots to quench the flames of fever, to succour nnuh- :• 
and young children in their hour of peril, and, as gently and snug 
ingly as may be, to carry the hopeless patient over to the silo: 
shore. And have we not just read of the actions of the Qroise 
galleys and their brave crews in the Chinese waters? Mm r 
more worthy of human renown and honour to-day in their virtue, 
than last year in their glorious hour of disaster. So with stc 
hearts may we ply the oar, messmates all, till the voyage is over, 
and the Harbour of Rest is found. • 
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ROUND ABOUT THE CHRISTMAS TREE 

T HE kindly Christmas tree, from which I trust every gentle 
reader lias pulled a bonbon or two, is yet all aflame whilst I 
am writing, and sparkles with the sweet fruits of its season. 
V,,u young ladies, may you have plucked pretty giftlings from it ; 
and out of the cracker sugar-plum which you have split with the 
.•aptain or the sweet young curate may you have read one of those 
delicious conundrums which the confectioners introduce into the 
sweet meats, and which apply to the cunning passion of love. Those 
riddles are to be read at your age, when I daresay they are amusing. 
As Ini J lolly, Merry, and Bell, who are standing at the tree, they 
don't rare about the love-riddle part, but understand the sweet- 
almond portion very well. They are four, five, six years old. 
I ’alienee, little people! A dozen merry Christmases more, and you 
"ill he reading those wonderful love-conundrums, too. As for us 
elderly folks, we watch the babies at their sport, and the young 
I"'o]ile pulling at the branches: and instead of finding bonbons or 
mi-tics in the packets which we pluck off the boughs, we find 
eiii-liiscd Mr. C'amifex’s review of the quarter’s meat ; Mr. Sartor’s 
'■""il'linients, and little statement for self and the young gentlemen ; 
-""I -Madame do Sainte-Crinoline’s respects to the young ladies, who 
Hmliisrs her account, and will send on Saturday, please ; or we 
uit teh our hand out to the educational branch of the Christmas 
,r "'. and there find a lively and amusing article from the Reverend 
Henry liolyshade, containing our dear Tommy’s exceedingly mode¬ 
rate account for the last term’s school expenses. 

The tree yet sparkles, I say. I am writing on the day before 
h'litth hay, if you must know; but already ever so many of the 
•rails have been pulled, and the Christmas lights have gone out. 

I*'>1 diy Miseltow, who has been staying with us for a week (and 
'dio 1ms been sleeping mysteriously in the bath-room), comes to say 
,s going away to spend the rest of the holidays with his grand- 
""'flier—and I brush away the manly tear of regret as I part with 
dear child. “Well, Bob, good-bye, since you will go. Compli- 
1,11 •'•* to grandmamma. Thank her for the turkey. Here’s ” 
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(A slight pecuniary transaction takes place at this juncture 
Bob nods and winks, and puts his hand in his waistcoat po c i : , ; 

“ You have had a pleasant week?” 

Bob. “ Haven’t I ! ” (And exit , anxious to know the nuv*« 
of the coin which has just changed hands.) 

He is gone, and as the dear boy vanishes through the h- 
(behind which I see him perfectly), I too cast up a little 
of our past Christmas week. When Bob’s holidays are over, a:,; 
the printer has sent mo back this manuscript, I know Clubtni,,, 
will be an old story. All the fruit will be off the Christmas tr., 
then ; the crackers will have cracked off; the almonds will hat, 
been crunched ; and tire sweet-bitter riddles will have been n-a.j 
the lights will have perished oft' the dark green troughs ; the to- 
growing on them will have been distributed, fought for, cherish,-!, 
neglected, broken. Ferdinand and Fidelia wall each keep out of h 
(be still, my gushing heart !) the remembrance of a riddle n»i 
together, of a double-almond munched together, and the moiety 
an exploded cracker. . . . The maids, I say, will have taken 
all that holly stuff and nonsense about the clocks, lamps, and Ionian:- 
glasses, the dear boys will be hick at school, fondly thinking of th, 
pantomime-fairies whom they have seen ; whose gaudy gossan;,- 
wings are battered by this time ; and whose pink cotton (or -is 
is it?) lower extremities arc till dingy and dusty. Yet But a 
few days, Bob, and Hakes of paint will have cracked off the fairy 
flower-bowers, and the revolving temples of adamantine lustre |'i:I 
be as shabby as the city of Pekin. When you read this, »•:'« 
Clown still be going on lolling his tongue out of his mouth, iUK 
saying “How are you to-morrow?” To-morrow, indeed! lie m'K 
be almost ashamed of himself (if that cheek is still capable of tb 
blush of shame) for asking the absurd question. To-morrow, iinbci 
To-morrow the diffugient snows will give place to Spring: th- 
snowdrops will lift their heads; Ladyday may bo expected, amt the 
pecuniary duties peculiar to that feast; in place of bonbons, trees 
will have an eruption of light green knobs; the whitebait sea- 1 - 
will bloom . . . as if one need go on describing these vernal phr-ii"- 
menu, when Christmas is still here, though ending, and the sul«.j« 
of my discourse ! 

We have all admired the illustrated papers, and noted h°" 
boisterously jolly they become at Christmas time. What wassail- 
bowls, robin-redbreasts, waits, snow landscapes, bursts of Christina- 
song ! And then to think that these festivities are prepared niouth- 
before—that these Christmas pieces arc prophetic ! How kiml -' 
artists and poets to devise the festivities beforehand, and serve the 11 ' 
pat at the proper time ! We ought to be grateful to them, ns 10 
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t . lK ,k who gets up at midnight and sets the pudding a-hoiling 
ijs to feast us at six o’clock. I often think with gratitude of 
Mr. Nelson Lee—the author of I don’t know how many 
, i „,| rr ,l glorious pantomimes^—walking by the summer wave at 
[argute, or Brighton perhaps, revolving in his mind the idea of 
IK '\v gorgeous spectacle of faery, which the winter shall see 
'iiiplrtc. Ho is like cook at midnight (si par va licit). He watches 
i,.l thinks. He pounds the sparkling sugar of benevolence, the 
aims .»f fancy, the sweetmeats of fun, the tigs of—well, the tigs of 
i:rv liction, lot us say, and pops the whole in tilts seething cauldron 
f imagination, and at due season serves up the Pantomime. 

Very few men in the course of nature can expect to see all the 
untomimes in one season, but I hope to the end of my life 1 shall 
ts-ver forego reading about them in that delicious sheet of the '/'inn s 
flitch appears on the morning after Boxing-day. Perhaps reading 
> even hotter than seeing. The best way, I think, is to say you 
a* ill, lie in bed, and have the paper for two hours, reading all the 
wy down from Drury Lane to the Britannia at Iloxton. Boh and 
( wmt to two pantomimes. One was at the Theatre of Fancy, and 
other at the Fairy Opera, and I don’t know which we liked 

Ai the Fancy, we saw “ Harlequin Hamlet, or Daddy’s (iliost 
;in i Nittiky’s Bison,” which is all very well—but, gentlemen, if you 
nut nspcct Shakspeare, to whom will you be civil? The palace 
slid ramparts of Elsinore by moon and snowlight is one of Loutlior- 
'"Uies finest efforts. The banqueting hall of the palace is 
iii'mtinafed: the peaks and gables glitter with the snow: the 
sentinels march blowing their fingers for the cold—the freezing of the 


o ol one of them is very neatly and dexterously arranged : the 
■ low sionu rises : the winds howl awfully along the battlements : 
f, - r waves come curling, leaping, foaming to shore. Hamlet’s 
"' diielln is whirled away in the storm. He and his two friends 
■’amp on each other’s toes to keep them warm. The storm-spirits 
‘the air, and arc whirled howling round the palace and 
jl"' , K 'hs. My eyes ! what tiles and chimney-pots fly hurtling 
i """-’I, ihe air ! As the storm reaches its height (here the wind 
‘"'Uiiiuents conic in with prodigious effect, and I compliment Mr. 
'"mdiy and the violoncellos)—as the snow-storm rises (queek, 
I'a-ek. qileek, go the fiddles, and then thrumpty thrump comes a 
Fzzieato movement in Bob Major, which sends a shiver into your 
hoot-soles), the thunder-clouds deepen (bong, hong, hong, from 
violoncellos). Tlie forked lightning quivers through the clouds 
r ‘‘ zig-zag scream of violins—and look, look, look ! as the frothing, 
JU "iv waves come rushing up the battlements, and over the reeling 
12 s 
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parapet, each hissing wave becomes a ghost, sends the gun-orri. 
rolling over the platform, and plunges howling into the at 
again. 

Hamlet’s mother comes on to the battlements to looker'., 
son. The storm whips her umbrella out of her hands, aid- 
retires screaming in pattens. 

The cabs on the stand in the great market-place at Elsinmy v 
seen to drive off, and several people are drowned. The gas-1, 
along the street are wrenched from their foundations, and d ■ 
through the troubled air. Whist, rush, lush! how the rain r , ; . 
and pours! The darkness becomes awful, always deepcitrf 
the power of the music —and see—in the midst of a rush, 
whirl, and scream of spirits of air and wave—what is that glu'V. 
figure moving hither 1 It becomes bigger, bigger, as it aka: ■ 
down the platform—more ghastly, more horrible, enormous 1 1; 
as tall as the whole stage. It seems to be advancing on the .-t, • 
ami pit, and the whole house screams with terror, as the (inn-p 
the late Hamlet comes in, and begins to speak. Several pc: 
faint, and the light-fingered gentry pick pockets furiously in i.. 
darkness. 

In the pitchy darkness, this awful figure throwing his ty 
about, the gas in the boxes shuddering out of sight, and the 
instruments bugling' the most horrible wails, the boldest spectat 
must have felt frightened. But hark ! what is that silver shiraii-. 1 
of the fiddles ? Is it—can it be the grey dawn jiccping i'i 
stormy east! The ghost’s eyes look blankly towards it, ami rd 
ghastly agony. Quicker, quicker ply the violins of Phmbus A)> 
Redder, redder grow tlu; orient clouds. Oockadoodledoo ! crows ii: 
great cock which has just come out on the roof of the palace. A' 
now the round sun himself pops up from behind the waves el nk 
Where is the ghost ? He is gone ! Purple shadows of morn "►te 
o’er the snowy sward,” the city wakes up in life and sunshine. , 
wc confess wo arc very much relieved at the disappearance el t; 
ghost. AVe don’t like those dark scenes in pantomimes. 

After the usual business, that Ophelia should be turned a 
Columbine was to be expected: but I confess I was a little sb**' 
when Hamlet’s mother became Pantaloon, and was instantly kn>» k 
down by Clown Claudius. Grimaldi is getting a little old new. !l 
for real humour there are few downs like him. Mr. Slmtcr, as t 
gravedigger, was chaste and comic, as he always is, and the s> Vi 
painters surpassed themselves. 

“ Harlequin Conqueror and the Field of Hastings,” at the "h 
house, is very pleasant too. The irascible William is acted 
great vigour by Snoxall, and the battle of Hastings is a g°"d I’“ 
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i burlesque. Some trifling liberties are taken with history, but 
jjat liberties will not the merry genius of pantomime permit him- 
( lf; At the battle of Hastings, William is on the point of being 
, pateil bv the Sussex Volunteers, very elegantly led by the always 
, r , ny .Miss Waddy (as Haro Sharpshooter), when a. shot from the 
cumins kills Harold. The fairy Edith hereupon comes forward 
■A finds his body, which straightway leaps up a live harlequin, 
\iiiist the Conqueror makes an excellent clown, and the Archbishop 
bavi ux a diverting pantaloon, &c. <&c. &o. 

Perhaps these are not the pantomimes we really saw ; hut one 
h -.-liption will do as well as another. The plots, you see, are a 
ifitc intricate and difficult to understand in pantomimes; and I 
have mixed up one with another. That 1 was at the theatre 
. Iluxing night is certain—but the pit was so full that I could 
niy sir fairy legs glittering in the distance, as I stood at the door. 
Ami if 1 was badly off, I think there was a young gentleman behind 
w'nrsc off still. I own that lie has good reason (though others 
have in it ) to speak ill of me behind my back, and hereby beg 
ti- ]ial\lnll. 

Likewise to the gentleman who picked up a party in Piccadilly, 
"i " 1 hail slipped and fallen in the snow, and was there on his hack, 
mil ling energetic expressions, that party begs to oiler thanks, and 
1 "liipliinonts of the season. 

Luhs behaviour on New Year’s Day, I can assure Doctor 
IMysliudc, was highly creditable to the hoy. lie had expressed a 
uit'-nniiiatioji to partake of every dish which was put on the table; 

: : ‘ T ntfoc soup, fish, roast-beef, and roast-goose, he retired from 
- live business until the pudding and mince-pics made their appear- 
"l wliieh he partook liberally but not too freely. And he 
'- eitlv advanced in my good opinion by praising the punch, which 
"'I s 1,1 "A own manufacture, and which some gentlemen present 
n. IIJI—g—u amongst others) pronounced to be too weak. 

. " l ; 'k I A bottle of rum, a bottle of Madeira, half a bottle of 
'■■ondy, and two bottles and a half of water —ran this mixture be 
!■> be too weak for any mortal ? Our young friend amused the 
"Liny during the evening, by exhibiting a two-shilling magic 
M "i, which he had purchased, and likewise by singing “ Sally, 
' l " c ’'l 1 ■ ” a quaint, but rather monotonous melody, which I 
d' 1 sung by the poor negro on the banks of the broad 

-ll'MSMjipi. 

hat other enjoyments did we proffer for the child’s amusement 
the Christmas week? A great philosopher was giving a 
div'" 10 t0 ‘ Voun = folks at the British Institution. But when this 
r >iun was proposed to our young friend Bob, he said, “Lecture? 
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No, thank you. Not as I knows on,” and made sarcastic 
on his nose. Perhaps he is of Doctor Johnson’s opinion aU 
lectures: “ Lectures, sir! what man would go to hear that C 
perfectly at a lecture, which he can read at leisure in a hook!" 
never went, of my own choice, to a lecture : that I can vow. t 
for sermons, they are different: I delight in them, and they cam 
of course, be too long. 

Well, we partook of yet other Christmas delights be.-i:- 
pantomime, pudding, and pie. One, glorious, one delightful, 
most unlucky and pleasant day, we drove in a brougham, with 
famous horse, which carried us more quickly and briskly than * 
of your vulgar railways, over Battersea Bridge, on which the Ik- 
hoofs rang as if it had been iron ; through suburban villages, ]fe 
caked with snow; under a leaden sky, in which the sun lame i 
a red-hot warming-pan ; by pond after pond, where not only 
and boys, but scores after scores of women and girls, were sife 
and roaring, and clapping their lean old sides with laughter, a> ti. 
tumbled down, and their hobnailed shoes Hew up in the air:! 
;iir frosty, with a lilac haze, through which villas, and counts 
and churches, and plantations glimmered. We drive up the i. 
Bob and I; we make the last two miles in eleven minutes ; we |< 
that poor armless man who sits there in the cold, following ymm 
his eyes. I don’t give anything, and Bob looks disappointed 
are set down neatly at the gate, and a horse-holder open* 
brougham-door. I don’t give anything; again disappointment 
Bob’s part. I pay a shilling apiece, and we enter into the gW; 
building, which is decorated for Christmas, and straightway fur. 
fulness on Bob’s part of everything but that magnificent, seme, 
enormous edifice is all decorated for Bob and Christmas. The 
the columns, the fountains, courts, statues, splendours, are 
crowned for Christmas. The delicious negro is singing his Ala 1 - 
choruses for Christmas and Bob. lie has scarcely done, "i 
Tootarootatoo ! Mr. Punch is performing his surprising actions 
hanging the beadle. The stalls are decorated. The refresh? 
tables are piled with good things; at many fountains “JlrL 
Clarkt” is written up in appetising capitals. “ Mulled Clare 
oh, jolly! How cold it is!” says Bob; I pass on. “Its' 
three o’clock,” says Bob. “ No, only three,” I say meekly, 
dine at seven,” sighs Bob, “and it’s so-o-o coo-old.” I still"' 1 
take no hints. No claret, no refreshment, no sandwiches 
sausage-rolls for Bob. At last I am obliged to tell him all. 1 
before we left home, a little Christmas bill popped in at the a 
and emptied my purse at the threshold. I forgot all about 
transaction, and had to borrow half-a-crown from John Coach 
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1.. ,y f,,r our entrance into the Palace of Delight. Xou< you see, 

1.. why I could not treat you oil that second of January, when 
drove to the Palace together; when the girls and boys were 

liii_ r oil the ponds at Dulwicli ; when the darkling river was full 
floating ice, and the sun was like a warming-pan in the leaden 

One more Christmas sight we had, of course ; and that sight I 
uk 1 like as well as Bob himself at Christmas, and at all seasons. 

• went to a certain garden of delight, where, whatever your cares 
>, I think you can manage to forget some of them, and muse, and 
not unhappy ; to a garden beginning with a /, which is as 
,-lv as Noah’s ark j where the fox lias brought his brush, and 

■ .. lias brought his comb, and the elephant has brought Ills 

ink. and the kangaroo has brought his bag, and the condor his 
i white wig, and black satin hood. On this day it was so cold 
at the white bears winked their pink eyes, as they plappcd up 

■ 1 down by their pool, and seemed to say, “ Aha, this weather 

minds ns of dear home ! ” “ Cold ! bah ! I have got such a 

uni coat,” says brother Bruin, “ I don’t mind ; ” and lie laughs on 
' l“'lc and clucks down a bun. The squealing hytenas gnashed 
dr teeth, ami laughed at us quite refreshingly at their window; 
i. cold as it was, Tiger, Tiger, burning bright, glared at us red- 

* through his bars, and snorted blasts of hell. The woolly camel 
e d at us (|uitc kindly as ho paced round his ring on his silent 
"is \\ e went to our favourite places. Our dear wombat came 
'. and had himself scratched very affably. Our fellow-creatures 
dm monkey-room held out their little black hands, and piteously 
md us lor Christmas alms. Those darling alligators on their 
" k m inked at us in the most friendly way. The solemn eagles 
' ’d" n, ‘ and scowled at us from their peaks; whilst little Tom 
;t, l tumbled over head and heels for us in his usual diverting 
If I have cares on my mind, I come to the Zoo, and 
I,r ' I hey don’t pass the gate. I recognise my friends, my enemies, 
""tintless cages. I entertained the eagle, the vulture, the old 
■'.' -'"'d, and the black-pated, crimson-necked, blear-eyed, baggy, 
"k-lieaked old marabou stork yesterday at dinner; and when 
'' mint canto, to tea in the evening, and asked hint what lie had 
■’* lf! topped up to her gravely, and said—■ 

First i saw tlio white hear, then I saw the black, 

I hen I saw the camel with a hump upon his back. 

Chorus of Children. 

Then I saw tlio camel with a HUMP upon his back ! 
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O:V A CHALK-MARK OK THE DOOR 


O X the door-post of the house of a friend of mine, a few 
inches above the lock, is a little chalk-mark, which .some 
sportive boy in passing has probably scratched on the 
pillar. The door-steps, the lock, handle, and so forth, are kept 
rlr.vmly enough ; but this chalk-mark, T suppose some three inches 
nut df the housemaid’s beat, has already been on the door for more 
than a fortnight, and I wonder whether it will be there whilst this 
paper is being written, whilst it is at the printer's, and, in fine, 
until the month pusses over! I wonder whether the servants in 
that house will road these remarks about the chalk-mark 1 That 
die CnnihiU Mu<jazine is taken in in that house I know. In fact 
I have seen it there. In fact I have read it there. In fact I have 
written it there. In a word, the house to which I allude is mine— 
tin- "editor’s private residence,” to which, in spite of prayers, 
'((treaties, commands, and threats, authors, and ladies especially, 
"'d/ send their communications, although they won’t understand 
that they injure their own interests by so doing ; for how is a man 
"he has his own work to do, his own exquisite inventions to form 
;i,| d perfect-- Maria to rescue from the unprincipled Earl—the 
atrocious General to confound in his own machinations—the angelic 
D an to promote to a bishopric, and so forth—how is a man to do 
ah this, under a hundred interruptions, and keep his nerves and 
11 taper in that just and equable state in which they ought to be 
" hen he comes to assume the critical office ? As you will send here, 
ladies, 1 must tell you you have a much worse chance than if you 
•"twiujjj your valuable articles to Cornhill. Here your papers 

arrive, at dinner-time, we. will say. Do you suppose that is a 
I'leasimt period, and that we are to criticise you between the 
and it'nliun, between the soup and the dessert? I have, touched, 
1 *hink, on this subject before. I say again, if you want real 
J'c-tii-o shown you, don’t send your papers to the private residence. 
At home, for instance, yesterday, having given strict orders that 
"ns to receive nobody, “except on business,” do you suppose a 
smiling young Scottish gentleman, who forced himself into my 
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study, and there announced himself as agent of a Cattlc-f 
Company, was received with pleasure ? There, as I sat in 
arm-chair, suppose he had proposed to draw a couple of my te ;, 
would I have been pleased? I could have throttled that 
I daresay the whole of that day’s work will he found tinged wit- 
a ferocious misanthropy, occasioned by my clever young fricn.j'i 
intrusion. Cattle-food indeed ! As if hcans, oats, warm niasli,-,, 
and a ball, are to he pushed down a man’s throat just ns In- 
meditating on the great social problem, or (for I think it was iuv 
epic I was going to touch up) just as he was about to soar to tL 
height of the empyrean ! 

Having got my cattle-agent out of the door, I resume my n.|: 
sidcration of that little mark on the door-post, which is scorn! no 
as the text of the present little sermon ; and which I hope iviii 
relate, not to chalk, nor to any of its special uses or abuses (sir!, 
as milk, neck-powder, and the like), but to servants. Surely mir- 
might remove that unseemly little mark. Suppose it were on my 
coat, might I not request its removal ? I remember, when I was 
at school, a little careless boy, upon whose forehead an ink-mark 
remained, and was perfectly recognisable for three weeks after it- 
first appearance. May I take any notice of this chalk-stain mi tk 
forehead of my house? Whose business is it to wash that foreWau' 
and ought I to fetch a brush and a little hot water, and wask it elf 
myself? 

Yes. But that spot removed, why not come down at six, mid 
wash the doorsteps? I daresay the early rising and exercise wmii: 
do me a great deal of good. The housemaid, in that case, might Ik 
in bed a little later, and have her tea and the morning paper Urmigkr 
to her in bed : then, of course, Thomas would expect to be liclpm 
about the hoots and knives j cook about the saucepans, dishes, an* 
what not; the lady’s-maid would want somebody to take the curl¬ 
papers out of her hair, and get her bath ready. You should have a 
set of servants for the servants, and these under-servants should 
have slaves to wait on them. The king commands the first lord in 
waiting to desire the second lord to intimate to the gentleman usk r 
to request the page of the antechamber to entreat the groom of tin 
stairs to implore John to ask the captain of the buttons to desire 
the maid of the still-room to beg the housekeeper to give out a te" 
more lumps of sugar, as his Majesty has none for his codec, whi'h 
probably is getting cold during the negotiation. In our lhd' 
Brentfords we arc all kings, more or less. There are orders, grime 
tions, hierarchies, everywhere. In your house and mine there ar<' 
mysteries unknown to us. I am not going into the horrid "i 1 
question of “followers.” I don’t mean cousins from the count'')’ 
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-stricken policemen, or gentlemen in mufti from Knightsbridge 
,rr;u’ks ; but people who have an occult right on the premises; the 
KHvenanted servants of the house; grey women who are seen at 
■miing with baskets flitting about area-railings ; dingy shawls which 
■op you furtive curtseys in your neighbourhood ; demure little 
irks, who start up from behind boxes in the pantry. Those out¬ 
liers wear Thomas’s crest and livery, and call him “ Sir ”; those 
lent women address the female servants as “ Mum,” and curtsey 
i-forc them, squaring their arms over their wretched lean aprons, 
iifn, again, those servi servornm have dependants in the vast, 
ik'iit, poverty-stricken world outside your comfortable kitchen 
ire, in the world of darkness, and hunger, and miserable cold, and 
lank digged cellars, and "huddled straw, and rags, in which pale 
iiililren are swarming. It may be your beer (which runs with 
.Teat volubility) lias a pipe or two which communicates with those 
lark caverns where hopeless anguish pours the groan, and would 
-earco see light but for a scrap or two of candle which has been 
"■hipped away from your worship’s kitchen. Not many years ago 
—1 don’t know whether before or since that white mark was drawn 
in flic door — a lady occupied the confidential place of housemaid 
hi this “ private residence,” who brought a good character, who' 
'I'cmcil to have a cheerful temper, whom I used to hear clattering 
tin! humping overhead or on the stairs long before daylight — there, 

I siy, was poor Camilla, scouring the plain, trundling, and brushing, 
cnl cluttering with her pans and brooms, and humming at her 
"irk. Well, she had established a smuggling communication of 
l,w ' r "ver the area frontier. This neat-handed Phyllis used to pack 
tee nicest baskets of my provender, and convey them to soine- 
l""h 1 'iitside—I believe, on my conscience, to some poor friend in 
di.'tivss. Camilla was consigned to her doom. She was sent back 
1' her friends in the country: and when she was gone we heard 
!’* of her faults. She expressed herself, when displeased, in 
■tH-iiage that I shall not repeat. As for the beer and meat, there 
"ns no mistake about them. But nprh ? Can I have the heart 
i” he very angry with that poor jade for helping another poorer jade 
,l,t 1,1 m.v larder! On your honour and conscience, when you were 
4 I,IV ' and the apples looked temptingly over Farmer Qiiarringdon’s 

did you never-? When there was a grand dinner at 

and you were sliding, with Master Bacon, up and down the 
and the dishes came out, did you ever do such a tiling as 
1 Well, in many and many a respect servants are like 
J 11 r,:I1 - They are under domination. They arc subject to 
!'!””*> to ill-temper, to petty exactions and stupid tyrannies not 
' "" 1 - They scheme, conspire, fawn, and are hypocrites. “Little 
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boys should not loll on chairs.” “Little girls should he seen, and 
not heard; ” and so forth. Have we not almost all learnt the.,-, 
expressions of old foozles: and uttered them ourselves when in tie 
square-toed state ? The Eton master who was breaking a la:,,, 
with our Paterfamilias of late, turned on Paterfamilias, savin;, 
He knows not the nature and exquisite candour of wcll-Wi 
English boys. Exquisite fiddlestick’s end, Mr. Master ! Do you 
mean for to go for to tell us that the relations between youn; 
gentlemen and their schoolmasters arc entirely frank and cordial 
that the lad is familiar with the man who can have him floggi.i 
never shirks his exercises ; never gets other boys to do his verso.: 
never does other boys’ verses ; never breaks bounds; never toil, 
fibs—I mean the fibs permitted by scholastic honour? Did I know 
of a boy who pretended to such a character, I would forbid my 
scapegraces to keep company with him. Did I know a seluo 
master who pretended to believe in the existence of many liundri i 
such boys in one school at one time, I would set that man down a. 
a baby in knowledge of the world. “ Who was making that 
noise ? ” “ I don’t know, sir.”—And lie knows it was the hoy next 

him in school. “ Who was climbing over that wall?” “I don't 
know, sir.”—And it is in the speaker’s own trousers, very lib rv, 
the glass-bottle tops have left their cruel scars. And so with 
servants. “ Who ate up the three pigeons which went down in 
the pigeon-pic at breakfast this morning ? ” “ Oh dear me! sir. 

it was John, who went away last month ! ”—or, “ I think it "> 
Miss Mary’s canary-bird, which got out of the cage, and is so ton: 
of pigeons, it never can have enough of them.” Yes, it m'$ ti.- 
canary-bird ; and Eliza saw it; and Eliza is ready to vow she dm. 
These statements are not true; but please don’t call them Ik-. 
This is not lying; this is voting with your party. You mu*t Ws 
your own side. The servants’-hall stands by the servants -lia.. 
against the dining-room. The schoolboys don’t tell talcs oi ttru 
other. They agree not to choose to know who has made the noise 


who has broken the window, who has eaten up the pigeons,"’, 
has picked all the plover’s eggs out of the aspic, how it is t>» ! 
liqueur brandy of Glcdstane’s is in such porous glass bottles- and 
so forth. Suppose Brutus had a footman, who came and told liiuj 
that the butler drank the curacoa: which of these servants would 
you dismiss?—the butler, perhaps, but the footman certainly. M 
No. If your plate and glass are beautifully bright, your 
quickly answered, and Thomas ready, neat, and good-humoured. V 1 
are not to expect absolute truth from him. The very obsc'|U" lH ’ 
ness and perfection of his service prevents truth. He may he 
so unwell in mind or body, and lie must go through his servin’— 
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)1( j t hc sinning plate, replenish the spotless glass, lay the glittor- 
never laugh when you yourself or your guests joke—he 
wily attentive, and yet look utterly impassive—exchange a 
hurried curses at the door with that unseen slavey who ministers 
without, and with you be perfectly calm and polite. If you are ill, 
| M> w jH come twenty times in an hour to your bell; or leave the girl 
„f his heart—his mother, who is going to America—his dearest 
iVicmi, who has come to say farewell his lunch, and his glass of 
he r just freshly poured out—any or all of these, if the door bell 
riiiu-s, or the master calls out “Thomas” from thc hall. Do you 
sup] lose you can expect absolute candour from a man whom you 
may tinier to powder his hair? As between the Reverend Henry 
llolysiiade and his pupil, the idea of entire unreserve is utter bo.sh : 
,<u tiie truth as between you and Jeames or Thomas, or Mary the 
housemaid, or Betty the cook, is relative, and not to be demanded 
„n one. side or the other. Why, respectful civility is itself a lie, 
which poor Jeames often has to utter or perform to many a swagger¬ 
ing vulgarian, who should black Jeames’s boots, did Jeames wear 
them and not shoes. There is your little Tom, just ten, ordering 
the great, large, quiet, orderly young man about—shrieking calls 
for hot water—bullying Jeames because the boots are not varnished 
enough, or ordering him to go to the stables, and ask Jenkins why 
the Jcitce Tomkins hasn’t brought his pony round or what you 
will. There is mamma rapping the knuckles ot l’ineot the holy s- 
maid, and little Miss scolding Martha, who waits up live pair ot 
stairs in the nursery. Little Miss, Tommy, papa, mamma, you all 
aspect from Martha, from Pincot, from Jenkins, from Jeames, 
obsequious civility and willing service. My dear good people, you 
can't, have truth too. Suppose you ask for your newspaper, and 
•h'umes says, “I’m reading it, and jest beg not to be disturbed ; 
or suppose you ask for a can of water, and he remarks, “ You great 
big bilking foliar, ain’t you big enough to bring it hup yoursultl 
"'hut would your feelings be? Now, if you made similar proposals 
or requests to Mr. Jones next door, this is the kind of answer Jones 
"mulit give you. You get truth habitually trom equals only , so 
my gaud Mr.' Holyshade, don’t talk to me about thc habitual candour 
"f the young Etonian of high birth, or I have my own opinion of 
'j""r candour or discernment when you do. No. Toni bowling is 
the soul of honour and has been true to Black-eyed Syousan since 
tii" last time they parted at Wapping Old Stairs : but do you 
suppose Tom is perfectly frank, familiar, and above-board in Ins 
conversation with Admiral Nelson, K.C.B. ? There are secrets, 
I’fjft-arirations, fibs, if you will, between Tom and the Admiral— 
between your crew and their captain. I know I hire a "ort ij, 



284 


ROUNDABOUT PAPERS 


clean, agreeable, and conscientious male or female hypocrite, at« 
many guineas a year, to do so and so for me. Were lie other tl® 
hypocrite I would send him about his business. Don't let i M 
displeasure be too fierce with him for a fib or two on his 
account. 

Some dozen years ago, my family being absent in a distant p :lr 
of the country, and my business detaining me in London, I remains, 
in my own house with three servants on board wages. I used oni 
to breakfast at home ; and future ages will be interested to knoi 
that this meal used to consist, at that period, of tea, a penny ml 
a pat of butter, and, perhaps, an egg. My weekly hill used i, 
variably to be about fifty shillings ; so that as 1 never dined in tii 
house, you see, my breakfast, consisting of the delicacies befot 
mentioned, cost about seven shillings and threepence per diem, 
must, therefore, have consumed daily— 

s. ll. 


A quarter of a pound of tea (say) ... 1 3 

A penny roll (say) .....10 
One pound of butter (say) . . . . 13 

One pound of lump sugar . . . . 10 

A new-laid egg ...... 2 9 


Which is the only possible way in which I can make out the sum 

Well, I fell ill while under this regimen, and had an illuc 
which but for a certain doctor, who was brought to me by a cert.-i 
kind friend I had in those days, would, I think, have prevented t 
possibility of my telling this interesting anecdote now a dozen yea 
after. Don’t ho frightened, my dear madam ; it is not a luirr 
sentimental account of a malady you arc coming to—only a qucstii 
of grocery. This illness, I say, lasted some seventeen days, durii 
which the servants were admirably attentive and kind ; and I" 
John, especially, was up at all hours, watching night after night 
amiable, cheerful, untiring, respectful, the very best of Johns ai 
nurses. 

Twice or thrice in the seventeen days I may have had a gb 
of enn sucfee —say half-a-dozen glasses of ean sucre'e —certainly n 
more. Well, this admirable, watchful, cheerful, tender, affections 
John brought me in a little bill for seventeen pounds of sugar o 
sumed during the illness—“ Often ’ad sugar-and-water; «lva 
was a-eallin’ for it,” says John, wagging his head quite gravel 
You are dead, years and years ago, poor John—so patient, 
friendly, so kind, so cheerful to the invalid in the fever. B 
confess, now, wherever you are, that seventeen pounds of sugar 
make six glasses of e<t u sucree was a little too strong, wasn t 
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[„] m ; Ah, how frankly, how frostily, how bravely he lied, poor 
Inlm! One evening, being at Brighton in the convalescence, I 
remember John’s step was unsteady, his voice thick, his laugh 
and having some quinine to give me, John brought the glass 
rue not to my mouth, but struck me with it pretty smartly in 
m e, which was not the way in which Doctor Elliotson had 
intended his prescription should be taken. Turning that eye upon 
him, 1 ventured to hint that my attendant had been drinking. 
Prinking ! I never was more humiliated at the thought of my own 
injustice than at John’s reply. “ Drinking ! Snip me ! 1 have 

hud niiy an ’alf-pint of beer with my dinner at one o'clock ! ” and 
hr retreats, holding on by a chair. These are libs, you see, apper- 
laining to the situation. John is drunk. 11 Snip him, he has only 
Lad an ’alt-pint of beer with his dinner six hours ago:” and none 
i his fellow-servants will say otherwise. Polly is smuggled on 
hoard ship. Who tells the lieutenant when he comes his rounds ? 
Buys arc playing cards in the bedroom. The outlying fag announces 
master coming—outgo candles—cards popped into bed—boys sound 
asleep. Who had that light in the dormitory? Law bless you! 
tlit 1 pnor dear innocents are every one snoring. Every one snoring, 
and every snore is a lie told through the nose ! Suppose one of 
vmir buys or mine is engaged in that awful crime, are we going to 
L'-ak mir hearts about it? Come, come. We pull a long face, 
"agnlc a grave, head, and chuckle within our waistcoats. 

between me and those fellow-creatures of mine who tire sitting 
m the room below, how strange and wonderful is the partition ! 

inert, at every hour of the daylight, and are indebted to each 
"tin r lor a. hundred offices of duty and comfort of lift!; and we live 
'"-ether for years, and don’t know each other. John’s voice to me 
>' unite diiforcnt from John’s voice when it addresses his mates 
i"i"w. if i mot Hannah in the street, with a bonnet on, I doubt 
"In ther I should know her. And till these good people with whom 
I may live for years and years, have cares, interests, dear friends 
"•I relatives, mayhap schemes, passions, longing hopes, tragedies of 
tir-ir own, from which a carpet and a few planks and beams utterly 
'' karate me. When we were at the seaside, and poor Ellen used 
Dok so pale, and run after the postman's bell, and seize a letter 
1,1 :t '-"'"at scrawling hand, and read it, and cry in a corner, how 
,mould we know that the poor little tiling’s heart was breaking? 
b o fetched the water, and she smoothed the ribbons, and sin; laid 
l " ir tlic dresses, and brought the early cup of tea in the morning 
:ls h she had had no cares to keep her awake. Henry (who 
t'f'd out of the house) was a servant of a friend of mine, who lived 
ln chambers. There was a dinner one day, and Henry waited all 
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through the dinner. The champagne was properly iced, the dim w 
was excellently served; every guest was attended to; the di,,,.,' 
disappeared; the dessert was set; the claret was in perfect 
carefully decanted, and more ready. And then Henry said, 
you please, sir, may I go home?” He had received word that 1. 
house was on fire ; and having seen through his dinner, he wish,,' 
to go and look after his children, and little sticks of furniture 
Why, such a man’s livery is a uniform of honour. The crest on |. 
button is a badge of bravery. 

Do you see — I imagine I do myself — in these little instances,,, 
tinge of humour ? Ellen’s heart is breaking for handsome Jean.,, 
of Buckley Square, whose great legs are kneeling, and who has give, 
a lock of his precious powdered head, to some other than Elk 
Henry is preparing the sauce for his master’s wild-ducks while ti.- 
engines are squirting over his own little nest and brood. Lift tin- 
figures up but a story from the basement to the ground-floor, an 
the fun is gone. We may be c/i pluiue trapedie . Ellen may breath 
her last sigh in blank verse, calling down blessings upon James th, 
profligate who deserts her. Henry is a hero, and epaulettes are u, 
his shoulders. Atqui sciebat, &c. : whatever tortures arc in st„r: 
for him, lie will be at bis post of duty. 

You concede, however, that there is a touch of humour in tin 
two tragedies here mentioned. Why ? Is it that the idea of pervit¬ 
in service is somehow ludicrous ? Perhaps it, is made more suit, 
this country by the splendid appearance of the liveried domestic* : 
great people. When you think that we dress in black oursclv- 
and put our fellow-creatures in green, pink, or canary-colour,■: 
breeches; that we order them to plaster their hair with flour, bavin: 
brushed that nonsense out of our own heads fifty years ago: tint 
some of the most genteel and stately among us cause the men "i 
drive their carriages to put oil little albino wigs, and sit belli:,, 
great nosegays—I say I suppose it is this heaping of gold lac. 
gaudy colours, blooming plushes, on honest John Trot, which male- 
the man absurd in our eyes, who need be nothing but a simp 
reputable citizen and indoor labourer. Suppose, my dear sir, tlm 
you yourself were suddenly desired to put on a full dress, or fo¬ 
undress, domestic uniform with our friend Jones’s crest repeated i- 
varied combinations of button on your front and back? SupP"' 1 - 
madam, your son were told, that lie could not get out except i„ 
lower garments of carnation or amber-coloured plush—would ev¬ 
ict him? . . . But, as you justly say, this is not the question, ait" 
besides it is a question fraught with danger, sir • and radirakn- 
sir; and subversion of the very foundations of the social fa' 1111 ' 
sir. . . . Well, John, we won’t enter on your great domestic q l,e: 
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Don’t let us disport with Jeames’s dangerous strength, and 
| ,i e edge-tools about Ids knife-board: but with Betty and Susan 
w j„, wield the playful wop, and set on the simmering kettle. 
Sundy you have heard Mrs. Toddles talking to Mrs. Doddles about 
! their mutual maids. Miss Susan must have a silk gown, and Miss 
1 let tv must wear flowers under her bonnet when she goes to church 
if vou please, and did you ever hear such impudence? The servant 
in many small establishments is a constant and endless theme of 
, , 1 k. What small wage, sleep, meal, what endless semiring, scold¬ 
ing, tramping on messages fall to that poor Susan’s lot ; what indig¬ 
nation at the little kindly passing word with the grocer’s young 
man, the pot-boy, the chubby butcher ! Where such things will 
< nil. my dear Mrs. Toddles, I don’t know. What wages they will 
waul next, my dear Mrs. Doddles, &e. 

Here, dear ladies, is an advertisement which I cut out of the 
Tim* a few days since, expressly for you :— 

| " A LADY is desirous of obtaining a SITUATION for a very 
[ IT. respectable young woman as HEAD KITCHEN-MAID 
miller a man-cook. She has lived four years under a very good 
I ''"I'k and housekeeper. Can make ice, and is an excellent baker. 

She will only take a place in a very good family, where she can 
1 have Hie opportunity of improving herself, and, if possible, staying 
lur two years. Apply by letter to,” &c. &e. 

There, Mrs. Toddles, what do you think of that, and did you 
|,Vf ' r ■ hell, no, Mrs. Doddles. Upon my word now, Airs. T., I 
1,111 1 think I ever did. A respectable young woman—as head 
kb lien maid—under a man-cook, will only take a place in a very 

' -.1 family, where she can improve, and stay two years. Just 

"" u ‘ "h the conditions, Mrs. Toddles, mum, if you please, mum, and 
<h< a let us see :— 

1. This young woman is to he head kitchen-maid, that is to 
say, there is to be a chorus of kitchen-maids, of which 
V- W. is to he chief. 

“■ She will only be situated under a man-cook. (A) Ought he 
t° he a French cook; and (B), if so, would the lady desire 
him to be a Protestant 1 

”■ She will only take a place in a vert/ tjood family. How 
old ought the family to be, and wlmt do you call good ? 
that is the question. How long after the Conquest will do ? 
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Would a hunker’s family do, or is a baronet’s good 
Best say what rank in the peerage would be snlliciei^ 
high. But the lady does not say whether she woufcl 
a High Church or a Low Church family. Ought tip. 
to be unmarried sons, and may they follow a profo^ 
and please say how many daughters ; and would the ] ;i j v 
like them to be musical ? And how many company dinn^ 
a week! Not too many, for fear of fatiguing the upi„. r 
kitchen-maid; but sufficient, so as to keep the 
kitchen-maid’s hand in. [N.B.—I think I can waiatfe 
bewildered expression on the countenances of Mesilaup 
Doddles and Toddles as I am prattling on in this e a(( 
bantering way.] 

4. The head kitchen-maid wishes to stay for two years, ,&i 
improve herself under the man-cook, and having of cour-e 
sucked the brains (as the phrase is) from under the chefs 
nightcap, then the head kitchen-maid wishes to go. 

And upon my word, Mrs. Toddles, mum, I will go and fetch tk 
cal) for her. The cab 1 Why not her Ladyship’s own carriage aid 
pair, and the head coachman to drive away the head kitchen-mail : 
You sec she stipulates for everything—the time to come; the tins 
to stay; the family she will be with; and as soon as she In- 
improved herself enough, of course the upper kitchen maid "'il 
step into the carriage and drive off. 

Well, upon my word and conscience, if things arc coming h> 
pass, Mrs. Toddles and Mrs. Doddles, mum, I think I will go«!" 
stairs and get a basin and a sponge, and then downstairs ami 
some hot water; and then 1 will go and scrub the chalk-mark a" 
my own door with my own hands. 

It is wiped off, I declare! After ever so many weeks! IW 
has done it ? It was just a little roundabout mark, you know, » ! 
it was there for days and weeks, before I ever thought it woul'l » 
the text of a Roundabout Paper. 
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A t' the dose (lot us say) of Queen Anne’s reign, when I was a 
hoy at a private and preparatory school for young gentlemen, 
t L remember the wiseacre of a master ordering us all, one 
(lidit, to march into a little garden at the back of the house, and 
Jlinirr to proceed one by one into a tool- or hen-house (I was but 
8 tender little thing just put into short clothes, and can’t exactly 
fciy whether the house was for tools or hens), and in that house to 
put our hands into a sack which stood on a bench, a candle burning 
jb-ddo it. 1 put my hand into the sack. My hand came out quite 
[Mark. I went and joined the other boys in the schoolroom ; and 
all tlicir hands were black too. 

j I-i.v reason of my tender age (and there are some critics who, 
I hope, will be satisfied by my acknowledging that I am a hundred 
jam! titty-six next birthday) I could not understand what was the 
iiuanijiL; ol this night excursion- -this candle, this tool-house, this 
1 o' at soot. I think wc little boys were taken out of our sleep 
*" u ’ brought to the ordeal. We came, then, and showed our 
htlr hands to the master; washed them or not—most probably, 
^ 'icuild say, not—and so went bewildered back to bed. 

■''"incthing had been stolen in the school that day ; and Mr. 
ia aisc having read in a book of an ingenious method of finding 
""! 11 * 1 1 iff by making him put his hand into a sack (which, if 
- hity. the rogue would shirk from doing), all we boys were sub- 
.t'tid tu the trial. Goodness knows what the lost object was, or 
( stl| b 1 it. Wc all bad black bands to show to the master. 

- '"I the tliicd, whoever he was, was not Found Out that time. 

, j "under if the rascal is alive—an elderly scoundrel he must 
'"j Ibis time; and a hoary old hypocrite, to whom an old 
w '""Itollow presents his kindest regards—parenthetically remarking 
'iiii^ 1 , ' rc;u ^ u ^ pb'ce that private school was : cold, chilblains, bad 
-till"V’ nr>t unou oh victuals, and caning awful!—Are you alive 
, Sil .y, you nameless villain, who escaped discovery on that 
ot ‘'thne? I hope you have escaped often since, old sinner, 
a lucky thing it is, for you and me, my man, that we 
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arc not found out in all our peccadilloes; and that our back-, 
slip away from the master and the cane ! 

dust consider what life would he, if every rogue was found 
and Hogged coram populo ! What a butchery, what an ii,il,v.. 
what an endless swishing of the rod ! Don’t cry out about g 
misanthropy. My good friend Mealymouth, I will trouble you *’ 
tell mo, (lo you go to church ? When there, do you say, i, t 
you not, that you are a miserable sinner'? and saying so, do \ 
believe or disbelieve it? If you are a M. S., don’t you des,r. 
correction, and aren’t you grateful if you arc to lie let oil? ], 
again, what a blessed thing it is that we are not all found out! 

Just picture to yourself everybody who does wrong ] icing fa 
out, and punished accordingly. Fancy all the hoys in all the of. 
being whipped ; and then the assistants, and then the heailm;i>> 
(Doctor Badford let us call him). Fancy the provost-marshal Id: 
tied up, having previously su]>erintemlcd the correction of tliewii 
army. After the young gentlemen have had their turn f i f: 
faulty exercises, fancy Doctor Lincolnsinn being taken rip for cert. 
faults in his Essay and Review. After the clergyman has -ti 
his peeeavi, suppose we hoist up a Bishop, and give him a ouir 
of dozen ! (I see my Lord Bishop of Double-Gloucester sittin, 
a very uneasy posture on his right reverend bench.) After we k 
east oil" the Bishop, what are we to say to the Minister wlm ; 
pointed him? My Lord Cinqwardcn, it is painful to have m 
personal correction to a hoy of your age; blit really . . . 
tandem, airnifc.c f The butchery is loo horrible. The hand dr 
powerless, appalled at the quantity of birch which it must cut a: 
brandish. I am glad we are not all found out, 1 say again ; m 
protest, my dear brethren, against our having our deserts. 

To fancy all men found out and punished is bad enough : 1 
imagine all women found out in the distinguished social drek 
which you and I have the honour to move. Is it not a nw 
that so many of these fair criminals remain unpunished and 1 
discovered ? There is Mrs. Longbow, who is for ever prank: 
and who shoots poisoned arrows, too; when you meet her ) 
don’t call her liar, and charge her with the wickedness sin 1 1 
done, and is doing. There is Mrs. Painter, who passes for a »*' 
respectable woman, and a model in society. There is no 
saying what you really know regarding her and her going' 1 
There is Diana Hunter—what a little haughty prude it ; a 
yet we know stories about her which are not altogether edit} 11 
I say it is best, for the sake of the good, that the had dn" 
not all be found out. You don’t want your children to km>" 
history of that lady in the next box, wlxo is so handsome, •' 
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Mii.mi they admire so. Ah me ! what would life be if we were all 
, ull ,i , lU t, and punished for all our faults? Jack Ketch would lie 
j h pennaiienee.; and then who would hang .lack Ketch? 

They talk of murderers being pretty certainly found out. 
1 ! 1 have heard an authority awfully competent vow and 

j,,.| ;l re that scores and hundreds of murders are committed, and 
i‘.,i»nlv is the wiser. That terrible man mentioned one or two 
, v;lVS ,,f committing murder, which he maintained were quite 
. .iiiinioii, and were scarcely ever found out. A man, for instance, 

,nuns Inline to bis wife, and . . . but I pause -I know that this 
| Magazine * has a very large circulation. Hundreds and hundreds 
,,f thousands—why not say a million of people at once?- well, 

! , a v a million read it. And amongst these countless readers, 1 
| might he teaching some monster how to make away with his wife 
v itinmt being found out, some fiend of a woman how to destroy 
her dear Imslmnd. I will not then tell this easy and simple way 
: if murder, as communicated to me by a most respectable party in 
tin- ruiiliilence of private intercourse. Suppose some gentle reader 
urn- to try this most simple and easy receipt- it seems to me 
a Inn ist infallible — and come to grief in consequence, and be found 
"tit ami hanged? Should I ever pardon myself fir having been 
tin means of doing injury to a single one of our esteemed sub 
.-.•rilrrs ! The prescription whereof I speak—that is to say, whereof 
I '/■m'l speak—shall be buried in this bosom. No, I am a humane 
iti'.Uh I am not one of your Bluebeards to go and say to my wife, 
i " M\ dear ' 1 am going avvuv for a few days to Brighton. Here 
•'re all the keys of the house. You may open every door and 
'fart, except the one at the end of the oak-room opposite the fire 
I'lace. with the little bronze Shakspeare on the mantelpiece (or 
"hat nut).” I don’t say this to a woman unless, to he sure, I 
“.mi t" get rid of her—because, after such a caution, 1 know 
hell peep into the closet. I say nothing about the closet at all. 


1 keep the key in my pocket, and a being whom I love, hut who, 
1 know, has many weaknesses, out of harm’s way. You toss 
jl 1 .'our head, dear angel, drub on the ground with your lovely 
htiti feet, on the table with your sweet rosy fingers, and cry, “Oh, 
•iiH'iv ,-1 You don’t know the depth of woman’s feeling, the kitty 
' “Hi of all deceit, the entire absence of mean curiosity in the sex, 
r ' r m:v <T, never would you libel us so!” Ah, Delia! dear dear 
hhn! It is because I fancy I do know something about you 
all, mind—no, no ; no man knows that)—All, my bride, my 
ongdove, my rose, my poppet — choose, in fact, whatever name 
kke—bulbul of my grove, fountain of my desert, sunshine of 
* Tho Cornhill Magazine; 
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my darkling life, and joy of my dungeoned existence, it is becar» 
I do know a little about you that I conclude to say nothin,',; 
that private closet, and keep my key in my pocket. You ^ 
away that closet-key then, and the house-key. You lock ]y 
in. You keep her out of harm’s way and gadding, and so i 
never con be found out. 

And yet by little strange accidents and coincidences how wpf. 
being found out every day. You remember that old story of tb 
Abbd Kakatoes, who told the company at supper one night in 
the first confession lie ever received was—from a murderer I t ,.. 
say. Presently enters to supper the Marquis de Croqiu'initaii- 
“Palsambleu, abbd ! ” says the brilliant Marquis, taking a pin,,I,,; 
snuff, “are you here? Gentlemen and ladies! I was the aliid 
first penitent, and I made him a confession which I promise j,.< 
astonished him.” 

To be sure how qucerly things are found out ! Here is 
instance. Only the other clay I was writing in these RoumlnW; 
Papers about a certain man, whom I facetiously called Bnggs, ;n 
who had abused me to my friends, who of course told me. Slinrti 
after that paper was published another friend—Sacks lei. us ra 
him—scowls fiercely at me as I am sitting in perfect good-limit',’ 
at the club, and passes on without speaking. A cut. A ipmm 
Sacks thinks it is about him that I was writing : whereas, up 
my honour and conscience, I never had him once in my mind, ai 
was pointing my moral from quite another man. But don't y, 
see, by this wrath of the guilty-conscienccd Sacks, that lie had he 
abusing me too? lie lias owned himself guilty, never liavii 
been accused. lie has winced when nobody thought of hitti: 
him. I did but put the cap out, and madly butting and cliafii 
behold my friend rushes to put his head into it! Never liiis 
Sacks, von are found out; but I bear you no malice, my man. 

And yet to be found out, I know from my own expci'icii 1 
must lie painful and odious, and-cruelly mortifying to the in" a 
vanity. Suppose I am a poltroon, let us say. With fif 
moustache, loud talk, plentiful oaths, and an immense stick, I ko 
up nevertheless a character for courage. I swear fearfully at « 
men and women : brandish my bludgeon, and perhaps knock do' 
a little man or two with it: brag of the images which I break 
the shooting-gallery, and pass amongst my friends for a whiskt 
fire-eater, afraid of neither man nor dragon. Ah me ! S' 1 ! 1 !" 

some brisk little chap steps up and gives me a caning in St. «TaW 
Street, with all the heads of my friends looking out of all the d 
windows. My reputation is gone. I frighten no man more. - 
nose is pulled by whipper-snappers, who jump up on a ehau 
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r „.]i it, I am found out. And in the days of my triumphs, 
rhea people were yet afraid of me, and were taken in by my 

,,. Wi r always knew that I was a lily-liver, and exported that I 

build he found out some day. 

That certainty of being found out must haunt and depress 
nanv a hold braggadocio spirit. Let us say it is a clergyman, who 
•an pump copious floods of tears out of his own eyes and those 
af his audience. He thinks to himself, “ I am but a poor 
swindling chattering rogue. My bills are unpaid. I have jilted 
frveral women whom I have promised to marry. I don’t know 
whether I believe what I preach, and I know I have stolen the 
verv sermon over which I have been snivelling. Have they found 
n.c nut 1” says lie, as his head drops down on the cushion. 

Then your writer, poet, historian, novelist, or what not ? The 
says that “Jones’s work is one of the first order.’’ The 
I.inii/i declares that “Jones’s tragedy surpasses every work since 
tin 1 days of Him of Avon.” The Comet asserts that “ J.’s ‘Life of 
tb«iy Two-Shoes’ is a. KTij/w h del, a noble and enduring monu- 
111 1 mt to the fame of that admirable Englishwoman,” and .so forth, 
lint tin 11 Jones knows that he has lent the critic of the llenron, 
live pounds; that his publisher has a half-share in the Lamp; and 
that the Comet comes repeatedly to dine with him. It is all very 
"oil. .Tones is immortal until he is found out; ar.d then down 
'"'lies the extinguisher, and the immortal is dead and buried. The 
idea ('Hex inr!) of discovery must haunt many a man, and make 
rim uneasy, as the trumpets are pulling in his triumph. Brown, 
"ho lias a higher place than he deserves, cowers before Smith, who 
h ;is bund him out. What is a chorus of critics shouting “ Bravo ”I 


a public clapping hands and flinging garlands 1 Brown knows 
bat •''until has found him out. Puff, trumpets! Wave, banners! 
Huzza, Imy.s, for the immortal Brown! “This is all very well,” 
h. thinks (bowing the while, smiling, laying his hand to his heart); 

riu there stands Smith at the window : he lias measured me ; 
uiu s<ami flay the others will find me out too.” It is a very curious 
•''•nsiiti.iii to sit by a, man who lias found you out, and who you 
bis found you out ; or mire vers<i, to sit with a man whom 
.*-« Iiaw f ( , nn d out. His talent! Bali! His virtue? We know 
'i little story or two about his virtue, and lie knows we know it. 

, ’’ thinking over friend Robinson’s antecedents, as we grin, 
talk; and we are both humbugs together. Robinson a 
-"“l fellow, is he? You know how he behaved to Hicks? A 
-'""1 Matured man, is he? Pray do you remember that little story 
0 liobinson’s black eye? How men have to work, to talk, to 
ml", to go to bed, and try to sleep, with this dread of being found 



294 


ROUNDABOUT PAPERS 


out on their consciences! Bardolph, who lias robbed a ehnrrli >. 
Nym, who has taken a purse, go to their usual haunts, ami su,,;, 
their pipes with their companions. Mr. Detective Bullseve app ( . :; -. 
and says, “Oh, Bardolph, I want you about that there pyx V,'. 
ness! ” Mr. Bardolph knocks the ashes out of his pipe, pup ■ 
his hands to the little steel cuffs, and walks away quite nnvlV 
He is found out. Ho must go. “Good-bye, Doll Tcarsbm 
Good-bye, Mrs. Quickly, ma’am! ” The other gentlemen and .. 
<k la sociele look on and exchange mute adieux with the depart; 
friends. And an assured time will come when the other pth 
men and ladies will be found out too. 

What a wonderful and beautiful provision of nature it fas !-• 
that, for the most part, our womankiud arc not endowed with t: 
faculty of finding us out! They don’t doubt, and probe, and wci.i, 
and take your measure. Lay down this paper, my bencvifc 
friend and reader, go into your drawing-room now, and utter a job 
ever so old, and I wager sixpence the ladies there will all bran t 
laugh, Go to Brown’s house, and tell Mrs. Brown and the yoiii:: 
ladies what you think of him, and see what a welcome you will w 
In like manner, lot him come to your house, and tell your g ■ 
lady his candid opinion of you, and fancy how she will receive him 
Would you have your wife and children know you exactly for wlia 
you are, and esteem you precisely at your worth 1 If so, my fricn-i 
you will live in a. dreary house, and you will have but a chilly tiro 
side. Do you suppose the people round it don’t see your imum. 
face as under a glamour, and, as it were, with a lmlo of love muii 
it 1 You don’t fancy you an, as you seem to them! No mm 
thing, my man. Put away that monstrous conceit, and he thankn 
that they have not found you out. 
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W HERE have I just read of a game played at a country 
house? The party assembles round a table with pens, 
ink, and paper. Some one narrates a tale containing more 
,, r less incidents and personages. Each person of the company then 
writes down, to the best of his memory and ability, the anecdote 
just narrated, and finally the papers are to be read out. I do not 
. s.iy I should like to play often at this game, which might possibly 
I hr a tedious and lengthy pastime, not by any means so amusing as 
■muking a cigar in the conservatory ; or even listening to the young 
mlirs playing their piano-pieces; or to Hobbs and Nobbs lingering 
rmind the bottle and talking over the morning’s run with the 
IhiuiuIs ; hut surely it is a moral and ingenious sport. They say 
the variety of narratives is often very odd and amusing. The 
original story heroines so changed and distorted that at the end of 
all the statements you are puzzled to know where the truth is at 
ah. As time is of small importance to the cheerful persons engaged 
m this sport, perhaps a good way of playing it would be to spread 
11 " V| r a couple of years. Let the people who played the game in 
;| h meet and play it once more in ’61, and each write itis story 
" Vrr again. Then bring out your original and compare notes. Not 
" n j. v "HI the stories differ from each other, but the writers will pro- 
■ r ly dill'er from themselves. I 11 the course of the year the incidents 
"iil grow or will dwindle strangely. The least authentic of the 
statements will be so lively or so malicious, or so neatly put, that 
11 "''ll appear most like the truth. I like these tales and sportive 
'Wcreises, [ had begun a little print collection once. I had Addison 
" 1 . ilis nightgown in bed at Holland House, requesting young Lord 
anviek to remark how a Christian should die. I had Cambronne 
' latelhug hm cocked-hat, and uttering the immortal “La Garde 
'“' Hit et ne se rend pas.” I had the Ventjeur going down, and all 
' T<, " r hurraying like madmen. I had Alfred toasting the muifin ; 
'"bus ( Hayden) jumping into the gulf; with extracts from Napo- 
s bulletins, and a fine authentic portrait of Baron Munchausen. 
" ,mt man who has been before the public at all has not heard 
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similar wonderful anecdotes regarding himself and his own hj. strirt , 
In these humble essaykins I have taken leave to egotisc. i (fl 
out about the shoes which pinch me, and, as I fancy, more liaturic'- 
and pathetically than if my neighbour’s corns were trodden 
foot. I prattle about the dish which I love, the wine which I ! iSi 
the talk I heard yesterday—about Brown’s absurd airs— 
ridiculous elation when he thinks he has caught me in a bliunle 
(apart of the fun, you see, is that Jones will read this, ami wS 
perfectly well know that I mean him, and that wc shall meet 
grin at each other with entire politeness). This is not the highen 
kind of speculation, I confess, but it is a gossip-which amnww 
folks. A brisk and honest sinall-becr, wall refresh those who’d 
not care for the frothy outpourings of heavier taps. A t wo of club 
may he a good handy little card sometimes, and able to tackle a 
king of diamonds, if it is a little trump. Some philosophers * 
their wisdom with deep thought, and out of ponderous lihrario: 
I pick up my small crumbs of cogitation at a dinner-table; : 
from Mrs. Mary and Miss Louisa, as they are prattling over tkir 


five-o’clock tea. 

Well, yesterday at dinner, Jucundus was good enough to tr-ii 
me a story about myself, which he had heard from a lady of li;> 
acquaintance, to whom I send my best compliments. The talc ;• 
this. At nine o’clock on the evening of the 31st of November last, 
just before sunset, I was seen leaving No. 96 Abbey Road, 
John’s Wood, leading two little children by the hand, one of tli® 
in a nankeen pelisse, and the other having a mole on the filial 
finger of his left hand (she thinks it was the third finger, but i- 
quite sure it was the left hand). Thence I walked with them t" 
Charles Boroughbridge’s, pork and sausage man, No. -d* 1 l’!"' 
Theresa Road. Here, whilst I left the little girl innocently eatn..' 
a polony in the front shop, I and Boroughbridge retired with tk 
hoy into the back parlour, where Mrs. Boroughbridge was jdaynp 
cribbage. She put up the cards and boxes, took out a chopper a>t 
a napkin, and we cut the little boy’s little throat (which lie 
with great pluck and resolution), and made him into sausage-mw- 
by the aid of Parkis’s excellent sausage-machine. The little gid jl 
first could not understand her brother’s absence, but, under tie 
pretence of taking her to see Mr. Fechtor in JIamlet, I Id 
down to the New River at Sadler’s Wells, where a body of a 
in a nankeen pelisse was subsequently found, and has never l" tl 
recognised to the present day. Anil this Mrs. Lynx can a' lL 
because she saw the whole transaction with her own eyes, as »* 
told Mr. Jucundus. 

I have altered the little details of the anecdote somewhat. 
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. t(irv j vow and declare, as true as Mrs. Lynx’s. Gracious 
V»'»liirss! li'ow do lies begin 1 What are the averages of lying? 
lT the same amount of lies told about every man, and do we pretty 
' ,-h all tell the same amount of lies? Is the average greater in 
1 l iim i than in Scotland, or vice verm —among women than among 
i ] s this a lie I am telling now? If I am talking about you, 
,hr mills are, perhaps, that it is. I look back at some which have 
1„ , n told about me, and speculate on them with thanks and wonder. 

ft-jcmls have told them of me, have told them to me of myself. 
Have they not to and of you, dear friend? A friend of mine was 
dining at a large dinner of clergymen, and a story, as true as the 
sausage story above given, was told regarding me, by one of those 
rivereiid divines in whose frocks sit some anile chatterboxes, as 
am nmii who knows this world knows. They take the privilege of 
tinn- gmvn. They cabal, and tattle, and hiss, and cackle commina- 
ti,.ns muler their breath. I say the old women of the other sex are 
n.it nunc talkative or more mischievous than some of these. “ Such 
a man ought not to be spoken to,” says Gobemouehe, narrating the 
story—and such a story! “And I am surprised he is admitted 
into society at all.” Yes, dear Gobemouehe, but the story wasn’t 
true; and 1. had no more done the wicked deed in question than I 
bail run away with the Queen of Sheba. 

1 have always longed to know what that story was (or what 

''.’licet... histories), which a lady had in her mind to whom a 

servant of mine applied for a place, when I was breaking up my 
(■stahlislnnent once, and going abroad. Brown went with a very 
"od character from us, which, indeed, she fully deserved after 
s'Veiai years’ faithful service. But when Mrs. .Tones read the 
iisniit- ot the person out of whose employment Brown came, “That 
ls M’utc sufficient,” says Mrs. Jones. “You may go. I will never 
take a servant out of that house.” Ah, Mrs. Jones, how I should 
like to know what that crime was, or what that series of villauies, 

" id h made you determine never to take a servant out of my house. 
It. you believe in the, story of the little boy and the sausages? 
Have y.in swallowed that little minced infant? Have you devoured 
teat young Pnlmiius? Upon my word you have maw enough. Me 
oiinidiow greedily gobble down all stories in which the characters 
' ”>»' friends tire chopped up, and believe wrong of theiti without 
""t"iry. In a ]. v te serial work written by this hand, I remember 
cm king some pathetic remarks about our propensity to believe ill 
1,1 ll|, r neighbours—and I remember the remarks, not because they 
''em valuable, or novel, or ingenious, but because, within three 
*'.■*'' ;i * tcr they had appeared in print, the moralist who wrote 
K ll1, u -liking home with a friend, heard a story about another 
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friend, which story he straightway believed, and which story ^ 
scarcely more true than that sausage fable which is here set down 
0 men culpa, hum maxima culpa! But though the ]>reacl..j 
trips, shall not the doctrine be good'! Yea, brethren! Here k 
the rods. Look you, here are the scourges. Choose me a n ti 
long, swishing, buddy one, light and well poised in the handle, tht,| 
and bushy at the tail. Pick me out a whip-cord thong with an;.,, 
dainty knots in it—and now—wo all deserve it—whish, whid. 
whish ! Let us cut into each other all round. 

A favourite liar and servant of mine was a man I once lm.l $ 
drive a brougham, lie never came to my house, except for orders, 
and once when ho helped to wait at dinner, so clumsily that if un¬ 
agreed we would dispense with his further efforts. The (jo 
brougham horse used to look dreadfully lean and tired, and tl, ( 
livery-stable keeper complained that we worked him too hard. 
Now, it turned out that there was a neighbouring butcher’s lady 
who liked to ride in a brougham ; and Tomkins lent her our-, 
drove her cheerfully to Richmond and Putney, and, I suppose, tA 
out a payment in mutton-chops. We gave this good Tomkins wii;- 
and medicine for his family when sick—wo supplied him with link 
comforts and extras which need not now he remembered—and tin 


grateful creature rewarded us by informing some of our tradesmri 
whom he honoured with his custom, “ Mr. Roundabout ? !"■ 
bless you ! I carry him up to boil drunk every night in the work. 
He, Tomkins, being a man of seven stone weight and five feet high 
whereas his employer was.-—but hero modesty interferes, and 
decline to enter into the avoirdupois i|uestion. 

Now, what was Tomkins’s motive for the utterance and di.- 
semination of these lies'? They could further no conceivable end 
interest of his own. Had they been true stories, Tomkins’s inasti 
would, and reasonably, have been still more angry than at tii 
fables. It was but suicidal slander on the part of Tomkins—mt 


come to a discovery—must end in a punishment. The poor wrot 
had got his place under, as it turned out, a fictitious elinractc 
He might have stayed in it, for of course Tomkins had a wile aa 
poor innocent children. He might have had bread, beer, A 
character, coats, coals. He might have nestled in our little islaii’ 
comfortably sheltered from the storms of life ; but we were < 11,1 
polled to cast him out, and send him driving, lonely, perishm 
tossing, starving, to sea—to drown. To drown 1 There he nt 1 
modes of deatli whereby rogues die. Good-bye, Tomkins. A’ 11 
the nightcap is put on, and the bolt is drawn for poor T. 

Suppose we were to invite volunteers amongst our resjie < 
readers to send in little statements of the lies which they n 
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), ,vo been told about themselves: what aheap of correspondence, 
vii it an exaggeration of malignities, what a crackling bonfire of in- 
nnliarv falsehoods, might we not gather together! And a lie once 
whig, having the breath of life breathed into it by the father of 
lying, and ordered to run its diabolical little course, lives with a 
prodigious vitality. You say, “ Magna est veritas et prrevalchit.” 
pdia ! Croat lies are as great as great truths, and prevail constantly, 
and day after day. Take an instance or two out of my own little 
! l.ndget. I sit near a gentleman at dinner, and the conversation 
| nmi3 upon a certain anonymous literary performance which at the 
' hue is amusing the town. “ Oh,” says the gentleman, “ everybody 
:nuws who wrote that paper: it is Momus’s.” I was a young 
nithor at the time, perhaps proud of my bantling: “I beg your 
union,” I say, “ it was written by your humble servant.” “ In¬ 
ked !” was all that the man replied, and he shrugged his shoulders, 
aimed his kick, and talked to his other neighbour. I never heard 
■iiivastic incredulity more finely conveyed than by that “ indeed.” 
- Impudent liar,” the gentleman’s face said, as clear as face could 


-I n-;ik. Where was Magna Veritas, and how did she prevail then ? 
-She lifted up her voice, she made her appeal, and she was kicked 
"lit of court, In New York 1 read a newspaper criticism one day 
(by an exile from our shores who has taken up his abode in the 
"'stem Republic), commenting upon a letter of mine which had 
appeared in a contemporary volume, and wherein it was stated that 
die writer was a lad in such and such a year, and in point of fact, 

I was, at the period spoken of, nineteen years of age. “ Falsehood, 
Mr. Roundabout,” says the noble critic : “ you were then not a lad ; 
V "U were then six-and-twenty years of ago.” You see he knew 
letter than papa and mamma and parish register. It was easier for 
'"in to think and say I lied, on a twopenny matter connected with 
'ey own atlairs, than to imagine he was mistaken. Years ago, in 
;l tlm ° when we were very mad wags, A returns and myself met a 
ntleiiian from China who knew the language. We began to speak 
1 "iiie-e against him. We said we were born in China. Wc were 


t»n to one. We spoke the mandarin dialect with perfect fluency. 

' l: "l Hie company with us; as in the old old days, the squeak 
". t ' 1 ” Tl ' ; d pig was voted not to be so natural as the squeak of 
1 diam pig. Q Arcturus, the sham pig squeaks in our streets 
the applause of multitudes, and the real porker grunts 
unheeded in his sty ! 

£ I once talked for some little time with an amiable lady : it was 
Ib r 1 drst time ; and I saw an expression of surprise on her kind 

" 'dch said as plainly as face could say, “ Sir, do you know that 
*' to this moment I have had a certain opinion of you, and that 1 
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begin to think I have been mistaken or misled?” I not onlyi, 
that she had heard evil reports of me, but I know who toldb 
one of those acute fellows, my dear brethren, of whom we spot 
a previous sermon, who has found me out—found out actions r 
I never did, found out thoughts and savings which I never 
and judged me accordingly. Ah, my lad ! have I found you 
0, risum teneatis. Perhaps the person I am accusing is not 
guilty than I. 

How comes it that the evil which men say spreads so widelyj 
lasts so long, whilst our good kind words don’t seem somehoi 
take root and bear blossom ? Is it that in the stony hearts oft. 
kind these pretty flowers can’t find a place to grow? Cerhiir 
that scandal is good brisk talk, whereas praise of one’s neigh 
is by no means lively hearing. An acquaintance grilled, m 
devilled, and served with mustard and cayenne pepper excites 5 
appetite ; whereas a slice of cold friend with currant jelly U 
sickly unrelishing meat. 

Now, such being the case, my dear worthy Mrs. Gamine: 
whom 1 know there are a hundred good and generous qualities: 1 
being perfectly clear that the good things which we say of our neb 
hours don’t fructify, but somehow perish in the ground where iltej't- 
dropped, whilst the evil words are walled by all the winds of sronL 
take root in all soils, and flourish amazingly -seeing, I say, tb ; 
this conversation docs not give us a fair chance, suppose we givet; 
censoriousness altogether, and decline uttering our opinions #l«c 
Brown, Jones, and Robinson (and Mcsdames B., J., and I!.) : 
all. We may be mistaken about every one of them, as, please r 
ness, those anecdote-mongers against whom I have uttered im 
meek protest have been mistaken about me. We need not g 1 
the extent of saving that Mrs. Manning was an amiable eivat® 
much misunderstood; and Jack Thwrtell a gallant lmfnrti" 111 -? 
fellow, not near so black as he was painted ; but we will try an-, 
avoid personalities altogether in talk, won’t we ? We will raiy 
the fields of science, dear madam, and communicate to each "tbi 
the pleasing results of our studies. We will, if you please, cxamiJ 
the infinitesimal wonders of nature through the microscope, 
will cultivate entomology. We will sit with our arms round f g 
other’s waists on the pons asinortim, and see the stream of roatfc 
unities flow beneath. We will take refuge in cards, and 
“beggar my neighbour,” not abuse my neighbour. We will y° 
the Zoological Gardens and talk freely about the gorilla and 
kindred, but not talk about people who can talk in their W 
Suppose we praise the High Church? we offend the Low Chun 
The Broad Church ? High and Low arc both offended. ^ ' l:lt 
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N OT long since, at a certain banquet, I had the good 

to sit by Doctor Polymathesis, who knows everything, 
who, about the time when the claret made its appearaiK.. 
mentioned that old dictum of the grumbling Oxford don, that “A;: 
Ola but -would he port if it could ! ** Imbibing a bumper «>f q? 
or the other not ungratefully, I thought to myself, “ Here, sun 
Mr. Roundabout, is a good text for one of your reverence’s serinim* 
Let us apply to the human race, dear brethren, what is here sai l • 
the vintages of Portugal and (lascony, and we shall have no ditliculu 
in perceiving how many clarets aspire to be ports in their way: 
how most men and women of onr acquaintance, how we mim-lvc. 
are Aqnitainian.s giving ourselves Lusitanian airs ; how we wish t 
have credit for being stronger, braver, more beautiful, more worthy 
than we really are. 

Nay, the beginning of this hypocrisy—a desire to excel, a dc-in 
to be hearty, fruity, generous, strength-imparting—is a virtuous an 1 
noble ambition ; and it is most difficult for a man in his own ca-\ 


or his neighbour's, to say at what point this ambition transgrrs-' 
the boundary of virtue, and becomes vanity, pretence, amt >•■][ 
seeking. You are a poor man, let us say, showing a hold fare t 
adverse fortune, and wearing a confident aspect. Your purse ;• 
very narrow, but you owe no man a penny ; your means arc scanty, 
but your wife’s gown is decent - your old coat well brushed ; A" 11 ’ 
children at a good school ; you grumble to no one ■ ask favours "1 
no one ; truckle to no neighbours on account of their superior tank 
or (a worse, and a meaner and a more common crime still) envy 
none for their better fortune. To all outward appearances you an 
as well to do as your neighbours, who have thrice your iiicaiiir. 


There may be in this ease some little mixture of pretension in y i!!i 
life and behaviour. You certainly do put oil a smiling face whip 
fortune is pinching you. Your wife and girls, so smart and neat at 
evening parties, are cutting, patching, and cobbling all day to link 
both ends of life’s haberdashery meet. You give a friend a butt.' 
of wine on occasion, but are content yourself with a glass of whisky 
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uni-water. You avoid a cab, saving that of all things you like to 
walk home after dinner (which you know, my good friend, is a lib). 
I you that in this scheme of life there does enter ever so little 
livpwrisy ; that this claret is loaded, as it were ; but your desire to 
,„•///// yourself is .amiable, is pardonable, is perhaps honourable : 
alM 1 were there no other hypocrisies than yours in the world we 
„|, m ,l,l he a set of worthy fellows; and sermonisers, moralisers, 
si!irisers would have to hold their tongues and go to some other 
trade m get a living. 

lint you know you will stop over that boundary line of virtue 
mj.t modesty, into the district where humbug and vanity begin, and 
there the moralisor catches you and makes an example of you. For 
instance, in a certain novel in another place my friend Mr. Talbot 
Twvsden is mentioned—a man whom you and I know to he a 
yretrhed ordinaire, but who persists in treating himself as if he 
was the finest ’20 port. In our Britain there are hundreds of men 
like him: for ever striving to swell beyond Iheir natural size, to 
strain beyond their natural strength, to step beyond their natural 
stride. Search, search within your own waistcoats, dear brethren 
i i"H know in your hearts which of your ordinaire qualities you would 
pass elf and fain consider its iirst-rate port. Anil why not you your 
silt, Mr. Preacher? says the congregation. Dearly beloved, neither in 
ii"f "tit of this pulpit do I profess to be bigger, or cleverer, or wiser, 
"f better than any of you. A short while since, a certain Keviewcr 
announced that I gave myself great pretensions as a philosopher. 

I a philosopher ! I advance pretensions! My dear .Saturday friend, 
And you ? Don’t, you teach everything to everybodyf and punish 
the naughty hoys if they don’t learn as you bid them ? You teach 
polities to Lord John and Mr. (<ladstone. You teach poets how to 
"rite : punters, how to paint; gentlemen, manners ; and opera- 
daiicers, how to pirouette. I was not a little amused of late by an 
notaiiee of the modesty of our Saturday friend, who, more Athenian 
than the Athenians, and a pro/xm of a Greek hook by a Greek 
sat down and gravely showed the Greek gentleman how to 
"■me his own language. 

Y", I do not, as far as I know, try to be port at all : but offer 
at these presents, a sound genuine ordinaire, at 18s. per doz, let us 
•m'. grown on my own hillside, and ottered tie htm fo ur to those 
"he will sit down under my tonnelle, and have a half-hour’s drink 
■'ini gossip. It is none of your hot porto, my friend. I know 
tlan-e is much better and stronger liquor elsewhere. Some pro- 
'miiiieo it. sour ; some say it is thin ; some that it has woefully lost 
|t» fLvour. This may or may not be true. There are good and 
11,11 .'ears; years that surprise everybody; years of which the 
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produce is small and bad, or rich and plentiful. But if my 
not genuine it is naught, and no man should give himself t] ' 
trouble to drink it. I do not even say that I would be port jf [ 
could ; knowing that port (by which I would imply much stron^r 
deeper, richer, and more durable liquor than my vineyard 
furnish) is not relished by all palates, or suitable to all hiai'ls 
We will assume then, dear brother, that you and I are tolerai.iv 
modest people ; and, ourselves being thus out of the question, ^ 
need to show how pretentious our neighbours are, and hmv virt 
many of them would he port if they could. 

Have you never seen a small man from college placed aujnio-r 
great folk, and giving himself the airs of a man of fashion ! It 
goes hack to his common room, with fond reminiscences of Ermine 
Castle or Strawberry Hall. He writes to the dear Countess, tnxiv 
that dear Lord Lolly pop is getting on very well at Saint Pxmilim'. 
and that the accident which he met with in a scniHc with an inebri¬ 
ated bargeman only showed his spirit and honour, and will imt 
permanently disfigure his Lordship’s nose. He gets his clothes from 
dear Lollypop’s London tailor, and wears a mauve or magenta tn 
when he rides out to see the hounds. A love of fashiuimliV 


people is a weakness, I do not say of all, hut of some titter;. 
Witness that Eton tutor t’other day, who intimated that in ('urn- 
hill we could not understand the perfect purity, delicacy, aid 
refinement of those genteel families who sent their sons to Eton. 
O usher, mon ami! Old Stun Johnson, who, too, had been ® 
usher in his early life, kept a little of that weakness always. 
Suppose Goldsmith had knocked him up at three in the moniin: 
and proposed a boat to Greenwich, as Topham Bcauelere ami lib 
friend did, would he have said, “ What, my hoy, are you for a 
frolic 1 I’m with you ! ” and gone and put on his clothes ? Itatner 
he would have pitched poor Goldsmith downstairs. He would lw Vl 
liked to be port if he could. Of course we wouldn’t. Our opin'- 
of the Portugal grape is known. It grows very high, and k "h 
sour, and we don’t go for that kind of grape at all. 


“I was walking with Mr. Fox”—and sure this anecdote come- 
very pat after the grapes —“ I was walking with Mr. Fox in tw 
Louvre,” says Benjamin West (ajmd some paper I have just l»v]> 
reading), “and I remarked how many people turned round to 1""' 
at me. This shows the respect of the French for the fine art-- 
This is a curious instance of a very small claret indeed, ’ 
imagined itself to be port of the strongest body. There are 
many instances of a faith so deep, so simple, so satisfactory as !ll j; 
I have met many who would like to be port; hut with few l ‘ l ! 
Gascon sort, who absolutely believed they were port. George i 
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believed i» West’s port, and thought Reynolds's overrated stuff. 
■\Vlirn I West’s pictures at Philadelphia, I looked at them 
with astonishment and awe. Hide, blushing glory, hide your head 
under your old nightcap. O immortality! is this the end of yen'! 
jjj,| ;uly (if you, my dear brethren, ever try and read “ Blackmore’s 
bu ms,” or the “ Epics of Baour-Lormian,” or the “ Henriade,” or— 
w |, a t sluill \ve say?—Pollok’s “Course of Time”? They were 
tlumglit to he more lasting than brass by some people, and where 
a ,v they now ? And our masterpieces of literature — our ports— 
that, if not immortal, at any rate are to last their fifty, their 
hundred years—oh, sirs, don’t you think a very small cellar 
will hold them ? 

Those poor people in brass, on pedestals, hectoring about 
Trafalgar Square and that neighbourhood, don’t you think many 
of them -apart even from the ridiculous execution—cut rather a 
ridiculous figure, and that we are too eager to set up our ordinaire 
heroism and talent for port? A Duke of Wellington or two I will 
grant, though even of these idols a moderate supply will be 
-utiieient . Some years ago a famous and witty French critic was 
in London, with whom I walked the streets. I am ashamed to 


civ that 1 informed hint (being in hopes that he was about to write 
o me papers regarding the manners and customs of this country) 
hut all the statues he saw represented the Duke of Wellington. 

I hat on the arch opposite Apslcy House? the Duke in a cloak, 
and cocked-hat, on horseback. That behind Apsley House in an 
air> tig leaf costume'? the Duke again. That in Cockspur Street ? 
tlie Luke with a pig-tail—and so on. I showed him an army of 
LAs. There are many bronze heroes who after a few years look 
'heady as foolish, awkward, and out of place as a man, say at 
s "'"Hired s or Swan & Edgar’s. For example, those three Orena- 
" lrrs m Ball Mall, who h avc been up only a few months, don’t 
l ll, . v those unhappy household troops, who have to stand 
‘"'ruing and looking fierce there; and think they woidd like to 
‘L" n and go to barracks? That they fought very bravely 
t'nio is Hi, doubt; but so did the Russians fight very bravely; 
'■e the french fight very bravely; and so did Colonel Jones and 
( J’..' ■ LL, and Colonel Brown and the 100th; and I say again that 
> 1 muii e should not give itself port airs, and that an honest 
^r< m.iiio would blush to be found swaggering so. I am sure if 
j ,,-) 1 ."" 1 i r " lsu lf the Duke of York, who is impaled on his column 
p. 0,1 t* 10 two clubs, and ask his late Royal Highness whether 
ou ^'k to remain there, he would say no. A brave 
1 ' ,n:n b n °t a braggart or boaster, to be put upon that heroic 
unimt he painful to him. Lord George Bentinck, I suppose, 
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being in the midst of the family park in Cavendish Square. r nit 
conceive that he has a right to remain in his place. But Uk ^ 
William of Cumberland, with his hat cocked over his eye, ]>ran., i,.• 
behind Lord George on his Roman-nosed charger : he, depend on a 
would be for getting off his horse if he had the permission. H ( . j,: 
not hesitate about trifles, as we know; but he was a very truth 
telling and honourable soldier ; and as for heroic rank and statue*)® 
dignity, I would wager a dozen of '20 Port against a bottle of p® 
and sound Bordeaux, at 18s. per dozen (bottles included), that h- 
never would think of claiming any such absurd distinction. TWv 
have got a statue of Thomas Moore at Dublin, I bear. Is lien, 
horseback? Some men should have, say, a fifty years’ lease <4 
glory. After a while some gentlemen now in brass should yo t. 
the melting furnace, and reappear in some other gentleman’s shaft 
Lately I saw that Melville column rising over Edinburgh ; n.na-. 
good men and true, don’t you feel a little awkward and uneasy 
when you walk under it ? Who was this to stand in heroin places 
and is yon the man whom Scotchmen most delight to honour ? I 
must own deferentially that there is a tendency in North Brit.r 
to over-esteem its heroes. Scotch ale is very good and strong, hut 
it is not stronger than all the other beer in the world, as smiis 


Scottish patriots would insist. When there has been a war, ana 
stout old Sandy Sansculotte returns home from India or the Crimea; 
what a bagpiping, shouting, hurraying, and self-glorification take- 
place round" about him ! You would fancy, to hear McOrator attf. 
dinner, that the Scotch had fought all the battles, killed all tie 
Russians, Indian rebels, or wliat not. In Oupar-Fife, there - a 
little inn called the “ Battle of Waterloo,” and what do you think 
the sign is? (I speak from memory, to be sure.) “ The Battle "1 
Waterloo ” is one broad Scotchman laying about him with a Lroau 
sword. Yes, yes, my dear Mac, you are wise, you arc good, y 
are clever, you arc handsome, you are brave, you are rich, &<•.; I' 11 
so is Jones over the border. Scotch salmon is good, but then 
are other good fisli in the sea. I once heard a Scotchman lertai* 
on poetry in London. Of course the pieces he selected were elm"} 
by Scottish authors, and Walter Scott was his favourite poet, 
whispered to my neighbour, who was a Scotchman (by the "ay 
the audience were almost all Scotch, and the room was All-Jh" ’ 
—I beg your pardon, but I couldn’t help it, I really couldn’t lit! 
it)—“ The professor lias said the best poet was a Scotchman ■ 
wager that lie will say the worst poet was a Scotchman, to 1 - 
And sure enough that worst poet, when he made his appcarai:" 
was a Northern Briton. , 


And as we are talking of bragging, and I am on my tnu* 
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[ forget, one mighty republic — one—two mighty republics, 
where people are notoriously fond of passing oil' their claret for 
rt t 1 am very glad, for the sake of a kind friend, that there is 
at and influential party in the United, and, I trust, in the 
i niit'cilerate States,* who believe that Catawba wine is better than 
i„st champagne. Opposite that famous old White House at 
Washington, whereof I shall ever have a grateful memory, they 
set ii]) an equestrian statue of General Jackson, by a self- 
taught American artist of no inconsiderable genius and skill. At 
;i „ evening ]>arty a member of Congress seized me in a corner of the 
p„iii[\ and asked me if I did not think this was the finext ei/nestn'an 
fi.iiue iii the world ! How was I to deal with this plain question, 
put tn me in a corner! I was bound to reply, and accordingly 
.lid that 1 did not think it was the finest statue in the world. 
-Well, sir,” says the member of Congress, “lmt you must ns 

iiieiiilier that Mr. M-had never seen a statue when he made 

this!” [ suggested that to see other statues might do Mr. M- 

i;.i harm. Nor was any man more willing to own his defects, or 
inure lnndest regarding his merits, than the sculptor himself, whom 
1 met. subsequently. But oh ! what a charming article there was 
in a Washington paper next day about the impertinence of criticism 

.I "It'eusive tone of arrogance which Englishmen adopted towards 

men and works of genius in America ! “Who was this man, who” 
iVe. Ae. ? The Washington writer was angry because I would not 
m'eept this American claret as the finest port-wine in the world. 
Aii me! H is about blood and not wine that the quarrel now is, 
mul who shall foretell its end? 

•I"'v lunch claret that woidd he port if it could is handed 
;, "iit in every society ! In the House of Commons what small 
! * rr "tmlnrs try to pass for strong ! Stay : have I a spite against 
"A "in 1 ! It is a fact that the wife of the Member for Bungay lias 
'■tt "it asking me and Mrs. Roundabout to her evening-parties. 
X "'v is the time to have a slap at him. I will say that he was 
uways overrated, and that now lie is lamentably falling off even 
,|llla "Lit lie has been. I will hack the Member for Stoke Logos 
against him • al |,x show that the dashing young Member for Islington 
1 tar sounder man than either. Have I any little literary ani- 
.“•"'itifs ? <>f course not. Men of letters never have Otherwise, 


MOW 


1 could serve out a competitor here, make a face over his 
■'"j ail d show that his would-be port is very meagre ordinaire 
Nonsense, man ! Why so squeamish 1 Do they spare 
Aow you have the whip in your hand, won’t you lay on ! 
1 " s,, d to be a pretty whip enough as a young man, and liked it 


tin Ii'i.’i 
•t'nt 
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Written in July 
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too. Is there no enemy who would he the better for a j 
thonging? No. I have militated in former times, not vit!,,- 
glory; but I grow peaceable as I grow old. And if I l WVl , 
literary enemy, why, he will probably write a book ere lone, a! .* ; 
then it will be his turn, an<l my favourite review will lie ,l, jW; 
upon him. 

My brethren, these sermons are professedly short; for I |, ;iV , 
that opinion of my dear congregation, which leads me to think tk 
were I to preach at great length they would yawn, stamp, nnib- 
noises, and perhaps go straightway out of church ; and yet wi;h 
this text I protest I could go on for hours. What multitudes 
men, what multitudes of women, my dears, pass off their ordinal:- 
for port, their small beer for strong! In literature, in politics, i: 
the army, the navy, the church, at the bar, in the world, what a:, 
immense quantity of cheap liquor is made to do service for bett.r 
sorts! Ask Serjeant Roland bis opinion of Oliver Q.C. “Ordinaire 
my good fellow, ordinaire, with a port-wine label! ” Ask Olive 
his opinion of Roland. “Never was a man so overrated by tic 
world and by himself.” Ask Tweedledtunski his opinion t 
Tweedledeestein’s performance. “A quack, my tear sir! an 

ignoramus, I geef you my vort. He gombose an opera! He is 
not fit to make dance a bear ! ” Ask Paddington and Kuckmistn-; 
those two “swells” of fashion, what they think of reach otlur. 
They are notorious ordinaire. You and I remember when tiny 
passed for very small wine, and now how high and mighty tiny 
have become. What do yoti say to Tomkins’s sermons? Ordinaire 
trying to go down as orthodox port, and very meagre ordinaire 0 
To Hopkins’s historical works?—to Pumkins’s poetry? Ordinaire, 
ordinaire again—thin, feeble, overrated J and so down the wW 
list. And when we have done discussing our men friends, have "■ 
not all the women? Do these not advance absurd pretend""' 
Do these never give themselves airs? With feeble brains, d<>n. 
they often set up to be esprits forts ? Don’t they pretend t" 
women of fashion, and cut their betters? Don’t they try and pe" 
off their ordinary-looking girls as beauties of the first order? Der) 
man in his circle knows women who give themselves airs, and ■ 
whom we can apply the port-wine simile. 

Come, my friends. Here is enough of ordinaire and P ort 1 , 
to-day. My bottle lias run out. Will anybody have any > lllV 
Let us go upstairs, and get a cup of tea from the ladies. 
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1 1 >AJ;ESAY the reader has remarked that the upright and 
independent vowel, which stands in the vowel list between E 
nnd (>, has formed the subject of the main part of these essays, 
lime does that vowel feel this morning?—fresh, good-humoured, 
ii;i| lively ? The Roundabout lines, which fall from this pen, are 


e.iTcspinidingly brisk and cheerful. Has anything, on the contrary, 
disagreed with the vowel? Has its rest been disturbed, or was 
yesterday’s dinner too good, or yesterday’s wine not good enough? 

I ndcr such circumstances, a darkling misanthropic tinge, no doubt, 
i' east upon the paper. The jokes, if attempted, are elaborate and 
de ary. The bitter temper breaks out. That sneering manner is 
adopted, which you know, and which exhibits itself so especially 
"i- 1 'U Hu- writer is speaking about women. A moody carelessness 
''"lacs over him. He sees no good in any body or thing: and treats 
o iitleiueii, ladies, history, and things in general, with a like gloomy 
flippancy. Agreed. When the vowel in question is in that mood, 

II like airy gaiety and tender gushing benevolence—if you want 
satisfied with yourself and the rest of your fellow-beings ; I 

1 .■amend you, my dear creature, to go to some other shop in 

1 " r, ddll, or turn to some other article. There are moods in the 


mmd el the vowel of which we are speaking, when it is ill-conditioned 
' lll, l <"aptioui| Who always keeps good health and good humour? 

""l philosophers grumble? Are not sages sometimes out of 
ll mper I and do not angel-women go off in tantrums? To-day my 
"""d is dark. I scowl as I dip my pen in the inkstand. 

Here is the day come round—for everything here is done with 
"b'lost regularity :—intellectual labour, sixteen hours ; meals, 
'“"tv-two minutes; exercise, a hundred and forty-eight minutes; 
"’Mersution with the family, chielly literary, and about the house* 
! i!, -P one hour and four minutes; sleep, three hours and fifteen 
“““utes (at the end of the month, when the Magazine is complete, 
11 J duke eight minutes more); and the rest for the toilette 
1,1 the world. Well, I say, the Roundabout Paper Ray being 
11,1 1 and the subject long since settled in my mind, an excellent 
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subject — a most telling, lively, and popular subject -1 »,, , 
breakfast determined to finish that meal in 9;| minutes, as , Wl ; 
and then retire to my desk and work, when—oh, provoking 
in the paper is the very subject treated on which I was gojn ; , ■ 
write! Yesterday another paper which I saw treated it- and • 
course, as I need not tell you, spoiled it. Last Saturday, anoti,.- 
paper had an article on the subject; perhaps you may guess »j. ; 
it was—but I won’t tell you. Only this is true, my tavminv 
subject, which was about to make the best paper we have limit: 
a long time ; my bird, my game that I was going to slmnt a:, ; . 
serve up with such a delicate sauce, has been found by nth- 
sportsmen; and pop, pop, pop, a half-dozen of guns have Ion:, 
at it, mangled it, and brought it down. 

“And can’t you take some other text?” say you. All thi- 
mighty well. But if you have set your heart on a certain dish : 
dinner, he it cold boiled veal, or what you will, and they bring y ; 
turtle and venison, don’t you feel disappointed? During ye: 
walk you have been making up your mind that that cold nnr 
with moderation and a pickle, will he a very sufficient dinner: w: 
have accustomed your thoughts to it; and here, in place of it, is .1 
turkey, surrounded by coarse sausages, or a reeking pigeon-pic 
a fulsome roast pig. I have known many a good and kind 111 : 1 ’. 
made furiously angry by such a contretemps. I have known l.r- 
lose his temper, call his wife and servants names, and a win i- 
household made miserable. If, then, as is notoriously the rase i: 
is too dangerous to baulk a man about his dinner, how much m i| i' 


about his article ! I came to my meal with an ogre-like ap]« tit- 
and gusto. Fee, faw, fum! Wife, where is that tender lid:' 
princekin ? Have you trussed him, and did you stuff him niedi 

and have you taken care to baste him, and do him, not too 
as I told you ? Quick ! I am hungry ! I begin to whet ur 
knife, to roll my eyes about, and roar and clap my huge chest 
a gorilla; and then my poor Ogrina has to tell me that the h ,l ‘ 
princes have all run away, whilst she was in the kitchen niakn 
the paste to bake them in! I pause in the description. 1 " ll| ‘ 
condescend to report the bad language, which you know in h 
ensue, when an ogre, whoso mind is ill-regulated, and whose h:i ’ 
of self-indulgence are notorious, finds himself disappointed ot 
greedy hopes. What treatment of his wife, what abuse and hr' 11 ’ 
behaviour to his children, who, though ogrillons, arc clnldn'i 
My dears, you may fancy, and need not ask my delicate P 1 ' 11 
describe, the language and behaviour of a vulgar, coarse, greedy, Io¬ 
nian with an immense mouth and teeth, which are too f>'C'l ud 


employed in the gobbling and crunching of raw man’s meat. 



Ami in thin circuitous wuy you see I h;ivc reached my present 
Mihjirt, which is, Ogres. You fancy they arc dead or only 
fictitious characters--mythical representatives of strength, cruelty, 
stupidity, and Inst for blood? Though they had seven-leagued 
I,,nts, you remember all sorts of little whipping-snapping Tom 
Thumbs used to elude and outrun them. They were so stupid 
that they gave in to the most shallow ambuscades and artifices: 
witness that well-known ogre, who, because Jack cut open the 
hasty-puilding, instantly ripped open his own stupid waistcoat and 
interior. They were cruel, brutal, disgusting, with their sharpened 
tretl| immense knives, and roaring voices 1 but they always ended 
t'.y bring overcome by little Tom Tlnimbkins, or some other smart 
little champion. 

Yes ; they were conquered in the end there is no doubt. They 
plunged headlong (and uttering the most frightful had language) 
into some pit where Jack came with his smart ronton/, </« rhimxr, 
mid whipped their brutal heads off. They would be going to 
dtoutlr maidens, 

“ Tint ever when it seemed 

Their need was at the sorest, 

A knight, in armour bright, 

Carno riding through tho forest." 


And down, after a combat, would go the brutal persecutor, with a 
fimv through his midrib'. Yes, I say, this is very true and well, 
but you remember that round the ogre’s cave tho ground was 
rover, Jj ton hundreds and hundreds of yards, with, the, tunic ,t <f the 
‘"'[{in* whom lie had lured into the castle. Many knights and 
maids came to hint and perished under his knife and teeth. Wore 
hagmis the same as ogres 1 monsters dwelling in caverns, whence 
i' i v rushed, attired in plate armour, wielding pikes and torches, 
and destroying stray passengers who passed by their lair ? Monsters, 
"iiti's, rapacious tyrants, rutlians, as they were, doubtless they 
' aded by being overcome. But, before they were destroyed, they 
l ," 1 :l ( l'"d of mischief. The hones round their eaves were countless. 

l ,u d sent many brave souls to Hades, before their own tied, 
‘'’" hug out of their rascal carcasses, to the same place of gloom. 

* here is no greater mistake than to suppose that fairies, 
'hampions, distressed damsels, and by consequence ogres, have 
to exist. It may not he or/rmhle to them (pardon the 
I'lrrihlc pleasantry, but as I am writing in the solitude of my 
j' i-inihcr, I am grinding my teeth—yelling, roaring, and cursing— 

' "'drilling my scissors and paper-cutter and as it were have become 
au "gre). I say there is no greater mistake than to suppose that 
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ogres have ceased to exist. We all know ogres. Their caverns are 
round us, and about us. There are the castles of several 
within a mile of the spot where I write. I think some of them 
suspect I am an ogre myself. I am not, but I know they arc. I 
visit them. I don’t mean to say that they take a cold roast pi-in, t 
out of the cupboard, and have a cannibal feast before me. Km ] 
see the bones lying about the roads to their houses, and in tin- 
areas and gardens. Politeness, of course, prevents me from makin; 
any remarks : but I know them well enough. One of the ways tn 
know ’em is to watch the scared looks of the ogres’ wives aid 
children. They lead an awful life. They are present at ilreadfui 
cruelties. In their excesses those ogres will stab about ami kill 
not only strangers who happen to call in and ask a night’s bnlgin.'. 
but they will outrage, murder, and chop up their own kin. Vie ak 
know ogres, I say, and have been in their dens often. U h mt 


necessary that ogres who ask you to dine should offer their gwm 
the peerdiar dish which they like. They cannot always get a Tout 
Thumb family. They eat mutton and beef too ; and I daresay 
even go out to tea, and invite you to drink it. But I tell you then' 
are numbers of them going about in the world. And now you ltavo 
my word for it, and this little hint, it is quite curious what an 
interest society may be made to have for you by your determinin'.! 
to find out the ogres you meet there. 

What does the man mean 1 says Mrs. Downright, to whom a 
joke is a very grave thing. I mean, madam, that in the rompin' 
assembled in your genteel drawing-room, who bow here ami Him-, 
and smirk in white neckcloths, you receive men who elbow thnmrii 
life successfully enough, but who are ogres in private : men wicked, 
false, rapacious, flattering ; cruel hectors at home, smiling i-ourtici- 
abroad ; causing wives, children, servants, parents, to tremble 1 
them, and smiling and bowing, as they bid strangers welcome mt" 
their castles. I say, there are men who have crunched the b‘ mi> 
of victim after victim ; in whose closets lie skeletons picked irigbt- 
fnlly clean. When these ogres come out into the world, you 'l |l|lt 
suppose they show their knives, and their great teeth 1 A m it 
simple white neckcloth, a merry rather obsequious manner, a cada¬ 
verous look, perhaps, now and again, and a rather dreadful grin 


but I know ogres very considerably respected : and when you inn 
to such and such a man, “ My dear sir, Mr. Sharpus, whum V' 1 ' 
appear to like, is, I assure you, a most dreadful cannibal : 111 

gentleman cries, “ Oh, pslia, nonsense ! Daresay not so black a" 11 
is painted. Daresay not worse than his neighbours.” We coml" 111 
everything in this country—private treason, falsehood, fatter.'' 
cruelty, at home, roguery, and double-dealing. What! D° • u ’ 1 
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, «-iv in your acquaintance you don’t know ogres guilty of 
'crimes of fraud and force, and that knowing them you 
«1nke hands with them; dine with them at your table; and 
,1 '"' at their own? Depend upon it in the time when there 

' i ]j ve ogres, in real caverns or castles, gobbling up real 
)"' r lt virgins, when they went into the world—the neighhour- 
in'' in u'ket-town, let us say, or carl’s castle-tho.igh their nature 
n ivnutat-ion were pretty well known, their notorious foibles were 
‘ ‘ . .liudcd to You would say, “What, Blimdcrhore, my hoy ! 
H.rtv ,io vou do? How well and fresh you look! Whats the 
p o int you have for keeping so young and rosy . And yom wife 
, v „ u l',| S1 ,ftly ask after Mrs. Blunderbore and the dear children Oi 
,1 would he, “Mv dear lluniguftin ! try that pork. It is home 
t.nd, home-fed, and, I promise you, tender. Tell me if you think 
it i, ns .mod as yours 1 John, a glass ot burgundy to Colonel 
llumgntliu ! ” You don’t suppose there would he any unpleasant 
allusions to disagreeable home-reports regarding Huniguihn s manner 
of furnishing his larder ? I say we all of us know ogres. W e 
shako hands and dine with ogres. And if inconvenient moralists 
nil us we are cowards for our pains, we turn round with a tv quoque, 
or sav that we don’t meddle with other folk’s affairs ; that people 
arc much less black than they are painted, and so on. W Hat . 
Won't, half the county go to Ogreluim Castle? Won t some of t ic 
clcr rv sav grace at dinner? Won’t the mothers bring their daughter 
to dance with the young Rawlieads? Ami if Lady Ogrcham happens 
to die - I won’t say to go the way of all flesh, that is too revolting 
-1 sav if Ogrcham is a widower, do you aver, on your conscience 
nin 1 honour, that mothers will not be found to offer their young girls 
to supply the lamented lady’s place? How stale this misanthropy 
is ! Something must have disagreed with this cynic. Yea, my 
good woman. I daresay you would like to call another subject. 
Yes. mv line fellow; ogre at home, supple as a dancing-master 
abroad, and shaking in thy pumps, and wearing a horrible gun ot 
.-bin gaiety to conceal thy terror, lest I should point thee “ u • 
tin»u art prosperous and honoured, art thou? I sa y 10U * tis , 

•i tyrant, and a robber. Thou hast plundered the poor. ihou lia. 
bullied the weak. Thou hast laid violent hands on the goods ot tl . 
iiiiiDi-cnt and confiding. Thou hast made a prey ot 1 it nit e ' 

-tut lo who asked for thy protection. Thou hast been banl to tl y 
kinsfolk, and cruel to tliv family. Go, monster! All, when felia 
bttlc Jack come and drill daylight through thy wmked tanniba 
'•amass ] I 8Ce t lie ogre pass on, bowing right and left t5 the com 
1'uuy ; and be gives a dreadful sidelong glance of suspicion as He is 
talking to my Lord Bishop in the corner there. 
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Ogres in our days licoil not lie giants at all. In former 
and in children's books, whore it is necessary to paint your niurd 
in such large letters that there can be no mistake about it, (W k 
are made with that enormous mouth and ratdier which you kim 
of, and with which they can swallow down a baby, almost with,,!,; 
using that great knife which they always carry. They arc t, 
cunning nowadays. They go about in society, slim, small, qui.tlv 
dressed, and showing no especially great appetite. In my ,,\vi. 
young days there used to be play ogres—men who would demur. 
young fellow in one sitting, and leave him without a bit of tied 
bis bones. They were quite gentlemanlike-looking people. 'I'Lu- 
got the young fellow into their cave. Champagne, patsbde fairgras, 
and numberless good tilings, were banded about; and then, Imving 
eaten, the young man was devoured in bis turn. I believe tlu> 
card and dice ogres have died away almost as entirely as the hasty 
pudding giants whom Tom Thumb overcame. Now, there ar< 
ogres in City courts who lure you into their dens. About k 
Cornish mines I am told there are many most plausible ogres, «h 
tempt you into their caverns and pick your bones there, lii a 
certain newspaper there used to bo lately a whole column of ailvu 
tisements from ogres who would put on the most plausible, nay. 
piteous appearance, in order to inveigle their victims. You 
read, “ A tradesman, established for seventy years in the City, an! 
known and much respected by Messrs. N. M. Rothschild and Batin: 
Brothers, has pressing need for three pounds until next Saturday. 
He can give security for half a million, and forty thousand p'iiu'1' 
will be given for the use of the loan,” and so on; or, “An inllucii- 
tial body of capitalists are about to establish a company, ot "hi' 11 
the business will be enormous and the profits proportionately p" 
digious. They will require a secretary, of good address aii'i 
appearance, at a salary of two thousand per annum. He need a 
be, able to write, but address and manners are absolutely nerrssiu.' 
As a mark of confidence in the company, lie will have to deposit 
&r. ; or, “ A young widow (of pleasing manners and appemnn e 
who has a pressing necessity for four pounds ten for three wo k- 
offers her Braid's grand piano valued at three hundred guineas, 
diamond cross of eight hundred pounds j and board anil lodge- 1 
her elegant villa near Banbury Cross, with the best references aio 


society, in return for the loan.” I suspect these people are mm 
There arc ogres and ogres. Polyphemus was a great, tall, one 
notorious ogre, fetching his victims out of a hole, and god> 111 - 
them one, after another. There could be no mistake about 


But so were the Sirens ogres—pretty blue-eyed tilings, peeping;- 
you coaxingly from out of the water, and singing their incdouw 11 - 
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l l(V( || l , S ; i And the hones round their caves were mure numerous 
t )n> r it>s skulls, and thigh-bones round the cavern of hulking 


l 11 iv/. 

fn the castle-gates of some of these monsters up rides the dapper 
(i | |;ll|l j l j (l n of the pen; pulls boldly upon the horn which hangs by 
t | ]t , r ii ; ,in ; enters the hall resolutely, and challenges the big tyrant 
Milkin',’ within. We defy him to combat, the enormous roaring 
nitliaii! We give him a meeting on the green plain before his 
,,. 1S |i,. t (been 1 No wonder it should be green : it is manured with 
In,,,,m, bones. After a few graceful wheels and curvets, we take our 
jo,ml We stoop over our saddle. Tis but to kiss the locket of 
nnr lady-love’s hair. And now the vizor is up: the lance is in 
list, (Cillott’s iron is the point for me). A touch of the spur in 
tin' gallant sides of Pegasus, and we gallop at the great brute. 

“(hit off his ugly head, Flibbertigibbet, my squire!” And 
wim are these who pour out of the castle? the imprisoned maidens, 
.tlie maltreated widows, the poor old hoary grandfathers, who have 
liirti locked up in the dungeons these scores and scores of years, 
writhing under the tyranny of that ruffian! Ah, ye knights of the 
jn*n 1 May honour be your shield, and truth tip your lances! Be 
gentle to all gentle people. Be modest to women. Be tender to 
vn. And as for the Ogre Humbug, out sword and have at 




316 


ROUNDABOUT PAPERS 


ON TWO ROUNDABOUT PAPERS WHICH / 
INTENDED TO WRITE* 


W E have all heard of a place paved with good intentions _ 
a place which I take to be a very dismal, useless, ami un¬ 
satisfactory terminus for many pleasant thoughts, kindly 
fancies, gentle wishes, merry little quips and pranks, harmless jokes 
which die as it were the moment of their birth. Poor little children 
of the brain ! lie was a dreary theologian who huddled you under 
such a melancholy cenotaph, and laid you in the vaults under tin 
flagstones of Hades ! I trust that some of the best actions we Imve 
all of us committed in our lives have been committed in fancy. It 
is not all wickedness we are thinking, que <liable ! Sonic of uur 
thoughts are bad enough I grant you. Many a one you and 1 have 
had here below. Ah mercy, what a monster! what crooked horns! 
what leering eyes ! what a flaming mouth ! what cloven feet, and 
what a hideous writhing tail! Oh, let us fall down on our knees, 
repeat our most potent exorcisms, and overcome the brute. Spread 
your black pinions, fly — fly to the dusky realms of Eblis, ami bury 
thyself under the paving-stones of his hall, dark genic ! lint nU: 
thoughts are not so. No—no. There are the pure : there arc the 
kind: there are the gentle. There are sweet unspoken thank' 
before a fair scene of nature : at a sunsetting below a glorious sea: 
or a moon and a host of stars shining over it: at a bunch of children 
playing in the street, or a group of flowers by the hedge-side, ora 
bird singing there. At a hundred moments or occurrences ot tire 
day good thoughts pass through the mind, let us trust, which never 
are spoken ; prayers are made which never are said ; and Te jMtw 
is sung without church, clerk, choristers, parson, or organ. Win- 
there’s my enemy: who got the place I wanted; who maligned imj 
to the woman I wanted to be well with ; who supplanted me in d |C 
good graces of my patron. I don’t say anything about the matter: 

* Tho following paper was written in 1801 , after the extraordinary 
between Major Murray and tho money-lender in a house in Northumhcrl.a- 
Street, Strand, and subsequent to tho appearance of M. Du Chaillu’s hook - 
Gorillas. 
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t m v poor old enemy, in my secret mind I have movements of 
tender charity towards you, you old scoundrel, as ever I had 
when we were, boys together at school. You ruffian ! do you fancy I 
'' K , et t ] m t, we were fond of each other ? We are still. We share our 
,'jfv • go halves at the tuck-shop ; do each other’s exercises ; prompt 
'uh other with the word in construing or repetition ; and tell the 
|‘ iost frightful fibs to prevent eac.li other from being found out. We 
Illir i ,, :ir h other in public. Ware a fight! Get them into different 
rH ,,f the room ! Our friends hustle round us. Capulct and 
Montague tire not more at odds than the houses of Roundabout and 
Wright about, let us say. It is, “ My dear Mrs. Buffer, do kindly 
put yourself in the chair between those two men !” Or, “My dear 
Wrightahout, will you take that charming Lady Blancmange down 
to supper 1 She adores your poems; and gave five shillings for 
your autograph at the fancy fair.” In like manner the peacemakers 
gather round Roundabout on his part: he is carried to a distant 
Corner, and coaxed out of the way of the enemy with whom he is 
at feud. 

When we meet in the Square at Verona, out flash rapiers, and 
we fall to. But in his private mind Tybalt owns that Mercutio 
lias a rare wit, and Mercutio is sure that his adversary is a gallant 
gentleman. Look at the amphitheatre yonder. You do not suppose 
those gladiators who fought and perished, as hundreds of spectators 
in that grim Circus held thumbs down, and cried, “Kill, kill!”— 
you do not suppose the combatants of necessity hated each other 1 
Xo more than the celebrated trained bands of literary sword-and- 
1 'tickler men hate the adversaries whom they meet in the arena. 
They engage at the given signal; feint and parry; slash, poke, rip 
each other open, dismember limbs, and hew off noses: but in the 
"ay of business, and, I trust, with mutual private esteem. For 
instance, [ salute the warriors of the Superfine Company with the 
honours due among warriors. Here’s at you, Spartacus, my lad. 
A hit, I acknowledge. A palpable hit! Ha! how do you like 
bait poke in the eye in return? When the trumpets sing truce, 
r the spectators are tired, we bow to the noble company : with- 
'haw ; and get a cool glass of wine in onr rendezvous des braves 
'.^"'hnleurs. 

By the way, I saw that amphitheatre of Verona under the 
strange light of a lurid eclipse some years ago : and I have been 
them in spirit for these twenty lines past, under a vast gusty 
awning, now with twenty thousand fellow-citizens looking on from 
the benches, now in the circus itself, a grim gladiator with sword 
and net, or a meek martyr—was I?—brought out to be gobbled up 
the lions? or a huge, shaggy, tawny lion myself, on whom the 
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dogs wore going to ho set? Wliat a day of excitement I have li„j 
to be sure ! But [ must get away from Verona, or who knows In * 
much farther the Roundabout Pegasus may carry me ! 

We were saying, my Muse, before we dropped and perched,« 
earth for a couple of sentences, that our unsaid words were in sun,,, 
limbo or other, as real as those we have uttered ; that the thoughts 
which have passed through our brains are as actual as any to whirl, 
our tongues and pens have given currency. For instance, besid.- 
what is here hinted at, I have thought ever so much more «hjg 
Verona: about an early Christian church I saw there; about * 
great disli of rice we had at the inn ; about the bugs there; abor.t 
ever so many more details of that day’s journey from Milan t 
Venice ; about Lake Garda, which lay on the way from Milan, aid 
wo forth. I say what fine things wo have thought of, haven’t»>. 
all of us ? Ah, what a line tragedy that was I thought of, aid 
never wrote! On the day of the dinner of the Oystcrmongre 
Company, what a noble speech I thought of in the cab, and Im* 
down—I don’t mean the cab, but the speech. Ah, if you could 
but read some of the unwritten Roundabout papers — how ja« 
would he amused! Aha! my friend, I catch you saying, “Weil 
then, I wish this s' was unwritten with all my heart.” Very g»»l. 
I owe you one. I do confess a hit, a palpable hit. 

One day in the past month, as I was reclining on the bem li u 
thought, with that ocean the Time* newspaper spread before mo 
the ocean cast up on the shore at my feet two famous subjects |..r 
Roundabout Papers, and I picked up those waifs, and trcauiiM 
them away until I could polish them and bring them to market. 
That scheme is not to be carried out. I can’t write about tic*- 
subjects. And though I cannot write about them, 1 may surely 
tell what are the subjects I am going not to write about. 

The first was that Northumberland Street encounter, which all 
the papers have narrated. Have any novelists of our days a 
and catastrophe more strange and terrible than this which ori'in- 
at noonday within a few yards of the greatest thoroughfare m 
Europe? At the theatres they have a new name for their mrl" 
dramatic pieces, and call them ‘‘Sensation Dramas.” M hat a 
sensation drama this is ! What have people boon flocking to s " 
at the Adelphi Theatre for the last hundred and fifty nights I A 
woman pitched overboard out of a boat, and a certain Miles tukin-' 
a tremendous “header,” and bringing her to shore? Bagatelle- 
What is this compared to the real life-drama, of which a midda; 
representation takes place just opposite the Adelphi in Northuiu 
bcrland Street? The brave Dumas, the intrepid Ainsworth, 1 " 
terrible Eughne Sue, the eold-shudder-inspiring “Woman in V\ Inti- 
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t j„, astounding author of the “ Mysteries of the Court of London,” 
invented anything more tremendous than this. It might have 
happened to you and me. We want to borrow a little money. We 
directed to an agent. We propose a pecuniary transaction at a 
short date. He goes into the next room, as we fancy, to get the 
hank-notes, and returns with “two very pretty delicate little ivory- 
handled pistols,” and blows a portion of our heads off. After this, 
u hat is the use of being squeamish about the probabilities and possi¬ 
bilities in the writing of fiction'! Years ago I remember making 
merry over a play of Dumas, called “ Kean,” in which the “ Coal- 
liole Tavern ” was represented on the Thames, with a fleet of pirate- 
hips moored alongside. Pirate-ships? Why not? What a cavern 
of terror was this in Northumberland Street, with its splendid 
furniture covered with dust, its empty bottles, in the midst of 
which sits a grim “agent,” amusing himself by firing pistols, aiming 
;it the mieonscious mantelpiece, or at the heads of his customers ! 

After this, what is not possible? It is possible llnngerford 
.Market is mined, and will explode some day. Mind how you go 
in for a penny ice unawares. “ Pray step this way,” says a quiet 
person at the door. You enter—into a kick-room :—a quiet room ; 
rather a dark room. “Pray take your place in a chair.” And she 
joes to feteh the penny ice. Mallceureux ! The chair sinks down 
"ith you—sinks, and sinks, and sinks—a large wet flannel suddenly 
'iivrlups your face and throttles you. Need we say any more? 
Alter Northumberland Street, what is improbable? Surely there is 
no ililiieulty in crediting Bluebeard. 1 withdraw my last month’s 
'pitiions about ogres. Ogres? Why not? I protest I have seldom 
contemplated anything more terribly ludicrous than this “agent” 
in the dingy splendour of liia den, surrounded by dusty ormolu and 
piles ot empty bottles, firing pistols for his diversion at the mantel- 
piece until his clients come in ! Is pistol-practice so common in 
A'litliiiniherland Street, that it passes without notice in the Iodging- 
hoilses there? 

Mi- spake anon of good thoughts. About bad thoughts? Is 
t a-re some Northumberland Street chamber in your heart and mine, 
tneml : (s 0 pi le ev ery-day street of life : visited by daily friends : 

'ailed by people on business ; in which affairs are transacted; jokes 
"ftered ; wine is drunk; through which people come and go; 
u ':' s and children pass ; and in which murder sits unseen until the 
.‘ ,|n lll! moment when he rises up and kills? A farmer, say, has 
' ,lV,;r the mantelpiece in his room where he sits at his daily 
s ,f , . ! "" 1 rest: caressing his children, joking with his friends, 
,lis pipe in his calm. One night the gun is taken down : 
tinner goes out: and it is a murderer who conies back and 
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puts the piece up and drinks by that fireside. Was lie a murderer 
yesterday, when lie was tossing the baby on his knee, and when Hr 
hands were playing with his little girl’s yellow hair ? Yesterdav 
there was no blood on them at all; they were shaken by honest 
men : have done many a kind act in their time very likely. jp 
leans his head on one of them, the wife comes in with her anxiy lS 
looks of welcome, the children are prattling as they did yesterday 
round the father’s knee at the fire, and Cain is sitting by the emWi 
and Abel lies dead on the moor. Think of the gulf between non 
and yesterday. Oh, yesterday ! Oh, the days when those two 
loved each other and said their prayers side by side ! He goes fa 
sleep, perhaps, and dreams that his brother is alive. Bo true, 0 
dream i Let him live in dreams, and wake no more. Be undone. 
O crime, O crime ! But the sun rises : and the officers of conscience 
come : and yonder lies the body on the moor. I happened to pass, 
and looked at the Northumberland Sti'cet house the other day. A 


few loiterers were gazing up at the dingy windows. A plain ordinary 
face of a house enough—and in a chamber in it one man suddenly 
rose up, pistol in hand, to slaughter another. Have you ever killed 
any one in your thoughts 1 Has your heart compassed any man'* 
death ? In your mind, have you ever taken a brand from the altar, 
and slain your brother 1 How many plain ordinary faces of in. a 
do we look at, unknowing of murder behind those eyes'! Lneky 
for you and me, brother, that we have good thoughts unspoki-ii. 
But the bad ones'? I tell yon that the sight of those blank wind.'«- 
in Northumberland Street—through which, as it were, my Jniml 
could picture the awful tragedy glimmering behind—set me think¬ 
ing, “ Mr. Street-Preacher, here is a text for one of your pavement 
sermons. But it is too glum and serious. You eschew dark 
thoughts : and desire to lie cheerful and merry in the main.” Ami 
such being the ease, you see we must have no Roundabout Kssay 


on tliis subject. 

Well, I had another arrow in my quiver. (So, you know, had 
William Toll a bolt for his son, the apple of his eye ; and a ? h :iU 
for Gesslcr, in case William came to any trouble with the tr-t 
poor little target.) And this, I must tell you, was to have ben 
a rare Roundabout performance—one of tire very best that lie 
ever appeared in this series. It was to have contained all 111 
deep pathos of Addison ; the logical precision of Rabelais : tm 
childlike playfulness of Swift ; the manly stoicism of Sterne : tb 
metaphysical depth of Goldsmith ; the blushing modesty ot L rl1 
ing; the epigrammatic terseness of Walter Scott; the uproarm® 
humour of Sam Richardson ; and the gay simplicity of Sain Johni- 011 ’ 
—it was to have combined all these qualities, with some excellence 
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(• modern writers whom I could name :—but circumstances have oc- 
o, rlC il which have rendered this Roundabout Essay also impossible. 

1 have not the least objection to tell you what was to have 
I n the subject of that other admirable Roundabout Paper. 
Gracious powers ! the Dean of St. Patrick’s never had a better 
theme. The paper was to have been on the Gorillas, to be sure. 
I was going to imagine myself to be a young surgeon-apprentice 
(nun Charleston, in South Carolina, who 'ran away to Cuba on 
account of unhappy family circumstances, with which nobody has 
the least concern ; who sailed thence to Africa in a large roomy 
schooner with an extraordinary vacant space between decks. I 
was subject to dreadful ill-treatment from the first mate of the 
ship, who, when I found she was a slaver, altogether declined to 
put me on shore. I was chased—we were chased—by three British 
iri cates ami a seventy-four, which wo engaged and captured ; but 
wore obliged to scuttle and sink, as we could sell them in no 
African port; and I never shall forget the look of manly resigna¬ 
tion, combined with considerable disgust, of the British Admiral as 
he walked the plank, after cutting off his pigtail, which he handed 
to me, and which I still have in charge for his family at Boston, 
Lincolnshire, England. 

We made the port of Bpoopoo, at the confluence of the Bungo 
ami Sgglulo rivers (which you may see in Swammerdahl’s map) 
"it the 31st April last year. Our passage had been so extraordi¬ 
narily rapid, owing to the continued drunkenness of the captain 
and chief officers, by which I was obliged to work the ship and 
take her in command, that we reached Bpoopoo six weeks before 
we were expected, and five before the Caffres from the interior and 
troni the great slave depot at Zbabblo were expected. Their delay 
au-cil us not a little discomfort, because, though we had taken 
tiic lour English ships, we knew that Sir Byam Martin’s iron-cased 
-'IHadron, with the Warrior, the Impregnable, the Sanconiathon, 
""1 the Herosus, were cruising in the neighbourhood, and might 
I'ruve t°o much for us. 

It not only became necessary to quit Bpoopoo before the arrival 

t le Irtish fleet or the rainy season, but to get our people on 
Nl '>m as soon as might be. While the chief mate, with a detach- 
nait of seamen, hurried forward to the Pgogo lake, where we 
' M’Mt d ;l considerable part of our cargo, the second mate, with 
n\v ' t '" U c * lieis ’ King Fbumbo, an Obi man, and myself, went 
^ *'- v " towards King Mtoby’s-town, where we knew many 

\Vf!' r " s ot our between-deck passengers were to bo got together. 
i r |ij " 1-11 1 down the Pdodo river, shooting snipes, ostriches, and 

'om-rns in plenty, and I think a few elephants, until, by the 

X 
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advice of a guide, who I now believe was treacherous, wo , 
induced to leave the Pdodo and inarch N.E. by N.N. Here I 
tenant Larkins, who had persisted in drinking rum from nmn 
to night, and thrashing me in his sober moments during the % 
journey, died, and I have too good reason to know was eaten \ 
much relish by the natives. At Mgoo, where there are barran 
and a depot for our cargo, we had no news of our expected fc.j, 
accordingly, as time pressed exceedingly, parties were despatch- 
advance towards the great Washaboo lake, by which the cuv- 
usually come towards the coast. Here we found no caravan, 
only four negroes, down with the ague, whom I treated, I 
bound to say, unsuccessfully, whilst we waited for our frit- 
We used to take watch and watch in front of the place, l«>tj 
guard ourselves from attack, and get early news of the appnwg 
caravan. 

At last, on the 2.3rd September, as I was in advance 
Charles Rogers, second mate, and two natives with bows 
arrows, we were crossing a great plain skirted by a forest, 
saw emerging from a ravine what I took to lie three lirgroe 
very tall one, one of a moderate size, and one quite little. 

Our native guides shrieked out some words in their laujn 
of which Charles Rogers knew something. I thought it was 
advance of the negroes whom we expected. “No!” said Hi 
(who swore dreadfully in conversation), “it is the Gorillas' 
lie fired both barrels of his gun, bringing down the little one 
and the female afterwards. 

The male, who was untouched, gave a howl that you n 
have heard a league off; advanced towards us as if he would m 
us, and then turned and ran away with inconceivable cel 


towards the wood. 

We went up towards the fallen brutes. The little one k 
female appeared to he about two years old. It lay hleatm." 
moaning on the ground, stretching out its little bauds, with ' 
ments and looks so strangely resembling human, that my 
sickened with pity. The female, who had been shot through 
legs, could not move. She howled most hideously when I appro; 
the little one. 

“ We must bo off,” said Rogers, “ or tlie whole Gorilla 
may he down upon us.” “The little one is only shot in the 
I said. “ I’ll bind the limb up, and we will carry the beast 
us on board.” 


The poor little wretch held up its leg to show it was " o11 
and looked to me with appealing eyes. It lay quite still " 
looked for and found the bullet, and, tearing off a piece ot m> 
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, ( j >( | U p the wound. I was so occupied in this business that I 

P' aiv'hoard Rogers cry “ Run ! run ! ” and when I looked up- 

' 'when I looked up, with a roar the most horrible I ever heard 
__ ro:ir ? ten thousand roars—a whirling army of dark beings 
by me. Rogers, who had bullied me so frightfully during 
II ,■ voyage, and who had encouraged my fatal passion for play, so 
Hut ] own 1 owed him 1500 dollars, was overtaken, felled, brained, 
nil torn into ten thousand pieces ; and I daresay the same fate 
irmihl have fallen on me, but that the little Gorilla, whose wound 
[ hail dressed, flung its arms round my neck (their arms, you know, 
ire mui'h longer than ours). And when an immense grey Gorilla, 
ijth hardly any teeth, brandishing the trunk of a gollybosh-tree 
i)h, ut sixteen feet long, came up to mo roaring, the little one 
iijiicaked out something plaintive, which, of course, I could not 
mdrrstund ; on which suddenly the monster flung down his tree, 
»iuattcd down on his huge hams by the side of the little patient, 
ind began to bellow and weep. 

And now, do you see whom I had rescued? I had rescued the 


ruling Prince of the Gorillas, who was out walking with his nurse 
ind footman. The footman had run off to alarm his master, and 
mainly I never saw a footman run quicker. The whole army of 
■ ; " n, lns rushed forward to rescue their prince, and punish his 
wiuics. If the King Gorilla’s emotion was great, fancy wlmt the 
(inmi s must have been when she came up ! She arrived, on a 
ini-r, neatly enough made with wattled branches, on which she 
w. with her youngest child, a prince of three weeks old. 

fly little profe'i/e, with the wounded leg, still persisted in 


iii-'cmg me with its arms (I think I mentioned that they are longer 
■nil those dI men in general), and as the poor little brute was 
’miien-scly heavy, and the Gorillas go at a prodigious pace, a, litter 
' ,1,> for us likewise; and my thirst much refreshed by a 

"'tninn (the same domestic who had given the alarm) running 
•itW over hand up a cocoa-nut tree, tearing the rinds off, breaking 
11 •‘•hell on his head, and handing me the fresh milk in its cup. 
> ’ttie patient partook of a little, stretching out Ins dear little 
foo|| with which, or with its hand, a Gorilla can help 
(O indiscriminately. Relays of large Gorillas relieved each other 
a litters at intervals of twenty minutes, as I calculated by my 
^ ’ " ,l0 "I Jones and Bates’s, of Boston, Mass., though I have 
!,i' f ! , e to this day to ascertain how these animals calculate 

ii'ler— _ ' Sn< '' 1 sur Prising accuracy. Wo slept for that night 


f 


l|[|W > you see, we arrive at really the most interesting part 
'■' Mvels in the country which I intended to visit, viz. the 
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manners and habits of the Gorillas chez enx. I give the heads <■ 
this narrative only, the full .account being suppressed fora K aVi' 
which shall presently be given. The heads, then, of the 
are briefly as follows :— " , 

The author’s arrival in the Gorilla country. Its geoqmplff 
position. Lodgings assigned to him up a gum-tree. Qmk -,t 
attachment of the little Prince. His Iloyal Highness’s gmtitvk 
Anecdotes of his wit, playfulness, and extraordinary prwA>% 
Am offered a portion of poor Larkins for my supper, but (/«■/,>, 
with horror. Footman brings me a young crocodile: fshv, 1/ 
very palatable. Old crocodiles too tough : ditto rhinoceros, fio 
the Queen Mother—-an enormous old Gorilla, quite white. In¬ 
scribe for her Majesty. Meeting of Gorillas at what appum i 
parliament amongst them: presided ova• by old Gorilla in am 
nut-fibre wig. Their sports. Their customs. A privileged dm 
amongst them. Extraordinary likeness of Gorillas to people it 
home, both at Charleston, S.C., my native place; and Lomh. 
England, which I have visited. Flat-nosed Gorillas and Uv- 
nosed Gorillas ; their ha tred, a nd. wa rs bet ween them. In a pin 
of the country (pits geographical position described ) I sec 
negroes under Gorilla domination. Well treated by their mud ». 
Frog-eating Gorillas across the Salt, Lake. Pull-headed fiWi# 
—-their mutual hostility. Green Island Gorillas. More qmttf- 
some than the Bull-heads, and howl much louder. I amodA 
to attend one of the princesses. Evident partiality of II.JUI.F 
me. Jealousy and rage of large red-headed Gorilla. How fr 
I escape ? 

Ay, how indeed 1 Do you wish to know 1 Is your curios:; 
excitedl Well, I do know how I escaped. I could tell the mo 
extraordinary adventures that happened to me. I could show y- 
resemblances to people at home, that would make them blue wu 
rage and you crack your sides with laughter. . . . And what i 
the reason I cannot- write this paper, having all the loots betoi 
me? The reason is, that walking down Saint James Street JO' 1 * 
day, I met a friend who says to me, “ Roundabout, my b°. v > ll9 ' 
you seen your picture? Here it is !” And he pulls out a portnii 
executed in photography, of your humble servant, as an i |llMleI1 
and most unpleasant-featured baboon, with long hairy hands, a- 
called by the waggish artist “ A Literary Gorilla.” 0 horro 
And now you see why I can’t play off' this joke niyselt, - l 
moralise on the fable, as it has been narrated already de me. 
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T HE group of dusky children of the captivity on the next 
page is copied out of a little sketch-book which I carried in 
many a roundabout journey, and will point a moral as well 
j S aiiy other sketch in the volume. The drawing was made in 
:i country where there was such hospitality, friendship, kindness, 
-how n to the humble designer, that his eyes do not care to look out 
tor limits, or his pen to note them. How they sang; how they 
l.mriicd and grinned; how they scraped, bowed, and complimented 
you and each other, those negroes of the cities of the Southern parts 
of the then United States! My business kept me in the towns; 
i was hut in one negro-plantation village, and there were only 
women and little children, the men being out afield. But there 
w.is plenty of cheerfulness in the huts, under the great trees—I 
rpak of wlmt I saw—and amidst the dusky bondsmen of the cities. 
1 witnessed a curious gaiety; heard amongst the black folk endless 
•cndiig, slamting, and laughter ; and saw on holidays black gentlc- 
and ladies arrayed in such splendour and comfort as freeborn 
" "kliicn in our towns seldom exhibit. What a grin and bow that 
l -uk gentleman performed, who was the porter at the colonel’s, 
"Inn he said, “you write your name, mas’r, else I will forgot.” I 
;u " n,, t g"ing into the slavery question; I am not an advocate for 
hie institution,” as I know, madam, by that angry toss of your 
ri»u arc about to declare me to be. For domestic purposes, 
"d dear lady, it seemed to me about the dearest institution that 
raM devised. In a house in a Southern city you will find fifteen 
negroes doing the work which John, the cook, the housemaid, and 
V* ^j'> do perfectly in your own comfortable London house. And 
tl . lt>e fifteen negroes are the pick of a family of some eighty or 
i.inetc : twenty are too sick, or too old for work, let us say ; twenty 
** Quinsy; twenty are too young, and have to he nursed and 
atc.lied by ten more.* And master has to maintain the immense 

H'is wus nn account given by a gentleman at Richmond of his establish- 
H f S,x European servants would have kept his house and stables well. 
airn ’ he said, “ barely sufficed to maintain the negroes residing on it. 
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crew to do the work of half-a-dozeu willing hands. No, no: 
Mitchell, the exile from poor dear enslaved Ireland, wish for a ail '. 
of “ fat niggers”; I would as soon you should make me a present 
of a score of Bengal elephants, when I need but a single stout h„ r ., 
to pull my brougham. 

How hospitable they were, those Southern men ! In the North 
itself the welcome was not kinder, as I, who have eaten Northern 
and Southern salt can testify. As for New Orleans, in gprin;. 
time,—just when the orchards were Hashing over with peaci ; - 



blossoms, and the sweet herbs came to flavour the julep^ 
seemed to me the city of the world whore you can eat aim | U 
the most and suffer the least. At Bordeaux itself, claret 
better to drink than at New Orleans. It was all good helieu • 
expert Robert—from the half-dollar Medoc of the public hotc ^ 
to the private gentleman’s choicest wine. Claret is, somehow, 
in that gifted place at dinner, at supper, and at breakfast 
morning. It is good: it is superabundant—and there is 11 j 
to pay. Find me speaking ill of such a country ! ^ heu 
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on? pi '/'' 1 s ea/nju's : smother mo in a desert, or let Mississippi 
or (timnne' drown me! At that comfortable tavern on Pontchar- 
j u w „ had a bouillabaisse than which a better was never eaten at 
Marseilles : and not the least headache in the morning, I give you 
‘,v word ; on the contrary, you only wake with a sweet refreshing 
ihirst for claret and water. They say there is fever there in the 
mtnmn : but not in the spring-time, when the peach-blossoms blush 
„ v ,. r the orchards, and the sweet herbs come to fla vour the juleps. 

[ was bound from New Orleans to Saint Louis ; and our walk 
«;is constantly on the Levee, whence we could see a hundred of 
those huge white Mississippi steamers at their moorings in the 
nver: ‘' Look,” said my friend Lochlomond to me, as we stood 
one day on the quay—“ look at that post ! Look at that coffee¬ 
house In-hind it! Sir, last year a steamer blew up in the river 
\under, just where you see those men pulling off in a boat. By 
that post where you are standing a mule was cut in two by a frag¬ 
ment of the hurst machinery, and a bit of the chimney-stove in 
that tirst-floor window of the coffee-house killed a negro who was 


cleaning knives in the top room!” I looked at the post, at the 
I'oilee-lioiise window, at the steamer in which I was going to 
embark, at my friend, with a pleasing interest not divested of 
melancholy. Yesterday it was the mule, thinks I, who was cut 
in two: it may he eras mild. Why, in the same little sketch- 
h""k there is a drawing of an Alabama river steamer which blew 
up on the very next voyage after that in which your humble 
I'vant, was on board ! Hail I but waited another week, I might 
' 1:IV| - These incidents give a queer zest to the voyage down 

tlie lile stream in America. When our huge, tall, white, pasteboard 
r;i< tle uf a steamer began to work up stream, every limb in her 
' teased, and groaned, and quivered, so that you might fancy she 
«"uld 1 mrsfc right off. Would she hold together, or would she 
'pdt into ten millions of shivers? O my home and children! 
^ ""hi your humble servant’s body be cut in two across yonder 


' Wlu 011 the Levee, or be precipitated into yonder first-floor, so 
4 ' to damage the chest of a black man cleaning boots at the 
"iiwlow ? The black man is safe for me, thank goodness. But 
s . f '° the little accident mu/kt have happened. It has happened ; 
. ’t to a mule, why not to a more docile animal ? On our 
J? ul !"■>: U P the Mississippi, I give, you my honour we were on fire 
times, and burned our cook-room down. The deck at night 
*',*? a % great firework—the chimney spouted myriads of stars, 
'a h fell blackening on our garments, sparkling on to the deck, or 
Ornnhig i n t 0 the mighty stream through which we laboured—the 
P'-fitv yellow stream with all its snags. 
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How I kept up my courage through these dangers shall now i, 
narrated. The excellent landlord of the “Saint Charles Hotel" 
when I was going away, begged me to accept two bottles of 
very finest Cognac, with his compliments; and I found them in i m - 
state-room with my luggage. Lochlomoud came to see me off, aij 
as ho squeezed my hand at parting, “Roundabout,” says he, “the 
wine mayn’t be very good on board, so I have brought a dozen-ctse 
of the M&loc which you liked ; ” and we grasped together the lmnds 
of friendship and farewell. Whose boat is this pulling up to the 
ship 1 It is our friend Glenlivat, who gave us the dinner on Lake 
Pontchartrain. “Roundabout,” says lie, “we have tried t<> 4 
what we could for you, my boy; and it lias been done cle bon atm? 
(1 detect a kind tremulousness in the good fellow’s voice as lie 
speaks). “ I say—hem !—the a—tlie wine isn’t too good on 
board, so I’ve brought you a dozen of Medoc for your voyage, you 
know. And God bless you ; and when I come to London in May 
I shall come and see you. Hallo! here’s Johnson come to see 
you off, too ! ” 

As I am a miserable sinner, when Johnson grasped my hand, 
he said, “ Mr. Roundabout, you can’t be sure of the wine on board 
these steamers, so I thought I would bring you a little case of that 
light claret which you liked at my house.” Et de trots! X" 
wonder I could face the Mississippi with so much courage supplied 
to me 1 Where are you, honest friends, who gave me of your kind¬ 
ness and your cheer 1 May I be considerably boiled, blown up. 
and snagged, if I speak bard words of you. May claret turn sour 
ere I do ! 


Mounting the stream it chanced that we had very few pas¬ 
sengers. How far is the famous city of Memphis from be® 
Orleans 1 I do not mean the Egyptian Memphis, but the American 
Memphis, from which to the American Cairo we slowly toiled up 
the river—to the American Cairo at the confluence of the Ohio ami 
Mississippi rivers. And at Cairo we parted company from tkc 
boat, and from some famous and gifted fellow-passengers who joined 
us at Memphis, and whose pictures we had seen in many cities »t 
the South. I do not give the names of these remarkable people, 
unless, by some wondrous chance, in inventing a name I shorn 1 
light upon that real one which some of them bore ; but if you P^ 1 ” 
I will say that our fellow-passengers whom wc took in at Meinp 
were no less personages than the Vermont Giant and the fan 1011 : 
Bearded Lady of Kentucky and her son. Their pictures I j 1 ' 1 ' 
seen in many cities through which I travelled with my own lit _ 
performance. I think the Vermont Giant was a trifle taller m ^ 
pictures than he was in life (being represented in the former a--, 
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l^t .some two stories liigli); but the lady’s prodigious heard 
received no more than justice at the hands of the painter; that 
<„ntina of it which I saw being really most black, rich, and curly— 
I sir the portion of beard, for this modest or prudent woman kept 
I don't know how much of the beard covered up with a red hand¬ 
kerchief, from which I suppose it only emerged when she went to 
|, n l, or when she exhibited it professionally. 

The Giant, I must think, was an overrated giant. I have 
known gentlemen, not in the profession, better made, and I should 
,ay taller, than the Vermont gentleman. A strange feeling I used 
to have at meals ; when, on looking round our little society, I saw 
the Giant, the Bearded Lady of Kentucky, the little Bearded Boy 
of three years old, the Captain (this I think; hut tit this distance 
of time I would not like to make the statement on affidavit), and 
the three other passengers, all with their knives in their mouths 
making play at the dinner—a strange feeling I say it was, and as 


though I was in a castle of ogres. But, after all, why so squeamish 1 
A few scores of years back, the finest gentlemen and ladies of 
humpo did the like. Belinda ate with her knife ; and Saceharissa 
hail only that weapon, or a two-pronged fork, or a spoon, for her 
pas. Have you ever looked at Gilray’s print of the Prince of 
bales, a languid voluptuary, retiring after his meal, and noted the 
toothpick which ho uses 1 . . . You are right, madam; I own 
that the subject is revolting and terrible. I will not pursue it. 
"thy- allow that a gentleman, in a shaky steamboat, on a dangerous 
over, in a far-off country, which caught fire three times during the 


voyage-~(of course I mean the steamboat, not the country)—seeing 
a "Will) a voracious supercargo, a bearded lady, and a little boy, not 
tim e years of age, with a chin already quite black and curly, all 
I'iyiiig their victuals down their throats with their knives—-allow, 
tutu lam, that in such a company a man had a right to feel a. little 
iHiyims. I don’t know whether you have ever remarked the 
ndiiiii jugglers swallowing their knives, or seen, as I have, a whole 
Ij °f people performing the same trick ; but if you look at their 
'• c> " lien they do it, I assure you there is a roll in them which is 


■IMIIII. 


A]mvt from this usage, which they practise in common with 
Ilull > thousand most estimable citizens, the Vermont gentleman, 
*' lc Kentucky whiskered lady—or did I say the reverse?— 
" “T'l'ver you like, mv dear sir—were quite quiet, modest, unas- 
r ||' nil U people. She sat working with her needle, if I remember 
f 1 ' lf : ^h', I suppose, slept in the great cabin, which was seventy 
0I1 " at the least, nor, I am bound to say, did I hear in the 
11 any snores or roars, such as you would fancy ought to accom- 
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pany the sleep of ogees. Nay, this giant had quite a small appetite 
(unless, to be sure, he went forward and ate a sheep or two j.. 
private with his horrid knife—oh, the dreadful thought; hut i„ 
public, I say, he had quite a delicate appetite), and was also ., 
teetotaler. I don’t remember to have heard the lady’s voice, thou.l, 
I might, not unnaturally, have been curious to hear it. "Was Ins- 
voice a deep, rich, magnificent bass; or was it soft, lluty, aid 
mild? I shall never know now. Even if she comes to this country. 
I shall never go and see her. I have seen her, and for nothing. 

You would have fancied that as, after all, we were only souk 
half-dozen on board, she might have dispensed with her red band 
kerchief, and talked, and eaten her dinner in comfort: but in cover¬ 
ing her chin there was a kind of modesty. That beard was her 
profession : that beard brought the public to sec her : out of her 
business she wished to put that beard aside as it were : as a barrim r 
would wish to put off his wig. I know some who carry theirs into 
private life, and who mistake you and me for jury-boxes when they 
address us : but these are not your modest barristers, not your trin- 


gentlemen. 

Well, I own I respected the lady for the modesty with which, 
her public business over, she retired into private life. Elio respected 
her life, and her board. That beard having done its day’s work, she 
puts it away in a handkerchief; and becomes, as far as in her lies,a 
private ordinary person. All public men and women of good sense. 
I should think, have this modesty. When, for instance, in niy 
small way, poor Mrs. Brown comes simpering up to me, with her 
album in 011 c hand, a pen in the other, and says, “ Ho, ho, dear -W 
Roundabout, write us one of your amusing,” &c. &c., my beard do g 


behind my handkerchief instantly. Why am I to wag my dun at 
grin for Mrs. Brown’s good pleasure? My dear madam, I have hot' 
making faces all day. It is my profession. I do my comic, hnam*> 
with the greatest pains, seriousness, and trouble: and with it mal-s, 
I hope, a not dishonest livelihood. If you ask Monsieur Dbnidi.i 
to tea, you don’t have a rope stretched from your garret winds" t 1 
the opposite side of the square, and request Monsieur to take his tea 
out on the centre of the rope ? I lay my hand on this waistcoat 
and declare that not once in the course of our voyage together da 
allow the Kentucky Giant to suppose I was speculating "ii 
stature, or the Bearded Lady to surmise that I wished to peep 11,11 u 


the handkerchief which muffled the lower part of her face. 

“And the more fool you,” says some cynic. (Faugh, b'e- 
cynics, I hate ’em ) Don’t you know, sir, that a man ot 
is pleased to have his genius recognised; that a beauty likes to * 
admired; that an actor likes to be applauded; that stout o 
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Wellington himself was pleased, and smiled when the people cheered 
j,i, i: as he 1 Kissed 1 Suppose you had paid some respect ful elegant 
oimplimont to that lady ? Suppose you had asked that giant if, for 
„ lin >, he would take anything at the li<|uor-bar 1 you might have 
learniul a great deal of curious knowledge regarding giants and 
Kanlrd ladies, about whom you evidently now know very little. 
There was that little boy of three years old, with a line beard 
already, and his little legs and arms as seen out of his little frock, 
covered with a dark down. What a queer little capering satyr ! 
lie was quite good-natured, childish, rather solemn. He had a little 
Nerval dress, I remember: the drollest little Norval. 

1 have said the B. L. had another child. Now this was a little 
girl of some six years old, as fair and as smooth of skin, dear madam, 
as yom- own darling cherubs. She wandered about the great cabin 
quite melancholy. No one seemed to care for her. All the family 
affect ions were centred on Master Esau yonder. His little heard 
was beginning to be a little fortune already, whereas Miss liosalha 
v.-is of no good to the family. No one would pay a cent to see her 
little fair face. No wonder the poor little maid was melancholy. 
As l looked at her, I seemed to walk more and more in a fairy tale, 
and more and more in a cavern of ogres. Was this a little fondling 
"koiii they had picked tip in some forest, where, lie the picked hones 
"t die queen her tender mother, and the tough old defunct monarch 
her lather '! No. Doubtless they were quite good-natured people, 
these. I don’t believe they were unkind to the little girl without 
die moustaches. It may have been only tny fancy that she repined 
because she had a cheek no more bearded than a rose’s. 

Would you wish your own daughter, madam, to have a smooth 
d» elg a modest air, and a gentle feminine behaviour, or to he- l 
""" f say a whiskered prodigy, like this Bearded Lady of Kentucky 
dul a masculine wonder, a virago, a female, personage of more than 
female strength, courage, wisdom ! Some authors, who shall he 
nameless, are, I know, accused of depicting the most feeble, brainless, 
namby-pamby heroines, for ever whimpering tears and prattling 
'"imimnplaees. You would have the heroine of your novel so 
beautiful that she should charm the captain (or hero, whoever lie 
!lla y he) with her appearance; surprise and confound the bishop 
"dli her learning ; outride the squire and get the brush, and, when 
d ll from his horse, whip out a lancet and bleed him ; rescue from 
daw and death the poor cottager’s family whom the doctor had 
~' w ‘ti up ; make twenty-one at the butts with the rifle, when the 
captain only scored eighteen; give him twenty in fifty at 
dliards and beat him; and draw tears from the professional Italian 
Kuple by her exquisite performance (of voice and violoncello/ in the 
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eveningI say, if a novelist would be popular with ladies—the 
great novel-readers of the world—this is the sort of heroine 
would carry him through half-a-dozen editions. Suppose 1 ] a | 
asked that Bearded Lady to sing ? Confess, now, miss, you would 
not have been displeased if I had told you that she had a voice like 
Lablache, only ever so much lower. 

My dear, you would like to be a heroine 1 You would like to 
travel in triumphal caravans; to see your effigy placarded on city 
walls; to have your levies attended by admiring crowds, all crying 
out, “Was there ever such a wonder of a woman?” You would 
like admiration ? Consider the tax you pay for it. You would be 
alone were you eminent. Were you so distinguished from your 
neighbours—I will not say by a beard and whiskers, that were 
odious—but by a great and remarkable intellectual superiority— 
would you, do you think, be any the happier? Consider envy. Con¬ 
sider solitude. Consider the jealousy and torture of mind which this 
Kentucky lady must feel, suppose she should hear that there is, lot 
us say, a Missouri prodigy, with a beard larger than hers. Consider 
how she is separated from her kind by the possession of that wonder 
of a beard. When that beard grows grey, how lonely she will Is, 
the poor old thing! If it falls off, the public admiration falls otl 


too; and how she will miss it—the compliments of the trumpeters, 
the admiration of the crowd, the gilded progress of the car. I see 
an old woman alone in a decrepit old caravan, with cobwebs on the 
knocker, with a blistered ensign flapping idly over the door. Wonld 
you like to be that deserted person ? Ah, Ohloc! To be good, t" 
be simple, to be modest, to be loved, be thy lot. Be thankful thou 
art not taller, nor stronger, nor richer, nor wiser than the rest of 
the world! 
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M INE is one of your No. 12 diaries, three shillings cloth 
hoards ; silk limp, gilt edges, threc-and-six ; French morocco, 
tuck ditto, four-and-six. It has two pages, ruled with faint 
linos for memoranda, for every week, and a ruled account at the 
end, for the twelve months from January to December, where you 
may set down your incomings and your expenses. I hope yours, 
my respected reader, are large; that there are many fine round 
sums of figures on each side of the page : liberal on the expenditure 
side, greater still on the receipt. I hope, sir, you will be “a better 


man." as they say, in ’62 than in this moribund ’61, whose career 
"t life is just coming to its terminus. A better man in purse ? in 
body ? in soul’s health? Amen, good sir, in all. Who is there so 
g>od iu mind, body, or estate, but bettering won’t still be. good for 
1dm ! 0 unknown Fate, presiding over next year, if you will give 

me better health, a better appetite, a better digestion, a better 


income, it better temper in ’62 than you have bestowed in ’61, I 
think your servant will be the better for the changes. For instance, I 
“build he the bettor for a new coat. This one, I acknowledge, is very 
"id. flic family says so. My good friend, who amongst us would 
""t be the better if he would give up some old habits ? Yes, yes. 
\uii agree with me. You take the allegory? Alas! at our time 
1,1 life we don’t like to give up those old habits, do we ? It is ill 
change. There is the good old loose easy slovenly bedgown, 
huiuess, for example. What man of sense likes to fling it off and 
1 'Ut on a tight guindd prim dress-coat that pinches him ? There is 
tlle eiw .v wraprascal, self-indulgence—how easy it is ! How warm ! 
flo ' v it always seems to fit! You can walk out in it; you can go 
"" n to dinner in it. You can say of such what Tully says of his 
looks: Pernoctat nobiscum, peregrinat-ur, rusticatur. . It is a little 
s atternly—it is a good deal stained—it isn’t becoming—it smells 
c cigar-smoke ; but, allons done ! let the world call me idle and 
“ °U‘!i. I love my ease better than my neighbour’s opinion. I live 
t0 please myself; not you, Mr. Dandy, with your supercilious airs. 
aiu a philosopher. Perhaps I live ill my tub, and don’t make 
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any other use of it- We won’t pursue further this imsavotirv 

metaphor ; but, with regard to some of your old habits, k; 
say— 

1. The habit of being censorious, and speaking ill „l' v ,m r 
neighbours. 

2. The habit of getting into a passion with your man-servant 
your maid-servant, your daughter, wife, &<•. 

3. The habit of indulging too much at table. 

4. The habit of smoking in the dining-room after dinner. 

5. The habit of spending insane sums of money in /in'r-ti-hw. 
tall copies, binding, Elzevirs, &c. ; ’20 Port, outrageously tin. 
horses, ostentatious entertainments, and what not. Or, 

0. The habit of screwing meanly, when rich, and chuckling over 
the saving of half-a-crown, whilst you are poisoning your iriont 
and family with had wine. 

7. The habit of going to sleep immediately after dinner, instead 
of cheerfully entertaining Mrs. Jones and the family. Or, 

8. Ladies ! The habit of running up bills with the milliners, 
and swindling paterfamilias on the house bills. 

9. The habit of keeping him waiting for breakfast. 

10. The habit of sneering at Mrs. Brown and the Miss Browns, 
because they are not quite du inonrfi;, or quite so genteel a- 
Lady Smith. 

11. The habit of keeping your wretched father up at falls till 
five o’clock in the morning, when lie lias to be at his office at 
eleven. 

12. The habit of fighting with each other, dear Louisa, June. 
Arabella, Amelia, 

13. The habit of ahruy .s ordering John Coachman three-quarter- 
of an hour before you want him. 

Such habits, 1 say, sir or madam, if you have had to note in 
your diary of ’01, I have not the slightest doubt, you will enter 
in your pocket-book of ’62. There are habits Nos. 4 and 7, kr 
example. I am morally sure that some of us will not give up tlw-e 
bad customs, though the women cry out and grumble, and seal'! 
ever so justly. There are habits Nos. 9 and 13. I feel perfectly 
certain, my dear young ladies, that you will continue to keep Jolin 
Coachman waiting ; that you will continue to give the most sati~ 
faetory reasons for keeping him waiting: and as for (9), yo" 
show that you once (on the 1st of April last, let us say) came t>> 
breakfast first, and that you are always first in consequence. 

Yes ; in our ’62 diaries, I fear we may all of us make sonn 
of tlie ’61 entries. There is my friend Freehand, for instance- 
(Aha! Master Freehand, how you will laugh to find yourself here■) 
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j„ in the habit of spending a little, ever so little, more than his 
iin’oim'. He shows you how Mrs. Freehand works, and works 
(;m ,l indeed, Jack Freehand, if you say she is an angel, you don’t 
s: ,v too much of her) ; how they toil, and how they mend, and 
jcitcii. and pinch - and how they can’t live on their means. And 
I very much fear—nay, I will hot him half a bottle of Gladstone 
[I,, per dozen claret—that the account which is a, little on the 
wrung side this year, will be a little on the wrong side in the next 
ensuing year of grace. 

A diary. Dies. Hodic. How queer to read are some of the 
entries in the journal! Here are the records of dinners eaten, and 
-ime the way of flesh. The lights burn blue somehow, and we sit 
Libre the ghosts of victuals. Hark at the dead jokes resurging! 
.Memory greets them with the ghost of a smile. Here are the lists 
of the individuals who have (lined at your own humble tabic. The 
agonies endured before and during those entertainments are renewed, 
and smart again. What a failure that special grand dinner was ! 
Il"'v those dreadful occasional waiters did break the old china ! 
h lint a dismal hash poor Mary, the cook, made of the French dish 
which she would try out of Fmncatelli! How angry Mrs. Pope 
was at not going down to dinner before Mrs. Bishop 1 How 
Triniali-liio sneered at your absurd attempt to give a least ; and 
llarpagmi cried out at your extravagance and ostentation ! How 
bndy Almaek bullied the other ladies in the drawing-room (when 
1111 gentlemen were present) : never asked you back to dinner again : 
li lt Iter card by her footman : and took not the slightest notice of 
y"iii' wife and daughters at Laxly Hustlcby’s assembly ! On the 
"tlicr hand, how easy, cosy, merry, comfortable, those little dinners 


"eie ; got np at one or two days’ notice ; when everybody was 
contented ; the soup as clear as amber; the wine as good as 
Tiinmi.liio’s own ; and the people kept their carriages waiting, and 
"’""I'l not go away till midnight ! 

Along with the catalogue of bygone pleasures, balls, banquets, 
:| ml the like, which the pages record, comes a list of much more 


niipjrtaiit occurrences, and remembrances of graver import. On 
Hays of Dives’s diary are printed notices that “Dividends are 
the Bank.” Let us hope, dear sir, that this announcement 
considerably interests you; in which case, probably, you have no 
•" "‘l of the almanack-maker’s printed reminder. If you look over 
l'""i- Jack Reckless’s note-book, amongst bis memoranda of racing 
, s kiven and taken, perhaps you may read Nabbani’s bill 

1 — Dtli September, £142, 15s. 6d.” Let us trust, as the day has 
kiss^p that the ]jpp| 0 transaction here noted has been satisfactorily 
u miiiated. If you are paterfamilias, and a worthy kind gentle- 
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man, no doubt you have marked down on your register, 
December (say), “ Boys come home.” Ah, how carefully tint 
blessed day is marked in their little calendars ! In my time it Use ,j 
to bo, Wednesday, 13th November, “5 weeks from the holidays-' 
Wednesday, 20th November, “4 weeks from the holidays\m\\\ 
sluggish time sped on, and we came to Wednesday, 18 th 
December. Oh rapture! Do you remember pea-shooters ? I 
think we only had them on going home for holidays from private 
schools—at public schools men are too dignified. And then came 
that glorious announcement, Wednesday, 27th, “Papa took us to 
the pantomime; ” or if not papa, perhaps you condescended to 
to the pit, under charge of the footman. 

That was near the end of the year—-and mamma gave you 
a new pocket-book, perhaps, with a little coin, God bless her, 
in the pocket. And that pocket-book was for next year, you 
know; and in that pocket-book you had to write down that sal 
day, Wednesday, January 24th, eighteen hundred and never mini 
what,—when Doctor Birch’s young friends were expected to re¬ 
assemble. 


Air me ! Every person who turns this page over has his own 
little diary, in paper or ruled in his memory tablets, and in which 
are set down the transactions of the now dying year. Buys and 
men, we have our calendar, mothers and maidens. For example, 
in your calendar pocket-book, my good Eliza, what a sad sad day 
that is—how fondly and bitterly remembered -—when your boy 
went off to his regiment, to India, to danger, to battle perhaps. 
What a day was that last day at home, when the tall brother sat 
yet amongst the family, the little ones round about him wonder¬ 
ing at saddle-boxes, uniforms, sword-cases, gun-cases, and other 
wondrous apparatus of war and travel which poured in and filled 
the hall; the new dressing-case for the heard not yet grown: the 
great sword-case at which little brother Tom looks so admiringly 


What a dinner that was, that last dinner, when little and grown 
children assembled together, and all tried to be cheerful! Wliat a 
night was that last night, when the young ones were at roost hu 
the last time together under the same roof, and the mother la> 
alone in her chamber counting the fatal hours as they tolled one 


after another, amidst her tears, her watching, her fond prayers. 
What a night that was, and yet how quickly the melancholy 
dawn came ! Only too soon the suti rose over the houses. A' 11 
now in a moment more the city seemed to wake. The house Began 
to stir. The family gathers together for the last meal. l° r t K 
last time in the midst of them the widow kneels amongst her knee 
ing children, and falters a prayer in which she commits her dearer, 
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born, to the cure of the Father of all. O night, what 
1111 1 „ hide—what prayers you hear! And so the nights pass 

Il y , ,j ll , ,lays succeed, until that one comes when tears and parting 
lie no more. 

In vnur diary, as in mine, there are days marked with sadness, 

■ ,t f„r this year only, but for all. On a certain day—and the sun 

ha]is si lining ever so brightly—the house-mother comes down to 
*, r tuinilv, with a sad face, which scares the children round about 
m the midst of their laughter and prattle. They may have for- 
' Vltu ,,i hut she has not—a day which came, twenty years ago it 
limy l»e, and which she remembers only too well : the long night- 
w.itrh \ the dreadful dawning and the rain heating at the pane; 
the infant speechless, but moaning in its little crib; and then the 
.uvtiil calm, the awful smile on the sweet cherub face, when the 
mi s have ceased, and the little suffering breast heaves no more. 
Tiieii the children, as they see their mother’s face, remember this 
Has the day on which their little brother died. It was before they 
were hum : but she remembers it. And as they pray together, it 
Mi nis almost as if the spirit of the little lost one was hoveling 
rmiiid the group. So they pass away: friends, kindred, the 

■ I anst loved, grown people, aged, infants. As we go on the 
limvnliill journey, the milestones arc gravestones, and on each 

.. and more names are written ; unless haply you live beyond 

man's common age, when friends have dropped off, and, tottering, 
mill feeble, and unpitied, you reach the terminus alone. 

In this past year’s diary is there any precious day noted on 
■vhiidi you have made a new friend? This is a piece of good fortune 
I'tiiwed but grudgingly on the old. After a certain age a new 
;ri "inl is a wonder, like Sarah’s child. Aged persons are seldom 
'"Fihlr of bearing friendships. Do you remember how warmly 
>'"* loved Jack and Tom when you were at school ; what a 
I'lissionato regard you had for Ned when you were at college, and 
immense letters you wrote to each other? How often do you 
'dte, now that postage costs nothing? There is the age of 
i'ks.siims and sweet budding green; the age of generous summer; 
I 1 *'-' mituinn when the leaves drop ; and then winter, shivering and 
h'uick, children, and sit at my feet: for they are cold, very 
' ""i : mid it seems as if neither wine nor worsted will warm ’em. 
hi this past year’s diary is there any dismal day noted in which 
''mm lost a friend ? In mine there is. I do not mean by 
Those who are gone, you have. Those who departed loving 
bm. love you still; and you love them always. They are not really 
diuse dear hearts and true; they are only gone into the next 

r " ln ■ ;u, d you will presently get up and follow them, and yonder 
12 y 
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(loor will close upon you, anil you will be no more seen. As I... 
in this cheerful mood, I will tell you a fine and touching store e 
a doctor which I heard lately. About two years since there v- 
in our or some other city, a famous doctor, into whose coiisultu- 
room crowds came daily, so that they might be healed. Nowr . 
doctor had a suspicion that there was something vitally wrong w 
himself, and he went to consult another famous physician at 
or it may be at Edinburgh. And he of Edinburgh punched i_- 
comrade’s sides ; and listened at his heart and lungs; and felt im¬ 
pulse, I suppose ; and looked at his tongue ; anti when ho bad ik,. 
Doctor London said to Doctor Edinburgh, “ Doctor, bow long Lav- 
I to live 1 ” And Doctor Edinburgh said to Doctor Loin! 

“ Doctor, you may last a year.” 

Then Doctor London came borne, knowing that what Poet.,: 
Edinburgh said was true. And he made up his accounts, with ms 
and Heaven, I trust. And ho visited his patients as usual. At: 
he went about healing, and cheering, and soothing and doctoring: 
and thousands of sick people were benefited by him. And lie sail 
not a word to his family at home; but lived amongst them cheer!’:;! 
and tender, and calm, and loving; though he knew the night va> 
at hand when he should sec them and work no more. 

And it was winter time, and they came and told him that some 
man at a distance—very sick, but very rich—wanted him ; and, 
though Doctor London knew that he was himself at death's door, 
he went to the sick man ; for he knew the large fee would he good 
for his children after him. And he died ; and his family never knew, 
until he was gone, that he had been long aware of the inevitalk 
doom. 

This is a cheerful carol for Christmas, is it not 1 Yon see, is 
regard to these Roundabout discourses, I never know whether the; 
are to be merry or dismal. My hobby has the bit in his mouth: 
goes bis own way; and sometimes trots through a park, mid some¬ 
times paces by a cemetery. Two days since came the printer- 
little emissary, with a note saying, “ Wc are waiting for the ■' 
about Paper ! ” A Roundabout Paper about what or whom ? h ’" 
stale it has become, that printed jollity about Christmas ! Caro:-, 
and wassail-bowls, and holly, and mistletoe, and yule-logs de coin 
mande —what heaps of these have we not had for years I ,a '- 
Well, year after year the season comes. Come frost, come tlw" 
come snow, come rain, year after year my neighbour the parson ,J 
to make his sermon. They are getting together the bonbons, m 
cakes, Christmas trees at Fortnum and Mason’s now. The - u " 
of the theatres are composing the Christmas pantomime, which 
young folk will see and note anon in their little diaries. 
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4 m l now, brethren, may I conclude this discourse with an 
xtrai't out of that great diary, the newspaper? I read it but 
yesterday, ; >nd it has mingled with all my thoughts since then. 
*11 civ arc the two paragraphs, which appeared following each 

-tan; 

“3Ir. II., the Advocate-General of Calcutta, has been appointed 
tn the post of Legislative Member of the Council of the Governor- 
fitneial.” 

■ Sir 11. S., Agent to the Governor-General for Central India, 
on the 29th of October, of bronchitis.” 

These two men, whose different fates arc recorded in two para- 
_Ta)ihs and half-a-dozen lines of the same newspaper, were sisters’ 
Mins. In one of the stories by the present writer, a man is described 
lettering “ it]) the steps of the ghaut,” having just parted with his 
i■ iii1 1 1. whom he is despatching to England from India. I wrote 
this, remembering in long long distant days, such a ghaut, or ri ver¬ 
min', al Calcutta; and a day when, down those steps, to a boat 
"liiiii was in waiting, came two children, whoso mothers remained 
“ii the shore. One of those ladies was never to see her hoy more ; 
i'li'l he, too, is just dead in India, “of bronchitis, on the 29th 
* Holier.” We were first-cousins; had been little playmates and 
trieiiils lnnii the time of our birth ; and the first house in London to 
"hii'h I was taken, was that of our aunt, the mother of his Honour 
tin 1 Member of Council. His Honour was even then a gentleman 
"Mm; long rol) C , being, in truth, a baby in arms. We Indian 
enil'lren w ere consigned to a school of which our deluded parents 
heard a favourable report, but which was governed by a horrible 
“ t ^ 1 ' tyrant, who made our young lives so miserable that I ro- 
lnomLer kneeling by my little bed of a night, and saying, “ Pray 
"h 1 may dream of my mother!” Thence we went to a public 
'“’M; and my cousin to Addiseombe and to India. 

for thirty-two years,” the paper says, “ Sir Richmond Shako 
M' 1 tiithfully and devotedly served the Government of India, anil 
'Mug that period but once visited England, for a few months and 
11 Dihlii; duty. In his military capacity lie saw much service, was 
h'Mait in eight general engagements, and was badly wounded in 
jh f ,lst - In 1810, when a young lieutenant, he had the rare good 
jtutu; to he the means of rescuing from almost hopeless slavery in 
i II^ subjects of the Emperor of Russia; and, but two years 
i* f| ’ greatly contributed to the happy recovery of our own prisoners 
‘ rjUl '' l similar fate in Cabul. Throughout his career this officer 
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was ever ready and zealous for the public service, and freely 
life and liberty in the discharge of his duties. Lord Canning • 
mark his high sense of Sir Richmond Shakespear’s public server, 
had lately offered him the Chief Commissionership of Mysore, win 
he had accepted, and was about to undertake, when death r ' 
minated his career.” 

When he came to London the cousins and playfellows of wit 
Indian days met once again, and shook hands. “ Can I e ^ 
thing for you]” I remember the kind fellow asking. Ibn,, 
always asking that question: of all kinsmen; of all widows aid 
orphans; of all the poor; of young men who might need his ]nnv 
or his service. I saw a young officer yesterday to whom the tie: 
words Sir Richmond Shakcspear wrote on his arrival in India w«r, 
“ Can I do anything for you?” Ilis purse was at the command"t 
all. His kind hand was always open. It was a gracious late wind 
sent him to rescue widows and captives. Where could they bar- 
bad a champion more chivalrous, a protector more loving aid 
tender ? 

I write down his name in my little book, among those of others 
dearly loved, who, too, have been summoned hence. And so \n 
meet and part; wc struggle and succeed ; or we fail and -lr»| 
unknown on the way. As we leave the fond mother’s knee, th¬ 
rough trials of childhood and boyhood begin; and then imwli"^ 
is upon us, and the battle of life, with its chances, perils, wmimh 
defeats, distinctions. And Fort William guns are saluting in »»' 
man’s honour,* while the troops are firing the lmst volleys over tin 
other’s grave—over the grave of the brave, the gentle, the faithtul 
Christian soldier. 


* W. R. obiit March 22,1862. 
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A LETTER TO MESSRS. BROADWAY, BATTERY A CO., OF 
NEW YORK, BANKERS 


I S it all over 1 May we lock up the case of instruments 1 Have 
we signed our wills; settled up our affairs; pretended to talk 
and rattle quite cheerfully to the women at dinner, so that they 
staid not be alarmed; sneaked away under some pretext, and 
!>>'>kcd at the children sleeping in their beds with their little lincon- 
si imis thumbs in their mouths, and a flush on the soft-pillowed 
cheek ; made every arrangement with Colonel MacTurk, who acts as 
niir smiiid, and knows the other principal a great deal too well to 
Fink lie will ever give in ; invented a monstrous figment about going 
*" shunt pheasants with Mae in the morning, so as to soothe the 
anxious tears of the dear mistress of the house ; early as the hour 
appointed for the — the little affair — was, have we been awake hours 
■""I hours sooner ; risen before daylight, with a faint hope, perhaps, 
Cut MacTurk might have come to some arrangement with the other 
so : at. seven o’clock (confound his punctuality!) heard his call¬ 
'd" d at the door, and let him in looking perfectly trim, fresh, jolly, 
"i«l well shaved ; driven off with him in the cold morning, after a 
'"ty unsatisfactory breakfast of coffee and stale bread-and-butter 
■"Fell choke, somehow', in the swallowing); driven off to Worm- 
" >“‘l Scrubs in the cold, muddy, misty, mooushiuy morning; 
' h 1T"1 out of the cab, where Mac lias bid the man to bait on a 
l,,m ’d spot in the common ; in one minute more, seen another cab 
from which descend two gentlemen, one of whom has a case 
1 11 -^lac fork's under his arm ;—looked round and round the solitude, 
1)1 seen not one single sign of a policeman—no, no more than in a 
111 London ;—deprecated the horrible necessity which drives 
^'iL-ed men to the use of powder and bullet;—taken ground as 
“ m, - v as may he, and looked on whilst Mac is neatly loading bis 
Olio "t' S ‘ :in ' 1 w hen all was ready, and one looked for the decisive 
Three—have we ever heard Captain O'Toole (the second 
" "tlier principal) walk up, and say ; “ Colonel MacTurk, 1 am 
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desired by my principal to declare at this eleventh—this twelfth 
hour, that he is willing to own that he sees tie has been wuhni,® 
the dispute which has arisen between him and your friend | that h? 
apologises for offensive expressions which he has used in the heat of 
the quarrel ; and regrets the course he has taken ” ? If somethin; 
like this has happened to yon, however great your courage, vr,j 
have been glad not to fight;—however accurate your aim, you have 
been pleased not to lire. 

On the sixth day of January in this year sixty-two, what 
hundreds of thousands—I may say, what millions of Englishmen, 
were in the position of the personage hero sketched—Christian men, 
I hope, shocked at the dreadful necessity of battle; aware of the 
horrors which the conflict must produce, and yet feeling that the 
moment was come, and that there was no arbitrament left but that 
of steel and cannon ! My reader, perhaps, has been in America. If 
he has, he knows what good people are to be found there; In* 
polished, how generous, how gentle, how courteous. But it is not 
the voices of these you hear in the roar of hate, defiance, folly, false¬ 
hood, which comes to us across the Atlantic. You can’t hear gentle 
voices; very many who could speak are afraid. Men must e 
forward, or lie crashed by the maddened crowd behind them. I 
suppose after the perpetration of that act of—what shall we call it 
—of sudden Avar, which Wilkes did, and Everett approved, most o! a- 
believed that battle was inevitable. Who lias not read the American 


papers for six weeks past ? Did you ever think the United that" 
Government would give up those Commissioners? I never did, t" r 
my part. It seems to me the United States Government liave done 
the most courageous act of the Avar. Before that act ah is done, 
what an excitement prevailed in London! In every Club thru' 
was a parliament sitting in permanence: in every domesticgathcini. 
this subject was sure to form the main part of the talk. < *1 coum 
I have seen many people who have travelled in America, ami h ( ' a,, ‘ 
them on this matter—friends of the South, friends of the ^'°iu 
friends of peace, and American stock-holders in plenty.—“ 'Hup "'j 1 
never give up the men, sir,” that was the opinion on all sides : an 1 - 


if they would not, avc knew Avhat Avas to happen. , 

For weeks past this nightmare of war has been riding us. 

City was already gloomy enough. When a great domestic g* |C ■) 
misfortune visits the chief person of the State, the heart ot ^ 
people, too, is sad and awe-stricken. It might be this sorrov^ 
trial were but presages of greater trials and sorrow to come. ^ ^ 

if the sorrow of war is to bo added to the other calamity • 
forebodings have formed the theme of many a man’s to v • ^ 
darkened many a fireside. Then came the rapid orders tor '•"ff 1 -- 
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ami troops to depart. How many of us lmvo had to say fare- 
]1 to friends whom duty called away with their regiments ; on 
l 1()m w e s tro ve t<> look cheerfully, as wc shook their hands, it 
;„li t i„. for the last time; and whom our thoughts depicted, trend¬ 
ing the snows of the immense Canadian frontier, where their in- 
m 'pj,l little band might have to face the assaults of other enemies 
man winter and rough weather ! I went to a play one night, and 
rrotesfc I hardly know what was the entertainment which passed 
i„ tore in v eyes. In the next stall was an American gentleman, who 
knew me. “Good heavens, sir!” I thought, “is it decreed that 
von and I arc to he authorised to murder each other next week ; 
that my people shall be bombarding your cities, destroying your 
navies, making a hideous desolation of your coast ; that our peaceful 
frontiers shall be subject to fire, rapine, and murder?” “They will 
never give up the men,” said the Englishman. “ They will never 
give up the men,” said the American. And the Christmas piece 
which the actors were playing proceeded like a piece in a dream. 
To make the grand comic performance doubly comic, my neighbour 
presently informed me how one of the best friends I had in America 
—the most hospitable, kindly, amiable of men, from whom I had 
twice received the warmest welcome and the most delightful hospi¬ 
tality--was a prisoner in Fort Warren, on charges by which his 
life perhaps might bo risked. I think that was the most dismal 
Ciristmns fun which these eyes ever looked on. 

• 'any out that notion a little farther, and depict ten thousand, 
;i Imiitlrod thousand homes in England saddened by the thought of 
the naming calamity, and oppressed by the pervading gloom. My 
next-door neighbour perhaps has parted with her son. Now the 
-hip in which he is, with a thousand brave comrades, is ploughing 
through the stormy midnight ocean. Presently (under a flag we 
knmv of) the thin red line in which her boy forms a speck, is wind- 
j n - its way through the vast Canadian snows. Another neighbour’s 
i« not gone, but is expecting orders to sail; and some one else, 
hwiiles the circle at home maybe, is in prayer and terror, thinking 
'hi 1 summons which calls the young sailor away. By firesides 
■nodost mill splendid, all over the three kingdoms, that, sorrow is 
do ping watch, and myriads of hearts beating with that thought, 
'Lll they give up the men?” 

I don’t know how, on the first day after the capture of the 
'""tliem Commissioners was announced, a rumour got abroad in 
l 111 '!"'! that the taking of the men was an act according to law, 
'l' 1 "ki'h our nation could take no notice. It was said that the 
authorities had so declared, and a very noble testimony to the 
of Englishmen, I think, was shown by the instant submission 
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of high-spirited gentlemen, most keenly feeling that the nation 1 ; 
been subject to a coarse outrage, who were silent when told that t ' 
law was with the aggressor. The relief which presently came, W ], K 
after a pause of a day, we found that law was on our side, 
indescribable. The nation mu/ht then take notice of this insult t, 
its honour. Never were people more eager than ours when tin, 
found they had a right to reparation. 

I have talked during the hist week with many English 1ml,j, r . 
of American securities, who, of course, have been aware „f t |,, 
threat held over them. “ England,” says the Xew York limit, 
“cannot afford to go to war with us, for six hundred millions’vm; 
of American stock is owned by British subjects, which, in event 
of hostilities, would be confiscated • and we now call upon ti. 
Companies not to take it off their hands on any terms, Let u 
forfeiture be held over JEnt/laml as a weapon in terrorem. blind 
subjects have two or three hundred millions of dollars invested it 
shipping and other property in the United States. All this pni|xTty. 
together witli the stocks, would be seized, amounting to nine hmuliv.l 
millions of dollars. Will England incur this tremendous loss f„r a 
mere abstraction ? ” 

Whether “a mere abstraction” here means the abstracts>u d 
the two Southern Commissioners from under our Hag, or tin 
abstract idea of injured honour, which seems ridiculous to tin 
Herald , it is needless to ask. I have spoken with many men win 
have money invested in the States, but I declare I have not tnvt 
one English gentleman whom the publication of this threat D- 
influenced for a moment. Our people have nine hundred million' 
of dollars invested in tiie United States, have they? Ami tb 
Herald “calls upon the Companies” not to take any of this debt 
off our hands. Let us, on our side, entreat the English press •" 
give this announcement every publicity. Let us do everythin'.' m 
our power to make this “call upon the Americans” well known in 
England. I hope English newspaper editors will print it, and r n ' Bi 
it again and again. It is not we who say this of American citizen' 
but American citizens who say this of themselves. “ Bull is clime. 
We can’t bear Bull. He is haughty, arrogant, a braggart, mnl a 
blusterer; and we can’t bear brag and bluster in our modest am. 
decorous country. We hate Bull, and if lie quarrels with us on a 
point in which we are in tiio wrong, we have goods of his in " lir 
custody, and wc will rob him!” Suppose your London bank*' 1 
saying to you, “ Sir, I have always thought your manners disgustin-- 
and your arrogance insupportable. You dare to complain of »>.' 
conduct because I have wrongfully imprisoned Jones. My an-" 1 
to your vulgar interference is, that I confiscate your balance I 
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Aliat would be an English merchant’s character after a few 
i transactions 1 It is not improbable that the moralists of the 
i would call him a rascal. Why have the United States 
uavin tr seven, eight, ten per cent, for money for years past, 
Xn tiio same commodity can be got elsewhere at half that rate of 
X,,..t / Why, because though among the richest proprietors in 
“ ! world, creditors were not sure of them. So the States have 
j'“, tl , pay eighty millions yearly for the use of money which would 
,'wt other borrowers but thirty. Add up this item of extra interest 
'il.mc for a dozen years, and see wliat a prodigious penalty the 
St itos have been paying for repudiation bore and there, for sharp 
portico, for doubtful* credit. Suppose the peace is kept between 
!,< the remembrance of this last threat alone will cost the States 
millions and millions more. If they must have money, we must 
hive a greater interest to ensure our jeopardised capital. Do 
American Companies want to borrow money—as want to borrow 
tins will? Mr. Brown, show the gentleman that extract from the 
,V,| York Herald, which declares that the United States will 
n nfisrate private property in the event of a war. As the country 
newspapers say, “Please, country papers, copy this paragraph. 
Ami, gentlemen in America, when the honour of ymir nation is 
called in question, please to remember that it is the American press 
which glories in announcing that you are prepared to he rogues 
And when this Avar has drained uncounted hundreds ot miliums 
lucre out of the United States exchequer, will they be richer or 
more inclined to pay debts, or less willing to evade them, or more 
p'pular with their creditors, or more likely to get money from men 
whom they deliberately announce that they will cheat? J have 
ot followed the Herald on the “stone-ship” question—that great 
n ival victory appears to me not loss horrible and \\n. "ci nm 

Miidilal, Block the harbours for ever; destroy the inlet* of the 
'"limnin'of the world ; perish cities,—so that wo may "inn an 
i».iurv on them It is the talk of madmen, but not the less wicked. 
'I'D act injures the whole Republic: but it is perpetrated. It is 
'u 'leal harm to ages hence; but it is done, i lie n< inns ° ° ' 
'■'4 to hum women and their unborn children, this stone-slnp 
itHcss is Indian warfare. And it is performed by men who tell 
' Von week that they are at the head of civilisation, and that 


'ii* WCCK tmiL LUCY an* at uic n'-** 1 * .. ' 1 

Old World is decrepit, and cruel, and barbarous as compared to 

I’lie same politicians who throttle commerce at its neck, and 
!! "' wt'.„ to confiscate trust-money, say that when the war is ovei, 
aiHl the South is subdued, then the turn of the old eoimtij aviI 
and a direful retribution shall he taken for our conduct. 
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Tliis has been the cry all through the war. “ We should hare e™ 
quered the Smith,” says an American paper which I read this vui 
•lay, “but for England.” Was there ever such puling heard f«,]' a 
men who have an army of a million, and who turn and revile a 
people who have stood as aloof from their contest as they Imre from 
the war of Troy ? Oris it an outcry made with malice prepen*! 
And is the song of the JYew York Times a variation of the Heml! 
tune?—“The conduct of the British, in folding their arms aid 
taking no part in the fight, has been so base that it has caused ti e 
prolongation of the war, and occasioned a prodigious expense on 
our part. Therefore, as wo have British property in our lutn.l«. 
we &c. &c.” The lamb troubled the water dreadfully, and the to, If 
in a righteous indignation, “confiscated” him. Of course we lnuv 
heard that at an undisturbed time Great Britain would never have 
dared to press its claim for redress. Did the United States wait 
until we were at peace with France before they went to war with 
us last? Did Mr. Seward yield the claim which he confesses tn 
bo just, until lie himself was menaced with war? How long were 
the Southern gentlemen kept in prison ? What caused them tn In¬ 
set free? and did the Cabinet of Washington sec its error beforemt 
after the demand for redress?* The captor was feasted at Boston, 
and the captives in prison hard by. If the wrongdoer was to l»- 
punished, it was Captain Wilkes who ought to have gone into limho. 
At any rate, as “ the Cabinet of Washington could not give It- 
approbation to the commander of the San Jacinto ,” why were tic 
men not sooner set free? To sit at Tremont House, and hour tie- 
captain after dinner give his opinion on international law, would 
have been better sport for the prisoners than the grim sail.-" 
manger at Fort Warren. 

I read in the commercial news brought by the Teutonia, and 


iirnie-i 


* “At tho beginning of December the British fleet on the IVe-t indiri 
station mounted 850 guns, and comprised iiVC liners, ten first-class fn- rltl ' 
and seventeen powerful corvettes. ... In littlo more than a month he - 
available for operations on tho American shore had been more than J-ti 1 ' ' 
Tho reinforcements prepared at tho various dockyards included two hne-o 
battle ships, twenty-nine magnificent frigates —such as tho Sima non. 
Sutlej, tho Euryalns, the Orlando, tho Galatea; eight corvette; 
like tho frigates in part, with 100- and 40- pounder Armstrong guns; 
two tremendous iron-cased ships, the Warrior and the Blade Peioec 
their smaller sisters tho Resistance and tho Defence. There was "■’> ' 

bo done which might have delayed the commission of a few of these ships 
some weeks longer ; but if tho United States had chosen war instead of I ’ 1 ; 
tho blockado of their coasts would have been supported by a steam t‘ e ^ 
more than sixty splendid ships, armod with 1800 guns, many of theme 
heaviest and most effective kind .”—Saturday Review; Jan. 11. 


and : 


r.l 
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published in Loudon on the present l.'Stli January, that the pork 
market van generally quiet on the 29th December last ; that lard, 
rliough with more activity, was heavy and decidedly lower: and at 
Philadelphia, whisky is steady and stocks firm. Stocks are firm : 
that is a comfort for the English holders, and the confiscating 
process recommended by the Herald is at least deferred. But 
presently conies an announcement which is not quite so cheering :— 
•■The Saginaw Central Railway Company (let us call it) has post¬ 
poned its January dividend on account of the disturbed condition of 
public affairs.” 

A I<t /tonne heure. The bond- and share-holders of the Saginaw 
must look for loss and depression in times of war. This is one of 
war's dreadful taxes and necessities : and all sorts of innocent people 
must suffer by the misfortune. The corn was high at Waterloo 
when a hundred and fifty thousand men came and trampled it down 
"ii a Sabbath morning. There was no help for that calamity, and 
tin Belgian farmers lost their crops for the year. Perhaps I am a 
farmer myself-—an innocent col cmus ; and instead of being able to 
g«-t to church with my family, have to sec squadrons of French 
liragimns thundering upon my barley, and squares of English infantry 
funning and trampling all over my oats. (By the way, in writing 
"f “ Panics,” an ingenious writer in the Atlantic Mat/acine says 
that the British panics at Waterloo were frequent and notorious.) 
bell, I am a Belgian peasant, and I see the British running away 
mill dm French cutting the fugitives down. What have I done 
tint these men should be kicking down my peaceful harvest for me, 
' ,!l which T counted to pay my rent, to feed my horses, my house- 
h"hl( m.v children 1 It is hard. But it is the fortune of war. But 
suppose the battle over; the Frenchman says, “ You scoundrel I 
"liy did you not take a part with me! and why did yon stand like 
dmihle-faoed traitor looking on? I should have won the battle 
hllt for you. And I hereby confiscate the farm you stand on, and 
l "a and your family may go to the workhouse.” 

I he New York press holds this argument over English people 
''p'ornn. “We Americans may be ever so wrong in the matter 
1,1 dispute, but if you push us to a war, we will confiscate your 
-■mlish property.” Very good. It is peace now. Confidence of 
'""im- is restored between us. Our eighteen hundred peace commis- 
• toner* have no occasion to open their mouths ; and the little ques- 
, ion of eoutiscation is postponed. Messrs. Battery, Broadway & Co., 

■ * e " York, have the kindness to sell my Saginaw* for what 
will fetch. I shall lose half my loaf very likely ; but for the 
fn 1 0t '* <iu >et life, let us give up a certain quantity of farinaceous 
<JI - nnd half a loaf, you know, is better than no bread at all. 
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THE NOTCH ON THE AXE.—A STORY 
A LA MODE 


Part I 


E VERY one remembers in the Fourth Book of the innumt., 
poem of your Blind Bard (to whose sightless orbs im•• 
Glorious Shapes were apjwrent, and Visions Celestial). 1 m « 
Adam discourses to Eve of the Bright Visitors who hovered r.'Ute; 
their Eden— 

“ ‘Millions of spiritual creatures walk the eartli. 

Unseen, both when we wake and when we sleep.' 

“‘How often,’ says Father Adam, ‘from the steep of erlieii:. 
hill or thicket, have we heard celestial voices to the midnight nit. 
sole, or responsive to each other’s notes, singing! Alter tin- A 


way, aim wear lortn 1,0 uni turn irouuio on cuiiuuon . .— 

the Glorious Ones no longer were visible, you cannot say they 
gone. It was not that the Bright Ones were absent, hut that ire 
dim eyes of rebel man no longer could see them. In your rhami o 
hangs a picture of one whom you never knew, but whom you haw 
long held in tcuderest regard, and who was painted for you t> 1 
friend of mine, the Knight of Plympton. She communes with y 11 ' 1 
She smiles on you. When your spirits arc low, her bright 
shine on you and cheer you. Her innocent sweet smile is a «•"** 
to you. She never fails to soothe you with her speechless pratts 
You love her. She is alive with you. As you extinguish ><"•’ 
candle and turn to sleep, though your eyes see her not, is she 11111 
there still smiling 1 As you lie in the night awake, and think' 1 : 
of your duties, and the morrow’s inevitable toil oppressing tlichiG- 
weary, wakeful brain as with a remorse, the crackling lire , ' :l ’ 
up for a moment in the grate, and she is there, your little Benutreb 
Maiden, smiling with her sweet eyes ! When moon is down. ' 
fire is out, when curtains are drawn, when lids are closed- is • ■ 
not there, the little Beautiful One, though invisible, present a" 
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,miliug still ! If ricnd, the Unseen Ones arc round about us. Does 
i, mu seem as if the time were drawing near when it shall be Oven 
prtji.a to behold them?” 

The print of which my friend spoke, and which, indeed, hangs 
in my room, though he has never been there, is that charming little 
winter piece of Sir Joshua, representing the little Lady Caroline 
tOntsgue, afterwards Duchess of Buceleueh. She is represented 
o standing in the midst of a winter landscape, wrapped in muff 
and cloak; and she looks out of her picture with a smile so exquisite 
tint a Herod could not see her without being charmed. 

" I beg your pardon, Mr. Pinto,” I said to the person with 
"Mu 1 was conversing. (I wonder, by the way, that I was not 
.-nrpriseil at his knowing how fond 1 am of this print.) “You 
of the Knight of Plympton. Sir Joshua died, 1792: and 
yon say lie was your dear friend?” 


As 1 spoke I chanced to look at Mr. Pinto; and then it 
hi Mealy struck me: Gracious powers ! Perhaps you tun a hundred 
wats old, now I think of it. You look more than a hundred. Yes, 
'"ay he a thousand years old for what I know. Your teeth 
iiv false. One eye is evidently false. Can I say that the other is 
ct. If a mans age may be calculated by the rings round his eyes, 
tiiis man may be as old as Methuselah. He lias no beard. He wears 


i large curly glossy brown wig, and bis eyebrows are painted a, deep 

"iv'green. It was odd to hear this man, this walking mummy, 

talking sentiment, in these queer old chambers in Shepherd’s Inn. 

i’itito passed a yellow bandanna handkerchief over his awful 

"into teeth, and kept his glass eye steadily fixed on me. “ Sir 
■ "Minus friend I” said he (you perceive, eluding my direct question). 

» nut every one that knows his pictures Kcynolds’s friend ? 
■f i|i|i"se [ tell you that I have been in his painting room scores of 
I" 1 * * * * * 7 " ’’ that his sister The lias made me tea, and bis sister Toffy 
made coffee for me? You will only say I am an old ombog.” 

7 * "ito, I remarked, spoke all languages with an accent equally 

mMm) “Suppose I tell you that I knew Mr. Sam Johnson, and 
^'l not like him? that I was at that very ball at Madame Cornells’ 
t | 111 UP 111 have mentioned in one of your little—what do you call 
J'".. hah! my memory begins to fail me—in one of your little 
111 'gig Papers? Suppose I toll you that Sir Joshua lias been 
' fo "i this very room ? ” 

Have von, then, had these apartments for—more—than— 
years?” I asked. 

Ij lf , hey look as if they had not been swept for that time—don’t 
but fi ",/ v ' * did not say that I had them for seventy years, 

ut ^* r Joshua had visited me here.” 
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“ When ? ” I asked, eyeing the man sternly, for I began to think 
he was an impostor. 

He answered me with a glance still more stem: “Sir Joshua 
Reynolds was here this very morning, with Angelica Kiuifm ;inii 
and Mr. Oliver Goldschmidt. He is still very much attached t.. 
Angelica, who still does not care for him. Because he is dead (aid 
1 was in the fourth mourning coach at his funeral) is that am 
reason why he should not come back to earth again t My 
sir, you are laughing at me. He lias sat many a time on that vm 
chair which you are occupying. There are several spirits in tin 
room now, whom you cannot see. Excuse me.” Here hr turnd 
round as if he was addressing somebody, and began rapidly speak¬ 
ing a language unknown to me. “ It is Arabic,” he said ; “a bad 
patois 1 own. I learned it in Barbary, when I was a prisoner 
amongst the Moors. In anno 1G09, bin ick aldus glieklnlt 
gliegliaeu. Ha ! you doubt me : look at me well. At least I am 
like-” 


Perhaps some of my readers remember a paper of which tin 
figure of a man carrying a log formed the initial letter, and whirls 
I copied from an old spoon now in my possession. As 1 looked at 
Mr. Pinto I do declare lie looked so like the figure on that old pier 
of plate that I started and felt very uneasy. “ Ha ! ” said hr. 
laughing through his false teeth (I declare they were false—1 could 
see utterly toothless gums working up and down behind tiic pink 
coral), “ you see I wore a heard den ; I am eluded now ; perhaps 
you tink I am a spoon. Ha, ha! ” Ami as he laughed he gave a 
cough which I thought would have coughed his teeth out, his glass 


eye out, his wig off, his very head off; but lie stopped this con¬ 
vulsion by stumping across tlic room and seizing a little bottle oj 
bright pink medicine, which, being opened, spread a singular acini 
aromatic odour through the apartment; and I thought 1 saw—but 
of this 1 cannot take an affirmation—a light green and violet tlaur 
flickering round the neck of the phial as he opened it. By the "g', 


from the peculiar stumping noise which he made in crossing tin 
bare-boarded apartment, I knew at once that my strange entertaimi 
had a wooden leg. Over the dust which lay quite thick on tin 
boards, you could see the mark of one foot very neat and pretty 
and then a round O, which was naturally the impression made ') 
the wooden stump. I own I had a queer thrill as I saw that inai 


and felt a secret comfort that it was not cloven. 

In this desolate apartment in which Mr. Pinto had invited an 
to see him, there were three chairs, one bottomless, a little table c 
which you might put a breakfast tray, and not a single other aitr 
of furniture. In the next room, the door of which was oi )CU > 
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j ( j ^.p a magnificent gilt dressing-case, with some splendid 
drui'uml and ruby shirt-studs lying by it, and a chest of drawers, 
!“, 1 ,. U pboard apparently full of clothes. 

lieinembering him in Baden Baden in great magnificence, I 
wondered at his present denuded state. “ You have a house else¬ 
where, Mr. I’into ? ” I said. 

‘-.Many,” says he. “I have apartments in many cities. I lock 
Jem up, and do not carry mosh logish.” 

J then remembered that his apartment at Baden, where I first 
met him, was bare, and had no bed in it. 

‘■There is, then, a sleeping-room beyond ?” 

“This is the sleeping-room.” (He pronounces it <//.<. Can 
tin-, by the way, give any clue to the nationality of this singular 
man '!) 

“ It vou sleep on these two old chairs you have a rickety couch : 
if on the tloor, a dusty one.” 

“Suppose 1 sleep up dere.?” said this strange man, and he 
actually jioiutcd up to the ceiling. I thought him mad, or what 
lie himself called “till onibog.” “I know. You do not believe 
tin'; fur why should I deceive you? I came but to propose a 
matter of business to you. I told you I could give you the clue to 
tlm mystery of the Two Children in Black, whom you met at Baden, 
ami You tame to see me. If I told you, you would not believe me. 
"list for try and couvinz you? 11a, hey?” And he shook his 
hand once, twice, thrice, at me, and glared at me out ol his eye in 
a pnailiar way. 

Pf what happened now I protest I cannot give an accurate 
snvouut. It seemed to me that there shot a Haute from his eye 
mt" my brain, whilst behind his (//ass eye there was a green 
illumination as if a candle had been lit in it. It seemed to me 
that fiimi his long fingers two quivering Haines issued, sputtering, 
a it were, which penetrated me, and forced me back into one ol 
dr chairs the broken one—out of which I had much difficulty in 
"•rambling, when the strange glamour was ended. It seemed to me 
tint, when I was so fixed, so transfixed in the broken chair, the 
j";m tloated up to the ceiling, crossed his legs, folded his arms as if 
■ ' Vas lying on a sofa, and grinned down at me. Y hen 1 came to 
I’b'tU list was down from the ceiling, and, taking me out of the 
,r "kcn cane-hottoined chair, kindly enough—“Bali!” said he, it 
15 fi‘e smell of mv medicine. It often gives the vertigo. I thought 
yr ’ u "“"Id have'had a little fit. Come into the open air.” And 
"rut down the steps, and into Shepherd’s Inn, where the setting 
“ lu "as just shining on the statue of Shepherd ; the laundresses 
erc trapesing about; the porters were leaning against the rail- 



352 ROUNDABOUT PAPERS 

ings; and the clerks were playing at marbles, to my inexpiessilp, 
consolation. 

“You said you wore going to dine at the ‘ GrnyVinn 
house,’ ” lie, said. I was. I often dine there. There is exodln,; 
wine at the “Gray’s-itm Coffee-housebut I declare I nevki: s.ui, 
so. I was not astonished at his remark ; no more astonished than 
if I was in a dream. Perhaps I wan in a dream. Is life a iliv.im: 
Arc dreams facts ? Is sleeping being really awake 1 I don't knw. 

I tell you I am puzzled. I have read “The Woman in White," 
“The Strange Story” not to mention that story “Stranger than 
Fiction” in the Oonihiil J hu/azine that story for which Timm 
credible witnesses are ready to vouch. I have had messages foim 
the dead; and not only from the dead, but from people who iicvo 
existed at all. I own 1 am in a state of much bewilderment: hut. 
if you please, will proceed with my simple, my artless story. 

Well, then. We passed from Shepherd’s Inn into llollmni. 
and looked for a while at Woodgate’s brio-il-brac shop, which I 
never can pass without delaying at the windows—indeed, it i were 
going to be hanged, I would beg the cart to stop, and let me have 
one look more at that delightful omnium i/atherum. And passim 
Woodgate’s, we come to Gale’s little shop, “No. 17,” which is ah> 
a favourite haunt of mine, 

Mr. Gale happened to be at his door, and as we exi'liannei 
salutations, “ Mr. Pinto,” I said, “ would you like to sec a real 
curiosity in this curiosity shop? Step into Mr. Gales little hack 
room.” 

In that little back parlour there are Chinese gongs; there an 
old Saxe and Shvres plates; there is Fiirstenberg, Carl 1 hci»k.. 
Worcester, Amstel, Nankin and other jimerockcry. And in to 
corner what do you think there is? There is an actual Cl Ik" 
TINE. If you doubt me, go and see—Gale, High Ilolborn, N". > ' 
It is a slim instrument, much slighter than those which the.' uw ' 
now;—some nine feet high, narrow, a pretty piece of uphobtep 
enough. There is the hook over which the rope used to pla> " 1 

unloosened the dreadful axe above; and look! dropped into m 
orifice where the head used to go—there is the axe itself, a • 

with A GREAT NOTCH IN THE BLADE. 

As Pinto looked at it—Mr. Gale was not in the room, ^ 
collect; happening to have been just called out by a customti^"”, 
offered him three pound fourteen and sixpence for a blue >. ‘M 1 “W 
in pate tendre, —Mr. Pinto gave a little start, and seemed 
for a moment. Then he looked steadily towards one of those 
porcelain stools which you see ill gardens—and — it seemed 0 j 
I tell you I won’t take my affidavit—I may have been nut 11 
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. t | l0 s ix glasses I took of that pink elixir—I may have been 
-hti>-'v,ilkiii.EC: perhaps am as I write now — I may have been under 
t j , influence of that astounding MEDIUM into whose hands I had 

,- ( ’|j ell _but I vow I heard Pinto say, with rather a ghastly grin at 

flio porcelain stool, 

“ Nay, nofor shaguo your gory locks at me, 

Don canst not say I did it.” 

He pronounced it, by the way, I dit it, by which I know that 
Pinto was a German.) 

I lira ill Pinto say those very words, and sitting on the porcelain 
-tool 1 saw, dimly at first, then with an awful distinctness-—a ghost 
-Miiii/ofim —a form —a headless man seated, with his head in 
iiis lap, which wore an expression of piteous surprise. 

At this minute, Mr. Gale entered from the front shop to show 
a rustomiT some delf plates ; and he did not see—hut ice did— 
the figure rise up from the porcelain stool, shake its head, which it 
held in its hand, and which kept its eyes fixed sadly on us, and 
disappear behind the guillotine. 

"Come to the ‘Gray’s-inn Coffee-house,’” Pinto said, “and I 
"ill tell you how the notch came to the axe.'' And we walked 
down Huiborn at about thirty-seven minutes past six o’clock. 

If there is anything in the above statement which astonishes 
she reader, [ promise him that in the next chapter of this little 
■-cry he will be astonished still more. 


Part II 

Y OU will excuse me,” I said to my companion, “for remarking, 
that when you addressed the individual sitting on the porce¬ 
lain stool, with his head in his lap, your ordinarily benevolent 
features ” (this I confess was a bouncer, for between ourselves a 
1,10r( ' sinister and ill-looking rascal than Monsieur P. I have seldom 
'ri eyes on)—“ your ordinarily handsome face wore an expression 
: ‘at was by no means pleasing. You grinned at the individual 

i !| 't as you did at me when you went up to the cei - , pardon 

"‘C as I thought you did, when I fell down in a fit in your 
‘ambers ; ” and I qualified my words in a great flutter and tremble ; 
_ not care to offend the man—I did not dare to offend the 
^ n ‘ tn ' 1 thought once or twice of jumping into a cab, and flying ; 

Jf taking refuge in Day and Martin’s Blacking Warehouse ; of speak- 
12 z 
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ing to a policeman, but not one would come. I was this man, 
slave. I followed him like his dog. I could not get away tV, 
him. So, you see, I went on meanly conversing with him, :m ,j 
affecting a simpering confidence. I remember, when I was a liul,- 
boy at school, going up fawning and smiling in this way to some grout 
hulking bully of a sixth-form boy. So I said in a word, “V, lH£ 
ordinarily handsome face wore a disagreeable, expression,” &c. 

“ It is ordinarily very handsome,” said he, with such a leer 
at a couple of passers-by, that one of them cried, “ Oh, crikev. 
here’s a precious guy ! ” and a child, in its nurse’s arms, scrcamO 
itself into convulsions. “ Oh, oui, die suis trfes-choli gaiyou, hife 
peau, cerdainement,” continued Mr. Pinto ; “ but you were right. 
That—that person was not very well pleased when lie saw mo. 
There was no love lost between us, as you say ; and the. world 
never kuew a. more worthless miscreant. I hate him, voyez-vom 
I hated him alife ; I hate him dead. I hate him man; I Into 
him ghost: and lie know it., and tremble before me. If I see him 
twenty tausend years hence—and why not?—I shall lmte him still 
You remarked how lie was dressed?” 


“In black satin breeches and striped stockings; a white ]>h|Uo 
waistcoat, a grey coat, with large metal buttons, and his lmir in 

powder. He must have worn a pigtail—only-” 

“ Only it was cut off! 11a, ha, ha! ” Mr. Pinto cried, yelling 

a laugh, which I observed made the policemen stare very much. 
“ Yes. It was cut off by the same blow which took off the 
scoundrel’s head—ho, ho, ho!” And lie made a circle, with his 
hook-nailed finger round his own yellow neck, and grinned with a 
horrible triumph. “ I promise you that fellow was surprised "'hen 


he found his head in the pannier. Ha ! ha ! Do you ever cease 
to hate those whom you hate ? ”—fire flashed terrifically from In* 
glass eye as he spoke—“ or to love dose whom you once lo'v l. 
Oh, never, never! ” And here his natural eye was bedewed with 
tears. “ But here we are at the ‘ Gray’s-inn Coffee-house.’ JainC'. 


what is the joint ? ” ... 

That very respectful and efficient waiter brought in the 11 
of fare, and I, for my part, chose boiled leg of pork and r® M 
pudding, which my acquaintance said would do as well as anythin? 
else; though I remarked he only trifled with the pease-pudding 
and left all the pork on the plate. In fact, he scarcely ate an.' 
thing. But he drank a prodigious quantity of wine ; and i _ ^ 
say that my friend Mr. Hart’s port-wine is so good that I mb'’ 
took—well, I should think, I took three glasses. Yes, 1 ‘ ’ 
certainly. He —I mean Mr. P.—the old rogue, was insatia^ 
for we had to call for a second bottle in no time. When 
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was gone, my companion wanted another. A little red mounted 
U|1 to his yellow checks as he drank the wine, and he winked at 
it in a strange manner. “ I remember,” said he, musing, “ when 
|,ort-\viiie was scarcely drunk in this country—though the Queen 
liked it, and so did Harley ! but Bolingbroke didn't—he drank 
Florence and Champagne. Doctor Swift put water to his wine. 

•Jonathan,’ I once sai<l to him- but ball ! nvtres temps, out res 

s. Another magnum, James.” 

This was all very well. “My good sir,” I said, “it may suit 
« to order bottles of ’20 port, at a guinea, a bottle ; but that 
kind of price does not suit me. I only happen to have thirty-four- 
liinl-sixpcneb in my pocket, of which I want a shilling for the 
waiter and eighteenpencc for my cab. You rich foreigners and 
.o nib limy Spend what you like ” (I had him there : for my friend’s 
dress was as shabby as an old-clothes-man’s); “but a man with 
a family, Mr. What-d’-you-eall-’im, cannot afford to spend seven or 
eight hundred a year on his dinner alone.” 


“Bali !” lie said. “ Nunkey pays for all, as you say. 1 will 
"hat you call stunt the dinner, if you are so poor! ” anti again 
he gate that disagreeable grin, and placed an odious erooked-nailed 
ami by no means clean linger to bis nose. But I was not so afraid 
1,1 him now, for wc were, in a public place : and the three glasses 
't port-wine had, you see, given me courage. 

“What, a pretty snuff-box!” lie remarked, as I banded him 
"hue, which I am still old-fashioned enough to carry. It is a 
pretty old gold box enough, but valuable to me especially as a 
r, lie ot an old old relative, whom I can just remember as a child, 
"lira she was very kind to me. “Yes; a pretty box. I can 
remember when many ladies--most ladies—carried a box,—nay, 
t"° boxes— tabatiere and Lonbonniere. What lady carries snuff-box 
now, hev ? Suppose your astonishment if a lady in an assembly 


we to offer you a prise ? I can remember a lady with such a 
r, ox ns this, with a tour, as wc used to call it then ; with powers, 
" u ‘‘ a tortoiseshell cane, with the prettiest little high-heeled velvet 
' loes in the world !—ah ! that was a time, that was a time ! Ah, 
1 lza ' Bliza, I have thee now in my mind’s eye ! At Bungay on 
f, n w aveney, did I not walk with thee Eliza ? Aha, did I not 

|IA >• thee ? Did I not walk with thee then 1 Do I not see thee 
'till?” 


( "’as passing strange. My ancestress—but there is no need 
' Publish her revered name—did indeed live at Bungay Saint 
d 'l? S ’ " ' lere s he lies buried. She used to walk with a tortoise- 
brm r " ie '. ^ le use d to wear little black velvet shoes, with the 
ic.-t high heels in the world. 
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“Did you—did you—know, then, my great-gr-ndm-theU 
I said. 

He pulled up his coat sleeve—“Is that her name? ” he said 

“ Eliza-” " ' 

There, I declare, was the very name of the kind old (Watr , 
written in red on his arm. 

“ You knew her old,” lie said, divining my thoughts (with his 
strange knack) ; “ / knew her young and lovely. I danced with 
her at the Bury ball. Did I not, dear dear Miss-?” 

As I live, he here mentioned dear gr-nny’s maiden, name. 

Her maiden name was - Her honoured married mine 

was-- 

“She married your great-gr-mlf-th-r the year Poseidon wm, 
the Newmarket Plate,” Mr. Pinto drily remarked. 

Merciful powers ! I remember, over the old shagreen knife and 
spoon case on the sideboard in my gr-nny’s parlour, a print by 
Stubbs of that very horse. My grandsirc, in a red coat and hi.- 
fair hair flowing over his shoulders, was over the mantelpiece, and 
Poseidon won the Newmarket Cup in the year 1783 ! 

“Yes; you are right. I danced a minuet with her at Bury 
that very night, before I lost my poor leg. And I quarrelled with 
your grand!'-, ha ! ” 

As he said “ Ha! ” there came three quiet little taps on tin 
table—it is the middle table in the “ Gray’s-inn Coffee-hoiM, 
under the bust of the late Duke of W-ll-ngt-n. 

“ I fired in the air,” he continued; “ did I not? ” (Tap, tap. 
tap.) “Your grandfather hit me in the leg. He married 11 1 ree 
months afterwards. ‘ Captain Brown,’ I said, ‘who could sec Mi" 
Sm-th without loving her ? ’ She is there ! She is there ! ” (Tup. 
tap, tap.) “ Yes, my first love-” 

But here there came tap, tap, which everybody knows mean' 5 

“I forgot,” ho said, with a faint blush stealing over Ids wait 

features, “she was not my first love. In Germ- in my 0 " 11 

country — there was a young woman - ” 

Taj), tap, tap. There was here quite a lively little trebh 
knock; and when the old man said, “But I loved thee better 
than all the world, Eliza,” the affirmative signal was brisk 
repeated. 

And this I declare upon my honour. There was, I have 
a bottle of port-wine before us—I should say a decanter. T ' a 
decanter was lifted up, and out of it into our respective glasf; 
two bumpers of wine were poured. I appeal to Mr. Hart, n ‘ 
landlord—I appeal to James, the respectful and intelligent "<n !tr 
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it' this statement is not true ? And when we had finished that 

mm, and I said—for I did not now in the least doubt of her 
presence—“ Hear gr-nny, may we have another magnum?”—the 
, a l,le r IdtinctZ;/ rapped “ No.” 

“ Now, my good sir,” Mr. Pinto said, who really began to be 
affected by the wine, “you understand the interest I have taken in 

vi,u. I loved Eliza-” (of course I don’t mention family names). 

••I knew you had that box which belonged to her—I will give you 
what you like for that box. Name your price at once, and I pay 
mu mi the spot.” 

“Why, when we came out, you said you hud not sixpence in 
your pocket.” 

“!’>ah! give you anything you like—fifty—a hundred—a 
tauseiid pound.” 

“Come, come,” said I, “the gold of tlie box may be worth nine 
guineas, and the facon, we will put at six more.” 

“One tauseiid guineas!” lie screeched. “One tauseiul and 
fifty pound, dere ! ” and he sank back in his chair—no, by the 
way, on his bench, for he was sitting with his back to one of the 
partitions of the boxes, as I daresay James remembers. 

“ Don't go on in this way,” I continued, rather weakly, for I 
did not know whether I was in a dream. “ If you offer me a 
thousand guineas for this box I must take it. Mustn’t I, dear 
gr—liny ? ” 

flic table most distinctly said, “Yes;” and putting out bis 
daws to seize the box, Mr. Pinto plunged his hooked nose into it 
ami eagerly inhaled some of my ’47 with a dash of Hardman. 

‘‘but stay, you old harpy !” I exclaimed, being now in a sort 
r: k"e, and quite familiar with him. “Where is the money? 
''here is tho cheque?” 

“James, a piece of note-paper and a receipt-stamp ! ” 

Phis is all mighty well, sir,” I said, “but I don’t know you ; 
"over saw you before. I will trouble you to hand me that box 
u, h again, or give me a cheque with some known signature.” 

“Whose? Ha, Ha, HA!” 

7 lie room happened to be very dark. Indeed, all the waiters 
" ere k'o'ie to supper, and there were only two gentlemen snoring in 
fmii respective boxes. I saw a hand come quivering down from 
’■m ceiling— a very pretty hand, on which was a ring with a coronet, 

1 a lion rampant gules for a crest. I saw that hand take a dij< 

• ll di and write across the paper. Mr. Pinto, then taking a grej 
reipt-stamp out of his blue leather pocket-book, fastened it on to 
,, e h l Per by the usual process ; and the hand then wrote across 

’eeeipt-atamp, went across the table and shook hands with 
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Pinto, and then, as if waving him an adieu, vanished in the direeti.n 
of the ceiling. 

There was the paper before me, wet with the ink. There w,. 
the pen which tiir hand had used. Does anybody doubt me! / 
have that pen now. A cedar-stick of a not uncommon sort, an! 
holding one of Gillott’s pens. It is in my inkstand now, I tell V0ll 
Anybody may see it. The handwriting on the cheque, for sud 
the document was, was tire writing of a female. It ran thus 
“ London, midnight, March 31, 1862. Pay the bearer one thousand 
and fifty pounds. Rachel Sidonia. To Messrs. Sidonia, Po a -,, 
santo & Co., London.” 

“ Noblest and best of women ! ” said Pinto, kissing the sheet m 
paper with much reverence. “ My good Mr. Roundabout, 1 siqi|»», 
you do not question that signature ? ” 

Indeed, the house of Sidonia, Pozzosanto & Co. is known tn U 
one of the richest in Europe, and as for the Countess Rachel, she 
was known to be the chief manager of that enormously wealthy 
establishment. There was only one little difficulty, the Count,n 
Rachel died last October. 

I pointed out this circumstance, and tossed over the paper tn 
Pinto with a sneer. 

“ C’est ii brendre on h laisser,” he said with some heat. “ Y"u 
literary men are all imbrudent; but I did not tink you such a M 
wie dis. Your box is not worth twenty pound, and I offer von a 
tausend because I know you want money to pay dat rascal Tom • 
college bills.” (This strange man actually knew that my scape¬ 
grace Tom has been a source of groat expense and annoyance m 
me.) “You see money costs me nothing, and you refuse to tala' 
it! Once, twice; will you take this cheque in exchange for yar 
trumpery snuff-box 1 ” 

What could I do 1 My poor granny’s legacy was valuable aim 
dear tfi me, but after all a thousand guineas are not to be had even 
day. “ Be it a bargain,” said I. “ Shall we have a glass of "b- 
on it I” says Pinto; and to this proposal I also unwillingly accedes, 
reminding him, by the way, that he had not yet told me the etui' 
of the headless man. 

“ Your poor gr-ndm-ther was right just now, when she ' 
she was not my first love. ’Twas one of those banale expressiotm 
(here Mr. P. blushed once more) “ which we use to women. 1 
tell each she is our first passion. They reply with a similar ill"'";' 
formula. No man is any woman’s first love ; no woman any inJll f 
We are in love in our nurse’s arms, and women coquette with t 1 ”' 
eyes before their tongue can form a word. How could your l" ul - 
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• 1 wo me ? I was far, far too old for her. I am older than 

relative > ^ ol)l that you would not believe my age were I to 

ll0 " k ' 't have loved many and many a woman before your 
1,11 - y ° U ' Tt has not always been fortunate for them to love me 
"l^mlironia' Round the dreadful circus where you fell, and 
A ’ l 1 was dragged eorpselike by the heels, there ro t multitudes 
"l ielK * thnn the lions which mangled your sweet foim . Ah, 

. f 2 .be MU.’ ^ke MX- ™»"' 

and tbe J- But w., «bb mmmj ! Bn, 1 

for thv grandam that she loved me not. 

*“ g that atrange period,” he went on. “when 0.1mm, 
r „L, meat with the revolution that was speedily to he hoin, 
•"mission in Paris with my excellent, my maligned fnend, 

' o Mesn er was one of our band. I seemed to occupy 
1 u ’ k in it . though, as you know, in secret societies 

SS23«.rfS»,=HiS£ 

know, or of things winch you don t know. 1 >ou thirty- 

,0 s,;,k is idle.” (Here I confess Mr. P. poke for exac ly t nt} 
doh minutes, about physics, metaphys.es, language ttocy jnd 

destinv of mail, during which time I was rather bo M ami, * 
mv nlnui, drank a half glass or so of wine.) W. ^ 

the fountain of youth ! It may not happen to me 01 ^ ju 

iin age : hut when I love, then I am young. ° f Am ll v t Wine, 
Paris. Bathilde, Bathilde, I loved thee—ah, how foi J • 

1 sav, more wine ! Love is ever young I was a boy thL , 
fed'of Bathilde de Bdchamel—the fair, the loud, > * > 

false! * The strange old man’s agony was here really tuubc,an^ 
he showed himself much more agitated than he ha 
speaking about my gr-ndm-th-r , to ,, er in 

“ 1 thought Blanche might love me. I touM *1 ^ j 

the language of all countries, and tell her the o Sanscrit 

oould trace the nursery legends which she lovc< up ^ Magi, 

-imre, and whisper to her the darkling mysteries o ^ (]ishcvcl j e( j 
1 ,could chant for her the wild chorus that n , watchwon 

Llf-usiuinn revel: I could tell her, an Queen, which Hiran 
never known hut to one woman, the ba • * attend 

ta-.W in the abynnnl » of i m, »wd 

Pdia ! you have drunk too much wine . carrying on fc 

«n that I was not attending, for he had been carrying 
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about fifty-seven minutes ; and I don’t like a man to have „/i 1 
the talk to himself. 

“ Blanche de Bechamel was wild, then, about this secret 4 
Masonry. In early early days I loved, I married a girl f a j r a , 
Blanche, who, too, was tormented by curiosity, who, toy, W ouH 
peep into my closet—into the only secret I guarded from her. \ 
dreadful fate befell poor Fatima. An accident shortened her lift 
Poor thing ! she had a foolish sister who urged her on. I always 
told her to beware of Ann. She died. They said her ltrother- 
killed me. A gross falsehood. Am I dead 1 If I were, cuuld ! 
pledge you in this wine ? ” 

“Was your name,” I asked, quite bewildered, “was your name, 
pray, then, ever Blueb-1 ” 

“ Hush ! the waiter will overhear you. Methought we were 
speaking of Blanche de Bechamel. I loved her, young man. My 
pearls, and diamonds, and treasure, my wit, my wisdom, my passion, 

I flung them all into the child’s lap. I was a fool! Was strmg 
Sampson not as weak as II Was Solomon the Wise much better 

when Ballcis wheedled him! I said to the King- But cnmidi 

of that, I spake of Blanche do Bechamel. 

“ Curiosity was the poor child’s foible. I could see, as I talked 
to her, that her thoughts were elsewhere (as yours, my friend, have 

been absent once or twice to-night). To know the secret of Mas.. 

was the wretched child’s mad desire. With a thousand wiles, smiles. 


caresses, she strove to coax it from me—from me —ha! ha! 

“I had an apprentice—the son of a dear friend, who died by 
my side at Rossbach, when Soubise, with whose army I happenol 
to be, suffered a dreadful defeat for neglecting my advice. The 
young Chevalier Goby de Mouchy was glad enough to serve as my 
clerk, and help in some chemical experiments in which 1 was en¬ 
gaged with my friend Doctor Mesmer. Bathihlc saw this yomi.' 
man. Since women were, has it not been their business to smile 
and deceive, to fondle and lure 1 Away ! from the very first it bd& 
been so ! ” And as my companion spoke, he looked as wicked as 
the serpent that coiled round the tree, and hissed a poisoned counsel 
to the first woman. 


“ One evening I went, as was my wont, to see Blanche. Slie 
was radiant: she was wild with spirits: a saucy triumph blaze 
in her blue eyes. She talked, she rattled on in her childish 
She uttered, in the course of her rhapsody, a hint—an intimation-' 
so terrible that the truth flashed across me in a moment. Bn* 
ask her? She would lie to me. But I know how to make fan 


hood impossible. And I ordered her to go to sleep.” 

At this moment the clock (after its previous convulsion- 
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,,,umlo! Twelve. And as the now Editor * of the Cornkill 
— end he, I promise you, won’t stand any nonsense—will 
(1 „!v allow seven pages, I am obliged to leave off at the y eky most 
interesting point of the story. 


Part III. 


ARM yon of our fraternity? I see you are not. The secret 
l\ which Mademoiselle de Bechamel confided to me in her mad 
‘ *• triumph and wild hoyden spirits—she was but a child, poor 
thing, poor tiling, scarce fifteen :—but I love them young—a folly 
not unusual with the old ! ” (Here Mr. Pinto thrust iiis knuckles 
into his hollow eyes; and, I am sorry to say, so little regardful 
was he of personal cleanliness, that his tears made streaks of white 
over his gnarled dark hands.) “Ah, at fifteen, poor child, thy 
fate was terrible ! Go to ! It is not good to love me, friend. 
Tht-y prosper not who do. I divine you. You need not say what 
you are thinking- ” 

In truth, I was thinking, if girls fall in love with this sallow, 
hook-nosed, glass-eyed, wooden-legged, dirty, hideous old man, with 
tlie slmni teeth, they have a queer taste. That is what I was 
thinking, 

‘'•lack Wilkes said the handsomest mail in London had but 
kilt-an hour's start of him. And without vanity, I am scarcely 
uglier than Jack Wilkes. Wc were members of the same club at 
-Mulmonham Abbey, Jack and I, and had many a merry night 
together Well, sir, I—Mary of Scotland knew me but as a little 
hum hliacked music-master; and yet, and yet, I think she was not 

imlitlr rent to her David Hiz-and she came to misfortune. They 

all ho- they all do!” 

"/hr, you are wandering from your point! ” I said, with some 
o'icrity. For, really, for this old humbug to hint that he had 
Jrrii the baboon who frightened the club at Medmenham, that lie 
, M <1 J ie(;n in the Inquisition at Valladolid—that under the name of 
*' 88 he called it, he had known the lovely Queen of Scots— 

''. asa 1/1 He too much, “Sir,” then I said, “you were speaking 
1 )0l| t a Miss de Bechamel. I really have not time to hear all 
v ”iir hhv.Taphy.” 

1 aith, the good wine gets into my head.” (I should think so. 


M ^flSC2 liaCkCray 


retired from the Editorship 


of the Cornkill Magazine in 
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the old toper ! Four bottles all but two glasses.) “To return r- 
poor Blanche. As I sat laughing, joking with her, she let 
word, a little word, which filled mo with dismay. Some one I 15 .b e 
her a part of the Secret—the secret which has been divulged 
thrice in three thousand years—the Secret of the Freemasons. p, 
you know what happens to those uninitiate who learn that secret: 
to those wretched men, the initiate who reveal it 1 ” 

As Pinto spoke to me, he looked through and through me evir 
his horrible piercing glance, so that I sat quite uneasily cm 
bench. He continued : “ Did I question her awake, I knew .4 
would lie to me. Poor child ! I loved her no less because I .Id 
not believe a word she said. I loved her blue eye, her golden hair, 
her delicious voice, that was true in song, though when she spoke, 
false as Eblis ! You are aware that I possess in rather a remark¬ 
able degree what we have agreed to call the mesmeric power. 1 
set the unhappy girl to sleep. Then she was obliged to tell me all. 
It was as I had surmised. Goby do Mouchy, my wretched, besotted 
miserable secretary, in bis visits to the chateau of the old Marqui- 
de Bechamel, who was one of our society, had seen Blanche. 1 
suppose it was because she had been warned that he was worthless, 
and poor, artful, and a coward, she loved him. She wormed out <<i 
the besotted wretch the secrets of our Order. ‘ Did he tell y.«; 
the number one?’ I asked. 

“ She said, ‘ Yes.’ ” 

“ ‘Did he,’ I further inquired, ‘tell you the- 

41 ‘ Oh, don’t ask mo, don’t ask me ! ’ she said, writhing on tin- 
sofa, where she lay in the presence of the Marquis do B&liamd. 
her most unhappy father. Poor Bechamel, poor Bdchamel! Ik* 
pale he looked as I spoke ! ‘Did he tell you,’ I repeated with - 
dreadful calm, ‘the number two?’ She said, ‘Yes.’ 

“ The poor old Marquis rose up, and clasping his hands, tell "!i 

his knees before Count Cagl-Bah ! I went by a <lilTennt 

name then. Vat’s in a name ? Dat vicli vc call a Rosicrndai 
by any other name vil smell as sveet. ‘Monsieur,’ he said, 'I-'" 
old—l am rich. I have five hundred thousand livres ot rcut<- 
in Picardy. I have half as much in Artois. I have two hm lllic ' 

and eighty thousand on the Grand Livre. I am promised 
my Sovereign a dukedom and his orders with a reversion 
my heir. I am a grandee of Spain of the First Class, and l 11 ' 
of Volovcnto. Take my titles, my ready money, my hte, w ; 
honour, everything I have in the world, but don’t ask the Tin- 
QUESTION.’ . 

“ ‘ Godefroid de Bouillon, Comte de Bdchamel, Cram 
Spain and Prince of Volovento, in our Assembly what was tin’ 
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• oU swore?' The old man writhed as he remembered its terrific 

jurnort. 

- Though my heart was racked with agony, and I would have 
ay, cheerfully” (died, indeed, as if that, were a penalty!), 
1 . 1 ,i'spare yonder lovely child a pang, I said to her calmly, ‘ Blanche 
j e pw-hamel, did Goby de Mouchy tell you secret number 

riua.K ? 

•‘She whispered a out that was quite faint, faint and small. 
But tier poor father fell in convulsions at her feet. 

“She died suddenly that night. Did I not tell you those I 
]„ve conic to no good? When General Bonaparte crossed the Saint 
Bemud, lie, saw in the convent an old monk with a white beard, 
wandering about the corridors, cheerful and rather stout, but mad 
—mad as a March hare. ‘General,’ I said to him, ‘did you ever 
see that face before?’ He had not. He had not mingled much 
with the higher classes of our society before the Revolution. T 
kinnv the poor old limn well enough ; he was the last of a noble 
race, and I loved his child.” 

“ And did she die by--? ” 

“ Man! did 1 say so ? Do I whisper the secrets of the 
Vehiiigericht? I say she died that night: and he—he, the heart- 
les, the villain, the betrayer—you saw him seated in yonder 
■ iriusity-shop, by yonder guillotine, with his scoundrelly head in 


ilia lap. 

"You saw how slight that instrument was? It was one of the 
iiiit which Guillotin made, and which he showed to private friends 
in a luuiijar in the Rue Piepus, where he lived. The invention 
created some little conversation amongst scientific men at the time, 
though 1 remember a machine in Edinburgh of a very similar 
i nstruction, two hundred—well, many many years ago— and at a 
hreaktast which Guillotin gave lie showed us the instrument, and 
lllllc l | talk arose amongst us as to whether people suffered under it. 

‘ And now I must tell you what befell the traitor who had 
illls cil all this suffering. Did he know that the poor child’s death 
*** a kkntbnck ? He felt a cowardly satisfaction that with her 
|' J - gone the secret of his treason. Then he began to doubt. I 
1JI ' :i ' 'N's to penetrate all his thoughts, as well as to know his 
J hen he became a slave to a horrible fear. He fled in abject 
i fl !'." r 1° a- convent. They still existed in Paris ; and behind the 
Y' "t Jacobins the wretch thought himself secure. Poor fool ! I 
j, 1 ’ ’»t to set one of my somnambulists to sleep. Her spirit went 
t ; ! ' f 1 a! "l spied the shuddering wretch in his cell. She described 
, 'treet, the gate, the convent, the very dress which lie wore, and 
‘Mi von saw to-day. 
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“ And now this is what happened. In his chamber in the p.. 
Saint Honan?, at Paris, sat a man alone —a man who has i”,, 
maligned, a man who lias been called a knave and charlatan > 
man who has been persecuted even to the death, it is said, in R,,,'.", 
Inquisitions, forsooth, and elsewhere. Ha ! ha ! A man who | re 
a mighty will. 

“And looking towards the Jacobins Convent (of which from 
his chamber, he could see the spires and trees), this man wiu.n, 
And it was not yet dawn. And he willed ; and one who was Ivin; 
in his cell in the convent of Jacobins, awake and shuddering with 
terror for a crime which he had committed, fell asleep. 

“ But though he was asleep his eyes were open. 

“ And after tossing and writhing, and clinging to the pallet, and 
saying, ‘ No, I will not go,’ he rose up and donned his clothes—a 
grey coat, a vest of white pique;, black satin smallclothes, ribbed 
silk stockings, and a white stock with a steel buckle ; and he 
arranged bis hair, and he tied his queue, all the while being in tint 
strange somnolence which walks, which moves, which runs some¬ 
times, which sees, which is indifferent to pain, which obeys. And 
he put on his hat, and he went forth from his cell; and though the 
dawn was not yet, he trod the corridors as seeing them. And lie 
passed into the cloister, and then into the garden where lie the 
ancient dead. And he came to the wicket, which Brother Jerome 
was opening just at the dawning. And the crowd was already 
waiting with their cans and howls to receive the aims of the go"d 
brethren. 

“ And he passed through the crowd and went on his way, :md 
the few people then abroad who marked him, said, ‘ Tiens ! How 
very odd he looks! He looks like a man walking in his sleep' 
This was said by various persons :— 

“ By milk-women, with their cans and carts, coining into to 
town. 

“ By roysterers who had been drinking at the taverns of tin 
Barrier, for it was Mid-Lent. 

“ By the sergeants of the watch, who eyed him sternly os 1" 
passed near their halberds. 

“ But he passed on unmoved by the halberds, 

“Unmoved by the cries of the roysterers, 

“ By the market-women coming with their milk and eggs, 

“ He walked through the Rue Saint Honors, I say :—- 
“ By the Rue Rambuteau, 

“ By the Rue Saint Antoine, 

“ By the King’s Chateau of the Bastille, 

“ By the Faubourg Saint Antoine. 
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u \ n ii lift came, to No. '29 in the Rue Piepus—a house which 

)fll sffepd between a court and garden- 

■■That is, there was a building of one story, with a great eoaeh- 


•• Then there was a court, around which were stables, coach- 
nust'S, offices. 

“Then there was a house—a two-storied house, with a, perron, 


i front. 

“Behind the house was a garden—a garden of two hundred and 
ftv French feet in length. 

“And as one hundred feet of France equal one hundred and 
ix feet of England, this garden, my friends, equalled exactly two 
minimi and sixty-five feet of British measure. 

“ In the centre of the garden was a fountain and a statue— 
.r, to speak more correctly, two statues. One was recumbent,— a 
nan. Over him, sabre, in hand, stood a. woman. 

“The man was Olofernes. The woman was Judilh. From the 
head, from the trunk, the water gushed. It was the taste of the 
ilm-tor ; was it not a droll of taste 1 

“At the end of the garden was the doctor’s cabinet of study. 
My faith, a singular cabinet, and singular pictures !— 

“ Decapitation of Charles Premier at Vitehall. 

“Decapitation of Montrose at Edimbonrg. 

“Decapitation of Cinq Mars. When I tell von that he was a 
in.m of a taste, charming ! 

“Through this garden, by these statues, up these stairs, went 
tin- pale figure of him who, the porter said, knew the way of the 
b’lec. Ip, did. Turning neither right nor left, he seemed to walk 
'/irouiili the statues, the obstacles, the flower-beds, the stairs, the 
the tallies, the chairs. 


“hi the corner of the room was that instrument which 
Cuillntm had just invented and perfected. One day he was to lay 
[ib imu head under his own axe. Peace be to his name! With 
‘‘ini I deal not! 

“ bi a frame of mahogany, neatly worked, was 
'! ' i: <lh< irele in it, over which another board fitted. 

"'"I axe, which fell—you know how. It was held 
"'"l when this rope was untied, or cut, the steel fell. 

’ 1° Die story which I now have to relate you may give credence, 
r 'wt, as you will. The sleeping man went up to that instrument, 
lb- hud hi 8 head in it, asleep.” 

’ Asleep ! ” 

i• . De then took a little penknife out of the pocket of his white 

'““ ut y waistcoat. 


a board with 
Above was a 
up by a rope, 
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“ He cut the rope asleep. 

“The axe descended on the head of the traitor and villain j 
notch in it was made by the steel buckle of his stock, which w- 
cut through. ^ 

“A strange legend has got abroad that after the deed was (Inn,, 
the figure rose, took the head from the basket, walked forth throu-ii 
the garden, and by the screaming porters at the gate, and went a >i 
laid itself down at the Morgue. But for this I will not vom-l. 
Only of this be sure. ‘ There are more things in heaven and earn, 
Horatio, than are dreamed of in your philosophy.’ More and uk,; 
the light peeps through the chinks. Soon, amidst music ravishing 
the curtain will rise, and the glorious scene be displayed. Adieu' 
Remember me. Ha ! ’tis dawn,” Pinto said. And he was gone. 

I am ashamed to say that my first movement was to (dutch tie 
cheque which ho had left with me, and which I was determined t„ 
present the very moment the bank opened. I know the importaim 
of these things, and that men change their mind sometimes. 1 
sprang through the streets to the great banking house of Mauasseli 
in Duke Street. It seemed to mo as if I actually flew as I walked. 
As the clock struck ten I was at the counter and laid down my 
cheque. 

The gentleman who received it, who was one of the Hebrew 
persuasion, as were the other two hundred clerks of the establish¬ 
ment, having looked at the draft with terror in his countenance, 
then looked at me, then called to himself two of his fellow 
clerks, and queer it was to see all their aquiline beaks over the 


paper. 

“ Come, come ! ” said I, “ don’t keep me here all day. Hand 
me over the money, short, if you please ! ” for I was, you see, a 
little alarmed, and so determined to assume some extra bluster. 

“ Will you have the kindness to step into the parlour to the 


partners ? ” the clerk said, and I followed him. 

“ What, again ? ” shrieked a bald-headed, red-whiskered gentle 


“Mr. Sa-lathiel, this 
S.” And the clerk 


man, whom I knew to be Mr. Manasseh. 
too bad. Leave me with this gentleman, 
disappeared. 

“ Sir,” he said, “ I know how you came by this ; the Count' 
Pinto gave it you. It is too bad ! I honour my parents; I homw 
their parents; I honour their bills ! But this one of grandma 
too bad—it is, upon my word, now ! She’ve been dead these h' 1 ’ 
and-thirty years. And this last four months she has left her bun- 1 
place and took to drawing on our ’ouse 1 It’s too bad, g™ j 
it is too bad ! ” and he appealed to me, and tears actually tru 
down his nose. 
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• ■Is it the Countess Sidonia’s cheque or not?” I asked 
i mzhtily. 

"■But, I tell yon, she’s dead ! It’s a shame !—it’s a shame !— 
i j grandmamma ! ” and he cried, and wiped his great nose in his 
rdlinv pocket-handkerchief. “Look year -will you take pounds 
instead of guineas % She’s dead, I tell you ! It’s no go ! Take the 

lim ,l s _one tausend pound !—ten nice, neat, crisp hundred-pound 

,,„!cs, and go away vid you, do ! ” 

■■ I will have my bond, sir, or nothing,” I said ; and I put on 
an attitude of resolution which I confess surprised even myself. 

a "Wi ry veil,” he shrieked, with many oaths, “ then you shall have 
noting—lap ha, ha !— noting but a policeman ! Mr. Abednego, call 
u policeman ! Take that, you humbug and impostor ! ” and here, 
with an abundance, of frightful language which I dare not repeat, 
the wealthy hanker abused and defied me. > 

Ait t'out du compte, what, was I to do, if a banker did not 
disuse t<> honour a cheque drawn by his dead grandmother? I 
Venn to wish I had my snuff-box back. I began to think I was 
i foul for changing that little old-fasliioncd gold for this slip of 

mange paper. 

Meanwhile the banker had passed from his fit of anger to a 
paroxysm of despair. He seemed to be addressing some person 
invisible, hut in the room : “ Look here, ma’am, you’ve really been 
‘•••tiling il too strong. A hundred thousand in six months, and now 
a thousand more ! The ’ouse can’t stand it; it won’t stand it, 1 
■ IV]tat ? Oh ! mercy, mercy !” 

As he uttered these words, A HAND fluttered over the table in 
iV air! It was a female hand : that which I had seen the night 
, '"fore. That female hand took a pen from the green-baize table, 
uippcol it in a silver inkstand, and wrote on a quarter of a sheet of 
Iw’lseap on the blotting-book, “How about the diamond robbery? 
It you do not pay, I will tell him where they are.” 

'Hat diamonds? what robbery? what was this mystery? 
list will never be ascertained, for the wretched man’s demeanour 
Muntly changed. “Certainly, sir;—oh, certainly,” he said, forcing 
:nn - “How will you have the money, sir? All right, Mr. 

go- This way out.” 

" I I |n !'C I shall often see you again,” I said ; oil which 1 own 
Mauasseli gave a dreadful grin, and shot back into his parlour. 
1 inn home, clutching the ton delicious, crisp hundred pounds, 
I 1 ! 1 ' t * lr 'Ear little fifty which made up the account. I flew through 
I »• streets again. I got to my chambers. I bolted the outer doors, 
ia my great chair and slept. ... 

> fust thing on waking was to feel for my money. Perdition 1 


tVdncg 
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Where was I ? Ha!—on the table before me was niy g r;lll ,|. 
mother’s snuff-box, and by its side one of those awful— 
admirable—sensation novels, which I had been reading, and whi,i ; 
are full of delicious wonder. 

But that the guillotine is still to be seen at Mr. Gale’s, X„, g 
High Holborn, I give you my honour. I suppose I was dreaming 
about it. I don’t know. What is dreaming 1 What is life! Why 
shouldn’t I sleep on the ceiling'!—and am I sitting on it nmv, 0 r<* 
the floor 1 I am puzzled. But enough. If the fashion for snisiitiui 
novels goes on, I tell you I will write one in fifty volumes. F„r 
the present, DIXI. But between ourselves, this Pinto, who fought 
at the Colosseum, who was nearly being roasted by the In<iuisitinn, 
and sang duets at Holyrood, I am rather sorry to lose him after 
three little bits of Roundabout Papers. Et vous 1 
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W HEN Swift was in love with Stella, and despatching her a 
letter from London thrice a month, by the Irish packet, 
you may remember how he would begin letter No. xxui., 
we will say, on the very day when xxn. had been sent away, 
stealing out of the coffee-house or the assembly so as to be able to 
prattle with his dear ; “ never letting go her kind hand, as it were,” 
as some commentator or other has said in speaking of the Dean and 
his amour. When Mr. Johnson, walking to Dodsley’s, and touching 
the (lusts in Pall Mall as he walked, forgot to pat the head of one 
nf them, he went hack and imposed his hands on it, — impelled I 
kimw nut by what superstition. I have this I hope not dangerous 
mania too. As soon as a piece of work is out of hand, and before 
suing to sleep, I like to begin another; it may be to write only 
iialf-a-ilozcn lines: but that is something towards Number the 
N' xt. The printer’s boy has not yet reached Green Arbour Court 
"kb the copy. Those people who were alive half-an-hour since, 
iVnilemns, Olive Newcome, and (what do you call him! what was 
the name of the last hero'? I remember now !) Philip Firmin, have 
ariily drank their glass of wine, and the mammas have only this 
iimite got the children’s cloaks on, and have been bowed out of my 
remises— and here I come back to the study again : tauten usque 
,rr "• Row lonely it looks now all these people are gone ! My 
mr good friends, some folk are utterly tired of you, and say, 
hat a poverty of friends the man has ! He is always asking us 
11 meet those Pendennises, Newcomes, and so forth. Why does he 
1 'f hit mi lime us to some new characters? Why is he not thrilling 
K |- Twustars, learned and profound like Threestars, exquisitely 
'■"morons and human like Fours tars ? Why, finally, is he not 
une>oily else?” My good people, it is not only impossible to 
e are juu all, but it is absurd to try. The dish which one man 
:lll(, ther dislikes. Is the dinner of to-day not to your taste ? 
I 1,s hope to-morrow’s entertainment will be more agreeable. * * * 
t 11,110 'ay original subject. What an odd, pleasant, humorous, 
• am holy feeling it is to sit in the study alone and quiet, now all 

2 a 
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these people are gone who have been boarding and lodging with ir„ 
for twenty months ! They have interrupted my rest: they |, av ,. 
plagued me at all sorts of minutes : they have thrust tlieinselv,'. 
upon me when I was ill, or wished to be idle, and I have growled 
out a “Be hanged to you, can’t you leave me alone now?” 
or twice they have prevented my going out to dinner. Many un i 
many a time they have prevented my coming home, because 1 knew 
they were there waiting in the study, and a plague take them, ami 
I have left home and family, and gone to dine at the Club, ami t 4 | 
nobody where I went. They have bored me, those people. They 
have plagued me at all sorts of uncomfortable hours. Tiu-y have 
made such a disturbance in my mind and house, that sometimes i 
have hardly known what was going on in my family and sranvly 
have heard what my neighbour said to me. They are gone at List, 
and you would expect me to be at ease? Far from it, I .should 
almost be glad if Woolcomb would walk in and talk; to me: « 
Twysden reappear, take his place in that chair opposite me, ami 
begin one of his tremendous stories. 

Madmen, you know, see visions, hold conversations with, even 
draw the likeness of, people invisible to you and me. Is tlii> 
making of people out of fancy madness ? and are novel-writers at 
all entitled to strait-waistcoats ? I often forget people’s names in 


life; and in my own stories contritely own that I make dreadful 
blunders regarding them ; but I declare, my dear sir, with respc-' i 
to the personages introduced into your humble servant’s fables. 1 
know the people utterly—I know the sound of their voices. A 
gentleman came in to see me the other day, who was so like the 
picture of Philip Firinin in Mr. Walker’s charming drawings in the 
Cornhill Magazine that he was quite a curiosity to me. The same 
eyes, beard, shoulders, just as you have seen them from month t 
month. Well, he is not like the Philip Firmin in my niin't 
Asleep, asleep in the grave, lies the bold, the generous, the 1 'crkW 
the tender-hearted creature whom I have made to pass tliroim 1 
those adventures which have just been brought to an end. j* 
years since I heard the laughter ringing, or saw the bright 
eyes. When I knew him both were young. I become young 
think of him. And this morning he was alive again in this n»>m. 
ready to laugh, to fight, to weep. As I write, do you kninv, in 
the grey of evening; the house is quiet; everybody is 0,,t • ' 

room is getting a little dark, and I look rather wistfully ”P 
the paper with perhaps ever so little fancy that HE MAY •• - • 

IN.-No? No movement. No grey shade, growing 11 ^ 

palpable, out of which at last look the well-known eves- 1 
printer came and took him away with the last page of the I 1 



DE FINIBUS 


371 

im l with the printer’s boy did the whole cortbge of ghosts flit away, 
Jm-isil-Ie ! Ha! stay! what is this? Angels and ministers of 
•race .' The door opens, and a dark form—enters, bearing a black 
I4 black suit of clothes. It is John. He says it is time to dress 

fir dinner. 


Every man who has had his German tutor, and has been 
coached through the famous “Faust” of Goethe (thou wert my 
instructor, good old Weissenborn, and these eyes beheld the great 
muster himself in dear little Weimar town !) has read those charm¬ 
ing verses which are prefixed to the drama, in which the poet 
reverts to the time when his work was first composed, and recalls 
the friends now departed, who once listened to his song. The dear 
shadows rise up around him, he says; he lives in the past again. 
It is to-day which appears vague and visionary. We humbler 
writers cannot create Fausts, or raise up monumental works that 
shall endure for all ages ; but our books are diaries, in which our 
own feelings must of necessity be set down. As we look to the 
page written last month, or ten years ago, we remember the day 
ami its events; the child ill, mayhap, in the adjoining room, and 
the doubts and fears which racked the brain as it still pursued its 
wnrk : the dear old friend who read the commencement of the tale, 
ami whose gentle hand shall be laid in ours no more. I own for 
my part that, in reading pages which this hand penned formerly, I 
"Itrn lose sight of the text under my eyes. It is not the words I 
cm: lmt that past day; that bygone page of life’s history; that 
tragedy, comedy it may be, which our little home company was 
enacting ; that merrymaking which we shared; that funeral which 
“f followed ; that bitter bitter grief which we buried. 

-bid, such being the state of my mind, I pray gentle readers 
j' J deal kindly with their humble servant’s manifold shortcomings, 
dunders, and slips of memory. As sure as I read a page of my 
""" composition, I find a fault or two, half-a-dozen. Jones is 
>‘d Brown. Brown, who is dead, is brought to life. Aghast, 
mouths after the number was printed, I saw that I had called 
." ‘I’ tinnin, Clive Newcomc. Now Clive Newcome is the hero 
^■mother story by the reader’s most obedient writer. The two 
I'vi' 0 '^Terent, in my mind’s eye, as—as Lord Palmerston 
line -p ^ srae ^ let us say. But there is that blunder at page 990, 
j 1 ‘ ’’ v °bune 84 of the Cornhill Magazine, and it is past niend- 
tp ' r 1 1 w mh in my life I had made no worse blunders or errors 
u y iat which is hereby acknowledged. 

i">tner Finis written. Another mile stone passed on this 
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journey from birth to the next world ! Sure it is a subjectt, 
solemn cogitation. Shall we continue this story-telling busi tlt8 
and be voluble to the end of our age 1 Will it not be presentlv 
time, 0 prattler, to hold your tongue, and let younger people speak'i 
I have a friend, a painter, who, like other persons who shall 1, 
nameless, is growing old. He has never painted with such laborious 
finish as his works now show. This master is still the most liumbk 
and diligent of scholars. Of Art, his mistress, he is always , 
eager reverent pupil. In his calling, in yours, in mine, industry 
and humility will help and comfort us. A word with you. j n j 
pretty large experience I have not found the men who write books 
superior in wit or learning to those who don’t write at all. la 
regard of mere information, non-writers must often he superior to 
writers. You don’t expect a lawyer in full practice to be conversant 
with all kinds of literature ; he is too busy with his law: and >o 
a writer is commonly too busy with his own books to lie able to 
bestow attention on the works of other people. After a day's 
work (iu which I have been depicting, let us say, the agonies d 
Louisa on parting with the Captain, or the atrocious behaviour 
of the wicked Marquis to Lady Emily) I march to the Club, 
proposing to improve my mind and keep myself “posted, up, 
as the Americans phrase it, in the literature of the day. And 
what happens? Given, a walk after luncheon, a pleasing book, 
and a most comfortable arm-chair by the fire, and you know tin 
rest. A doze ensues. Pleasing book drops suddenly, is picked up 
once with an air of some confusion, is laid presently softly in lap' 
head falls on comfortable arm-chair cushion : eyes close : soft nasal 
music is heard. Am I telling Club secrets ? Of afternoons, after 


lunch, I say, scores of sensible fogies have a doze. Perhaps I k"' r 
fallen asleep over that very book to which “ Finis ” has just beta 
written. “ Anti if the writer sleeps, what happens to the readers ^ 
says Jones, coming down upon me with his lightning wit. What- 
You did sleep over it ? And a very good thing too. These ey* 
have more than once seen a friend dozing over pages which tn 
hand has written. There is a vignette somewhere in one ot ui) 
books of a friend so caught napping with “ Pendennis,’ m ( 
“ Newcomes,” in his lap ; and if a writer can give you a s" et .- 
soothing, harmless sleep, has he not done you a kindness: 11 ■ 
the author who excites and interests you worthy of your thanks a 
benedictions. I am troubled with fever and ague, that sei» 
at odd intervals and prostrate me for a day. There w cold rit, . 
which, I am thankful to say, hot bramly-and-water is p*' esc ^ ^ 
and this induces hot fit, and so on. In one or two ot "\ ese . 

I have read novels with the most fearful contentment "1 »i 
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w.,, on the Mississippi, it was my dearly beloved “ Jacob Faith- 
jjj •• ’ once, at Frankfort O.M., the delightful “ Vingt Ans Aprfcs” 
Monsieur Dumas : once, at Tunbridge Wells, the thrilling “ Woman 
„ White " : and these books gave me amusement from morning till 
iWI , r t. I remember those ague fits with a great deal of pleasure 
!„,] gratitude. Think of a whole day in bed, and a good novel for 
j companion ! No cares : no remorse about idleness : no visitors : 
j„,| the Woman in White or the Chevalier d’Artagnan to tell me 
stories from dawn to night! “Please, ma’am, my master’s compli¬ 
ments, and can lie have the third volume ? ” (This message was 
Lnt to tm astonished friend and neighbour who lent me, volume by 
[volume, the “ W. in W.”) How do you like your novels? I like 
nine strong, “hot with,” and no mistake: no love-making: no 
observations about society : little dialogue, except where the char¬ 
acters arc bullying each other: plenty of fighting : and a, villain 
in the cupboard, who is to suffer tortures just before Finis. I 
don't like your melancholy Finis. I never read the history of a 
consumptive heroine twice. If I might give a short hint to an 
impartial writer (as the Examiner used to say iu old days), it 
"ouhl be to act, not h, la mode le pays do Pole (I think that was 
tin- phraseology), but always to give quarter. In the story of 
I'iiilip, just come to an end, I have the permission of the author to 
sate that he was going to drown the two villains of the piece—a 
certain Doctor F- and a certain Mr. T. II- on board the 


I’trmhnt, or some other tragic ship—but you see I relented. I 
pictured to myself Firmiu’s ghastly face amid the crowd of shudder- 
l"' f| ple on that reeling deck in the lonely ocean, and thought, 
) limn ghastly lying wretch, thou shalt not he drowned ; thou 
■halt have a fever only ; a knowledge of thy danger ; and a chance 
ever so small a chance—of repentance.” I wonder whether he 
W repent when he found himself in the yellow-fever, in Virginia? 
hie probability is, he fancied that his son had injured him very 
nnicli, and forgave him on his death-bed. Do you imagine there 
' a great deal of genuine right-down remorse in the world ? Don’t 
K'°ple rather find excuses which make their minds easy : endeavour 
1,1 prove to themselves that they have been lamentably belied and 
l 1 'understood ; and try and forgive the persecutors who will present 
'mt bill when it is due; and not bear malice against the cruel 
y 1,111 "'I* 0 takes them to the police-office for stealing the spoons? 
iJl'! 1 ’' 11 I had a quarrel with a certain well-known person (I 
^Uevcl a statement regarding him which his friends imparted to 
j‘v and which turned out to be quite incorrect). To his dying 
h *t ffilarrel was never quite made'up. I said to his brother, 
0 is your brother’s soul still dark against me? It is I who 
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ought to bo angry and unforgiving : for I was in the wrong. 1 ' d 
the region which they now inhabit (for Finis has been set to id 
volumes of the lives of both here below), if they take any cogni.^j 
of our squabbles, and tittle-tattles, and gossips on earth here, 
hope they admit that my little error was not of a nature mipanl, 
able. If you have never committed a worse, my good sir, si®!t| 
the score against you will not be heavy. Ha, dUeetmimi fmt. 

It is in regard of sins not found out that we may say or sing (inat 
undertone, in a most penitent and lugubrious minor key), 
nobis iniseris peecatoribus.” 

Among the sins of commission which novel-writers net 
perpetrate, is the sin of grandiloquence, or tall-talking, against vvhii 
for my part, I will offer up a special libera me. This is the sin 
schoolmasters, governesses, critics, sermoners, and instructors 
young or old people. Nay (for I am making a clean breast, I 
liberating my soul), perhaps of all the novel-spinners now extant, 
the present speaker is the most addicted to preaching. Docs h 
not stop perpetually in his story and begin to preach to r«u! 
When he ought to be engaged with business, is he not for m 
taking the Muse by the sleeve, and plaguing her with some of his 
cynical sermons 1 I cry peccaui loudly and heartily. I tell you i 
would like to be able to write a story which should show no egotism 
whatever—in which there should be no reflections, no cynicism, ti" 
vulgarity (and so forth), but an incident in every other page, a 
villain, a battle, a mystery in every chapter. I should like to k 
able to feed a reader so spicily as to leave him hungering and thirst¬ 
ing for more at the end of every monthly meal. 

Alexandre Dumas describes himself, when inventing the plan 
a work, as lying silent on his back for two whole days on the deck 
of a yacht in a Mediterranean port. At the end of the two «bp 
he arose and called for dinner. In those two days lie had binb 
his plot, lie had moulded a mighty clay, to be cast presently a 
perennial brass. The chapters, the characters, the incidents, tin 
combinations were all arranged in the artist’s brain crc ho ! - ft 
pen to paper. My Pegasus won’t fly, so as to let me survey j 11 
field below me. He has no wings, he is blind of one eye certain > • 
he is restive, stubborn, slow ; crops a hedge when he ought t" * 
galloping, or gallops when he ought to be quiet. lie no'? 1 " 
show off when I want him. Sometimes he goes at a pace v 1 ‘ 
surprises me. Sometimes, when I most wish him to nwjb.** ^ 
running, the brute turns restive, and I am obliged to let bun 
his own time. I wonder do other novel-writers experience ^ 
fatalism? They must go a certain way, in spite of tlieinselvc^^ 
have been surprised at the observations made by some of niy c 
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It seems as if an occult Power was moving the pen. The 
PiLiiui.-t' ilocs or says something, and I ask, how the dickens did 
poiiic to think of that? Every man has remarked in dreams, 
1( . VilS t dramatic power which is sometimes evinced ; I won’t say 
| lf s ,uprising power, for nothing does surprise you in dreams. But 
[| lll>c . .strange characters you meet make instant observations of 
R .|,j,.|] you never can have thought previously. In like manner, the 
imagination foretells tilings. Wc spake anon of the inflated style, 
of .siune writers. What also if there is an ajfiated style,—when a 
writer is like a Pythoness on her oracle tripod, and mighty words, 
ui.nls which lie cannot help, come blowing, and bellowing, and 
whistling;', and moaning through the speaking pipes of his bodily 
inwall ? 1 have told you it was a very queer shuck to me the other 

day when, with a letter of introduction in his hand, the artist’s (not 
my) Philip Firmin walked into this room, and sat down in the 
,-liair opposite. In the novel of “ Pendennis,” written ten years 
a mu, tliere is an account of a certain (Jostigan, whom 1 had invented 
las I suppose authors invent their personages out of scraps, heel 
taps, odds and ends of characters). I was smoking in a tavern 
puliim- one night- -and this (Jostigan came into the room alive— 
the very man the most remarkable resemblance of the printed 
sketches of the man, of the rude drawings in which I had depicted 
liim. lie had the same little coat, the same flattered hat, cocked 
si uni- eye, the same twinkle in that eye. “Sir,” said I, knowing 
him to he an old friend whom I had met in unknown regions, “sir,” 

I siinl, “may I offer you a glass of brandy-and-water ? ” “ Bcdtul, 

§ says ho, “and I’ll mny ye a son ;y tv,.” Of course lie 

spoke-w ith an Irish brogue. Of course he had been in the army, 
hi ti n minutes lie pulled out an Army Agent’s account, whereon 
id' name was written. A few months after we read of him in a 
puliiw-oourt. How had I come to know him, to divine him? 
hotliiug shall convince me that I have not seen that man in the 
"orld nf spirits. In the world of spirits and water I know I did : 
,,:|t that is a mere quibble of words. I was not surprised when lie 
T"ki- in an Irish brogue. I had had cognisance of him before sonie- 
W ho has not felt that little shock which arises when a 
i“ 1S( m, a place, some words in a book (there is always a collocation) 
present- themselves to yon, and you know that you have before met 
'he same person, words, scene, and so forth ? 

I key used to call the good Sir Walter the “Wizard ot the 
- "i'tli. What if some writer should appear who can write so 
Cuttingly that he shall be able to call into actual life the 
jr'l'le whom he invents? What if Mignon, and Margaret, and 
I'uctz von Berlicliingen arc alive now (though I don’t say they aie 
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visible), and Dugald Dalgetty and Ivanhoe were to step in a ( t j ' 
open window by the little garden yonder! Suppose Uneis 
our noble old Leather-stocking were to glide silently in 1 
Athos, Porthos, and Aramis should enter with a noiseless 
curling their moustaches! And dearest Amelia Booth, on t'Jj,' 
Toby’s arm; and Tittlebat Titmouse, with his hair dyed <r mv 
and all the Crummies company of comedians, with the Gil J]j s ' 
troop; and Sir Roger do Coverley; and the greatest of nil e raa 
gentlemen, the Knight of La Mancha, with his blessed squire! i 
say to you, I look rather wistfully towards the window, nmsiio 
upon these people. Were any of them to enter, I think I should 
not be very much frightened. Dear old friends, what pleasant 
hours I have had with them! We do not see each other very 
often, but when we do, we are ever happy to meet. I bail a 
capital half-hour with Jacob Faithful last night; when the last 
sheet was corrected, when “ Finis ” had been written, and the 
printer’s boy, with the copy, was safe in Green Arbour Court. 

So you are gone, little printer’s boy, with the last scratches and 
corrections on the proof, and a fine ilourish by way of Finis tit the 
story’s end. The last corrections? I say those last corrections 
seem never to be finished. A plague upon the weeds! Even- 
day, when I walk in my own little literary garden-plot, I spy some, 
and should like to have a spud, and root them out. Those idle 
words, neighbour, are past remedy. That turning back to the old 
pages produces anything but elation of mind. Would you not pay .1 
pretty fine to be able to cancel some of them ? Ob, the sad old 
pages, the dull old pages! Oh, the cares, the ennui, the squabbles 
the repetitions, the old conversations over and over again! But 
now and again a kind thought is recalled, and now and again 
a dear memory. Yet a few chapters more, and then the last: 
after which, behold Finis itself come to an end, and the Iniinitl 
begun. 
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A S some bells in a church hard by are making a great holiday 
(•kinging in the summer afternoon, I am reminded somehow 
• cii' a July day, a garden, and a great clanging of bells years 
ami years ago, on the very day when George IV. was crowned. I 
remember a little boy lying in that garden reading his first novel. 
It was called the “ Scottish Chiefs.” The little boy (who is now 
undent and not little) read this book in the summer-house of his 
peat-grandmamma. She was eighty years of age then. A most 
lively and picturesque old lady, with a long tortoiseshell cane, with 
a little puff, or tow, of snow-white (or was it powdered ?) hair 
tinder her cap, with the prettiest little black-velvet slippers and 
lid) heels yon ever saw. She had a grandson, a lieutenant in the 
levy ; sun of lier son, a captain in the navy ; grandson of her 
liii-baixl, a captain in the navy. She lived for scores and scores 
of years in a dear little old Hampshire town inhabited by the 
"i'es, widows, daughters of navy captains, admirals, lieutenants, 
heir me! Don’t 1 remember Mrs. Duval, widow of Admiral 
jl’iival; and the Miss ]Jennets, at the Great House at the other 
od ol the town, Admiral Dennct’s daughters ; and the Miss 
berys, the late Captain Barry’s daughters ; and the good old 
-'h's Jlaskews, Admiral Maskcws’s daughter ; and that- dear little 
kiss Knrvid, and the kind Miss Bookers, one of whom married 
1 iptain, imw Admiral, Sir Henry Excellent, K.O.B. ? Far far 
•'"ay into the past I look and see the little town with its friendly 
Minuter. That town was so like a novel of Miss Austen s that 
"Dialer was she born and bred there? No, we should have 
own, and the good old ladies would have-pronounced her to be 
‘ mde idle thing, occupied with her silly books and neglecting 
‘‘"iisekeepjng. There were other towns in England, no doubt, 
"nue dwelt the widows and wives of other navy captains; where 
bit tied, loved each other, and quarrelled; talked about Betty 
! B Illa 'd, and her fine ribbons indeed ! took their dish of tea at 
•’ . Ve< l at quadrille every night till ten, when there was a little 
' 11 supper, after which Betty came with the lanthorn ; and next 
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day came, and next, and next, and so forth, until a day univ.v 
when the lanthorn was out, when Betty came no more: all that I 
little company sank to rest under the daisies, whither some f,4 
will presently follow them. How did they live to be so old, tin,.,, 
good people ? J Toi qui vous parle, I perfectly recollect old j| r 
Gilbert, who had been to sea with Captain Cook ; and Captain (,4 
as you justly observe, dear Miss, quoting out of your “ Mangwli', 
Questions,” was murdered by the natives of Owhyhec, anno ITpi 
Ah ! don’t you remember his picture, standing on the seashore, in 
tights and gaiters, with a musket in his hand, pointing to l.i, 
people not to lire from the boats, whilst a great tattooed sava.-e 
is going to stab him in the back? Don’t you remember tli.w. 
hottris dancing before him and the other oilfeers at the great 
Otaheite ball ? Don’t you know that Cook was at the siege 4 
Quebec, with the glorious Wolfe, who fought under the Duke d 
Cumberland, whose Royal father was a distinguished office*! at 
Ramillies, before he commanded in chief at Dettingen? Huzza : 
Give it them, my lads! My horse is down! Then I knew I 
shall not run away. Do the French run ? then I die content. 
Stop. Wo ! Quo me rapis t My Pegasus is galloping oil', good¬ 
ness knows where, like his Majesty’s charger at Dettingen. 

How do these rich historical and personal reminiscences rune 
out of the subject at present in hand 1 What is that subject, lo- 
the way? My dear friend, if you look at the last essay kiu (tlioii.ii 
you may leave it alone, and I shall not be in the least surprised «r 
offended), if you look at the last paper, where the writer imagines 
Athos and Port-host, Dalgetty and Ivanhoe, Amelia and Sir Chain 
Grandison, Don Quixote and .Sir Roger, walking in at tin- 
garden-window, you will at once perceive that Novels and their 
heroes and heroines are our present subject of discourse, into "'him 
we will presently plunge. Are you one of us, dear sir, and do 
love novel-reading? To be reminded of your first novel "ill siiiv.) 
be a pleasure to you. Hush ! I never read quite to the end nt m; 
first, the “Scottish Chiefs.” I couldn’t. I peeped in an alanm-' 
furtive manner at some of the closing pages. Miss Porter, like J 
kind dear tender-hearted creature, would not have Wallaces hw 
chopped off at the end of Vol. V. She made him die in I’ 1 *’' 1 ’ 1 ': 
and if I remember right (protesting I have not read the l’ 00 ’' 
forty-two or three years), Robert Bruce made a speech t" 

* T find, on reference to the novel, that Sir William died oil tlie 

not in prison. His last words were, “ * My- prayer is heard. Life* °°^j__• 

by Heaven. Helen! Helen! May Heaven preserve my country, 

He stopped. IIo fell. And with that mighty shook the scaffold shoo 
foundation.” 
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... in which lie said, “ And Bannockburn shall equal Oamhus- 
- * . ti ; - But I repeat, I could not read the end of the fifth 
Ounir of that dear delightful book for crying. Good heavens ! It 

as sad, as sad as going back to school. 

The Morions Scott cycle of romances came to me some four or 
sjv,. years afterwards ; and I think boys of our year were specially 
tortumiJ'. in coming upon those delightful books at that special time 
w e could best enjoy them. Oh, that sunshiny bench on lialf- 
I |j,| aV s, with ('laverhouse or Ivauhoc for a companion! 1 have 
rciiuirkr, 1 of very late days some little men in a great state of 
,idi.ftatimi over the romances of Captain Maync Reid, and Gustave 
Viwafti's Prairie and Indian Stories, and during occasional holiday 
vi.'its. lurking oil to bed with the volume under their arms. But 
;m , those Indians and warriors so terrible as our Indians and 
warriors were? (I say, are they? Young gentlemen, mind, I do 
not «,y they are not.) But, as an oldster, 1 can be heartily thank¬ 
ful for the novels of the 1-10 Geo. IV., let us say, and so down¬ 
ward to a period not unremotc. Let us see ; there is, first, our 
iloa Scott. Whom do I love in the works of that dear old master? 
Amo 

The Baron of Bradwardine, and Fergus. (Captain Wavorley is 
rritaiuly very mild.) 

Amo lvanhoc ; LOCKSLEY ; the Templar. 

Amo Quentin Durward, and specially Quentin’s uncle, who 
trought the Boar to bay. I forget the gentleman’s name. 

1 have never cared for the Master of liaveimwood, or fetched 
his hat out of the water since he dropped it there when I last met 
him (circa 1823). 

Amo 8 ai,adin and the Scotch knight in the “Talisman.” The 
rhiltan host. 

Amo (hi.AVEiMiousio. 

Amo Major Dat.oktty. Delightful Major. To think of him 
m to desire to jump up, run to the book, and get the volume down 

liiii nun,-irk of Jlruec (which i protest 1 had not read for forty-two years), 
1 fi “i to tie as follows: --“When this was uttered by tholCnglish heralds, 
: r ' tiinied to Ruttiven, with an lieroie smile, ‘ Let him come, my brave 
and Ik; shall find that Bannockburn shall page with Camhuskcn- 

' In the same amiable author's famous novel of “Thaddeus of 
there is more crying than in any novel I ever remember to have 
ri, "h bee, for example, the last page:—“Incapable of speaking, lhaddens 

‘el hi- wife hack to her carriage. . . . His tears gushed out in spite of himself, 

. "n> : ling with hors, poured those thanks, those assurances, of animated 

dH'.iaiiou through her heart, which made it even ache with excess of 
^icmess.” And a sentenc0 01 . two further: “Kosciusko did bless him, and 
111 olrae-d the benediction with a shower of tears." 
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from the shelf. About all those heroes of Scott, what a , - 
bloom there is, and honourable modesty ! They are not, at all here' 
They seem to blush somehow in their position of hem, and " 
were to say, “ Since it must be done, here goes ! ” They are 
some, modest, upright, simple, courageous, not too clever in 
were a mother (which is absurd), I should like to be mother-in la* 
to several young men of the, AValter-Scott-hero sort. 

Much as I like those most unassuming, manly, unpretend 
ing gentlemen, I have to own that I think the heroes of anothe" 
writer, viz. : - 

Le at h Eit-S'ror k in< 

U NO AS, 

11A KHIIKART, 

Tom CiiI'IIN, 

are quite the equals of Scott’s men ; perhaps Leather-stocking i* 
better than any one in “Scott’s lot.” La Longue Carabine is* 
of tlie great prize-men of fiction. He ranks with your Uncle Toly 
S\v Roger do Covorloy, Ytdstaft' —heroic figures, all Antcmau 
British, and the artist has de.-ernv/ ire// nLhi* country who den’*] 
them. 

At school, in my time, there was a public day, when the tors’ 
i datives, an examining bigwig or’two front the University oil 
.schoolfellows, and so forth, came to the place. The boys we all 
paraded ; prizes were administered j each lad being in a new suit ,t 
clothe.s—and magnificent dandies, I promise yon, sonic of us were. 
Db, the chubby checks, clean collars, glossy new raiment, beaming 
faces, glorious in youth—fit tueri caelum — bright, with truth, aid 
mirth, and honour ! To .see a hundred hoys marshalled in a ehapf-1 
or old hall I to hear their sweet fresh voices when they chant, and 
look in their brave calm faces : I say, does not the sight and 
of them smite you, somehow, with a pang of exquisite kindness 
. . . Well. As about boys, so about Novelists. 1 limey the I)",'-' 
of Parnassus School all paraded. I am a lower hoy myself in that 
academy. I like our fellows to look well, upright, gentlemanlike 
There is Master Fielding-—he with the black eye. What a njagmti 
cent build of a hoy ! There is 'Master Scott, one of the heads 
of the school. Did you ever see a fellow more hearty and maul) 
Yonder lean, shambling, cadaverous lad, who is always borroitni. 
inouey, telling lies, leering after the housemaids, is Master Lauren*t 
Sterne- -a bishop’s grandson, and himself intended for the Clini'n 
tor shame, you little reprobate ! But what a genius the telle" . 
Let him ha ve a sound flogging, and as soon as the young scamp t 
out of the whipping-room give him a gold medal. Such would 
my practice if I were Doctor Birch, and master of the school. 
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Let us ilrop this school metaphor, this birch and all pertaining 
|en . t0 . Our subject, I beg leave to remind the reader’s humble 
j-vaiif. is novel heroes and heroines. How do you like your heroes, 
Gentlemen, what novel heroines do you prefer? When I 
t this essay going, I sent the above question to two of the most 
veterate novel-readers of my acquaintance. The gentleman refers 
e to Miss Austen ; the lady says Athos, Guy Livingstone, and 
ia rdon my rosy blushes) Colonel Esmond, and owns that in youth 
e , vas very much in love with Valaneourt. 

“ Valaneourt ? and who was lie?” cry the young people, 
ihuicourt, my dears, was the hero of one of the most famous 
inanecs which ever was published in this country. The beauty 
(I elegance of Valaneourt made your young grandmammas’ gentle 
art' to beat with respectful sympathy. He and his glory have 
ssed away. Ah, woe is me, that the glory of novels should over 
cay: that dust should gather round them on the shelves ; that 
e minimi cheques from Messieurs the publishers should dwindle, 
Smile! Inquire at Mudie’s, or the London Library, who asks for 
i "Mysteries of Udolpho " now? Have not even the “.Mysteries 
Paris’’ ceased to frighten ? Alas, our novels are but for a season : 

11 know characters whom a painful modesty forbids me to mention, 
u shall go to limbo along witli “ Valaneourt " and " Dorieoui t " 

1 ‘‘ Thaddeus of Warsaw.” 


( A dear old sentimental friend, with whom T discoursed mi the 
ilijcot: of novels yesterday, said that her favourite hero was Lord 
in e in L'clina, that novel which Doctor Johnson loved so 
took do" u the book from a dusty old ervpt at a club, where Mrs 
"T '>ovel,sts repose : and this is the kind of thing, ladies 
r ’ tk '" R ' n ’ 111 w| neh your ancestors found pleasure 


jv Lonl Oi viVl 5 . " tI 8 * | T waa looking for the books, I was followed 
lie lm . it| t V r, ‘ sln,t tll( ' l] oov after he came in, and, approach- 
' anxiety, said, ‘Is this true, Miss Anville— 

..^! Xli, iV T’ 1I1-V ^‘ ort l,’ sa id I, still looking for tlie books. 

C i y ’ *° Ullux l ,e( '-tedly : must I lose you?’ 
hilly " ” U,U nNS ’ "»y Lord,’ said I, endeavouring to speak elieer- 

ki'erity y 1 gravely, ‘Miss Anville can doubt my 


i'Oi,,, ii 0l |p"/ '"'agine,’ cried I, ‘what Mrs. Selwvii has done with 

cofjLi J,""W 1° Heaven,’ continued he, ‘ 1 might flatter myself vou 
1 ‘mw me to prove it! ’ 
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“‘I must run upstairs,’ cried I, greatly confused, ‘ami x-\ 
wliat she has done with them.’ 

“‘You are going then,’ cried he, taking my hand, ‘ami V on 
give me not the smallest hope of any return ! Will you not V lV 
too lovely friend, will you not teach me, with fortitude like y, Jt[ 
own, to support your absence V 

“ ‘ My Lord,’ cried I, endeavouring to disengage my hand 
‘ pray let me go ! ’ 

“‘I will,’ cried he to my inexpressible confusion, dropping 
one knee, ‘ if you wish me to leave you.’ 

“‘Oh, my Lord,’ exclaimed I, ‘rise, I beseech you; yi, r 
Surely your Lordship is not so cruel as to mock me.’ 

“‘Mock you!’ repeated he earnestly; ‘no, I revere you. [ 
esteem and admire you above all human beings! You are tiie 
friend to whom my soul is attached, as to its better half. Youars 
the most amiable, the most perfect of women; and you are dear.r 
to me than language lias the power of telling.’ 

“I attempt not to describe my sensations at that moment; I 
scarce breathed ; I doubted if I existed; the blood forsook my 
cheeks, and my feet refused to sustain me. Lord Orville hastily 
rising supported me to a chair upon which I sank almost lifeless. 

“ I cannot write the scene that followed, though every word is 
engraven on my heart; hut his protestations, his expressions, were 
too ilattering for repetition ; nor woidd lie, in spite of mv repeats! 
efforts to leave him, suffer me to escape; in short, my dear sir, I 
was not proof against Ids solicitations, and he drew from me the 
most sacred secret of my heart ! ” * 

* Contrast this old perfumed, powdered D'Arblay conversation with to 
present modern talk. if the two young people wished to hide their on a 
nowadays, and express themselves in modost language, the story would run ~ 

“Whilst I was looking for the books. Lord Orville came in. lie loeset 
uncommonly down in the mouth, as he said: ‘ Is this true, Miss Anvillo: 
you going to out? ’ 

“ 1 To absquatulate, Lord Orville,’ said 1, still pretending that 1 was 1 ■ 

for the books. 

“ 1 You’re very quick about it,' said ho. 

“ ‘ Guess it’s no great loss,’ I remarked, as cheerfully as I could. 

“ 1 You don't think I’m chaffing V said Orville, with much emotion. 

“ ‘ What has Mrs. Solwyn dono with the books ?’ I wont on. 

“ ‘ What, going ? ' said lie, 1 and going for good ? I wish 1 was such :i P J 
plucked one as you, Miss Anvillo,' ” &c. . 

The conversation, you perceive, might he easily written down to h |b " q 
and if tho hero and heroine were modern, they would not be suffered - 
through their dialogue on stilts, hut would converse in the natural g r - K 
way at present customary. By the way, wliat a strange custom tint t- 
modern lady novelists to make the men bully the women ! In the t inie 
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Oilier people may not much like this extract, madam, from 
favourite novel, but when you come to read it, yon will like 
j suspect that when you read that book which you so love, 
r( , a ,1 it a deux. Did you not yourself pass a winter at Bath, 
yen were the belle of the assembly? Was there not a Lord 
" lrv jjl,. in your ease too? As you think of him eleven lustres pass 
imV . You look at him with the bright eyes of those days, and 
r , m r liero stands before you, the brave, the accomplished, the 
In, the true gentleman; and he makes the most elegant of 
frtvs to one of the most beautiful young women the world ever 
,;im ; and he leads you out to the cotillon, to the dear unforgotten 
nnsie. Hark to the horns of Elfland, blowing, blowing! Bonne 
you remember their melody, and your heartstrings thrill 
.nth it still. 

Of your heroic heroes, I think our friend Monseigneur Atlios, 
'mint do la Fdre, is my favourite. I have read about him from 
anrise lo sunset with the utmost Contentment of mind. He lias 
mssed through how many volumes? Forty? Fifty? I wish for 
iiy port there were a hundred more, and would never tire of him 
wiling prisoners, punishing ruffians, and running scoundrels through 
lie midriff with his most graceful rapier. Ah, Atlios, Portin'®, and 
\ramis, you are a magnificent trio. I think I like D’Artagnan in 
as own Memoirs best. I bought him years and years ago, price 
ivepeiire, in a little parchment-covered Cologne-printed volume, at 
i stall in Cray’s Inn Lane. Dumas glorifies him, and makes a 
'larslml of him ; if I remember rightly, the original D’Artagnan 
'a.- a needy adventurer, who died in exile very early in Louis XIV.’s 
'ini. Did you ever read the “Chevalier d’Hurmenthal ”? Did 
1111 (, vcr read the “ Tulipe Noire,” as modest as a story by Miss 
.'Lworth 1 I think of the prodigal banquet* to which this 
'"'•"lias of a man hits invited me, with thanks and wonder. To 
'Hit a scries of splendid entertainments he has treated me! 
Lierc docs ho find the money for these prodigious feasts? They 
that, all the works bearing Dumas’s name are not written by 
Well? Does not the chief cook have aides under him? 
'■‘I uiit Rubens’s pupils paint on his canvases? Had not Lawrence 
"istants for his backgrounds? For myself, being also dn metier, 
'’’"'less 1 would often like to have a competent, respectable, and 
■'fid clerk for the business part of my novels ; and on his arrival, 

"" Viter and Madame IVArblay, wo have respect, profound hows and 
of 1 -'' - laeoful courtesy, from men to women. In the time of Miss Bronte, 
o- rudeness. Ts it true, mesdames, that you like rudeness, and are 
'. I al being ill-used by men ? I could point to more than one lady 
11 ’•'( "'ho so represents you. 
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at eleven o’clock, would say, “Mr. Jones, if you please, the \ tr : 
bishop must die this morning in about five pages. Turn to artirf 
1 Dropsy ’ (or what you will) in Encyclopaedia. Take care the 
are no medical blunders in his death. Group his daughters, p] lr j 
cians, and chaplains round him. In Wales’s ‘London,’ letter I 
third shelf, you will find an account of Lambeth, and some j,j-i u , 
of the place. Colour in with local colouring. The daughter w\ 
come down, and speak to her lover in his wherry at Lamb; 
Stairs,” &c. &c. Jones (an intelligent young man) examines tk 
medical, historical, topographical books necessary; his chief point 
out to him in Jeremy Taylor (fob, London, m.dclv.) a fmv r , 
marks, such as might befit a dear old archbishop departing this lit, 
When I come hack to dress for dinner, the Archbishop is ileal u 
my table in five pages ; medicine, topography, theology, till right 
and Jones lias gone home to his family some hours. Sir Christoph 
is the architect of St. Paul’s; He has not laid the stones „ 
carried up the mortar. There is a great deal of carpenter’s an 

joiner’s work in novels which surely a smart professional lisa 
might supply. A smart professional hand ! I give you my wort 
there seem to me parts of novels—let us say the love-making. li: 
“ business,” the villain in the cupboard, and so forth, whirl] 
should like to order John Footman to take in hand, as I dcsir 
him to bring the coals and polish the boots. Ask me indeed t 
pop a robber under a bed; to hide a will which shall he forth 
coming in due season ; or at my time of life to write a. iiaiuhy 
painby love conversation between Emily and Lord Arthur 1 lice 
ashamed of myself, and especially when my business obliges me 1; 
do the love-passages, I blush so, though quite alone in my slid}' 
that you would fancy I was going off in an apoplexy. Arc author- 
affected by their own works ? I don’t know about other .gcnrlo 
men, but if I make a joke myself, I cry; if I write a patiiet: 
scene, I am laughing wildly all the time—at least Tomkins think* 


so. Yon know I am such a cynic ! 

The editor of the (JornhiU Mmjazine. (no soft and yieMin- 
eharaeter like his predecessor, but a man of stern resolution)"- 
only allow these harmless papers to run to a certain length. B»- 


for this veto I should gladly have prattled over half a sheet m®- 
and have discoursed on many heroes and heroines of novels "In'- 11 
fond memory brings hack to me. Of these books I have been J 
diligent student from those early days, which are recorded at tn 
commencement of this little essay. Oh, delightful novels, "" 
remembered 1 Oh, .novels sweet and delicious as the .ruspwt- 
open-tarM* of budding boyhood! Do I forget one night » 
prayers (when we under-boys were sent to bed) lingering at 111 
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i, „j lll|in l to read one little half-page more of my dear Walter 
5 .... and down came the monitor’s dictionary upon my head! 
daughter of Isaac of York, I have loved thee faithfully 
orty years! Thou vert twenty years old (say) and I but 
;1U .| VI ,, wjieu I knew thee. At sixty odd, love, most of the 
■dir-, of thy Orient race have lost the bloom of youth, and bulged 
yviid the hue of beauty; but to me thou art ever young and 
a: ami r will do battle with any felon Templar who assails 
i,v fair name. 


2 B 


12 
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ON A PEAR-TREK 


A GRACIOUS reader no doubt has remarked that these huuilih 
sermons have for subjects some little event which happen, 
at the preacher’s own gate, or which falls under his peculiar 
cognisance. Once, you may remember, we discoursed about j 
chalk-mark oil the door. This morning Betsy, the houseimil, 
comes with a frightened look, and says, “ Law, mum ! there's three 
bricks taken out of the garden wall, and the branches broke, aw 
all the pears taken off the pear-tree!” Poor peaceful.stiljurhm 
pear-tree ! Gaol-birds have hopped about thy branches, and robW 
them of their smoky fruit. But those bricks removed ; that ladder 
evidently prepared, by which unknown marauders may enter aid 
depart from my little Englishman’s castle ; is not this a sublet 
of thrilling interest, and may it not be continued in n ./Vfsre 
number ?—that is the terrible question. Suppose, having escaliM 
the outer wall, the miscreants take a fancy to storm the i-asik 
Well—-well! we are armed; we are numerous; we arc ineu « 
tremendous courage, who will defend our spoons with oar live 
and there are barracks close by (thank goodness !) whence, at tic 
noise of our shouts and firing, at least a thousand bayonet'' nt 
bristle to our rescue. 


What sound is yonder? A church bell. I might go my** 
but how listen to the sermon? I am thinking of those thieves “hr 
have made a ladder of my wall, and a prey of my pear-tree, ha? 
may be walking to church, at this moment, neatly shaved, in 
linen, with every outward appearance of virtue. If I went, 1 
I should bo watching the congregation, and thinking, “ Is that 
of the fellows who came over my wall?” If, after the readiu- 1,1 
the eighth commandment, a man sang out with particular cue-.' 
“Incline our hearts to keep this law,” I should think, "/f. 


Master Basso, did you have pears for breakfast this moniWy, 
Crime is walking round me, that is clear. Who is the perpetuity 
. . . What a changed aspect the world has, since these last ‘ 
lines were written ! I have been walking round about mv P 1 ' elliu 'b 
and in consultation with a gentleman in a single-breasted l>lue <LU ” 
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, lt ,wtrr buttons, ami a tape ornament on the collar. He has 
' ,K>i at the. holes in the wall, and the amputated tree. We 
j'ni-jued our plan of defence— perhaps of attack. Perhaps 
,.,ne day you may read in the papers, “ Darin*.: Attempt at 
-IIekou; Victory over the Yii.lai.ns,” &e. 

. it p a s yet unknown ! perhaps yon, too, may read these words, 
‘.,,1 may lie induced to pause in your fatal intention. Take the 
svi.r nC a sincere friend, and keep off. To lind a man writhin'; 
i „n man-trap, another mayhap impaled in my ditch, to pick off 
u ,ivom my tree (scoundrel! as though lie were a pear) will 
|va me no pleasure ; but such things may happen. Be warned in 
villains! Or, if you must pursue your calling as cracksmen, 
ai die goodness to try some other shutters. Enough! subside 
it,, ymir darkness, children of night ! Thieves ! we seek not to 
He ijuii hanged—you arc but as pegs whereon to hang others. 

I max have said before, that if I were going to he hanged my- 
11’, | think I should take an ticcurate note of my sensations, request 
>tnp at some public-house on the road to Tyburn, and be jirovided 
itli a private room and writing-materials, and give an account of 
estate of mind. Then, gee up, carter 1 I beg your reverence to 
minur your apposite, though not novel remarks on my situation ; 
a in] so we drive up to Tyburn turnpike, where an expectant 
'Wil, the obliging sheriffs, and the dexterous and rapid Mr. Ketch 

■ already in waiting. 

A number of labouring people are sauntering about the streets 
'I taking their rest on this holiday—fellows who have no more 
In] my )tears than they have robbed the, Crown jewels out ol 

■ Tmvrr- -and I say I cannot help thinking in my own mind, 
be ymi the rascal who got over my wall last night?” Is the 
'I'ieii hi haunting my mind written on my countenance ? I trust. 
% b hat if one man after another were to conic up to me and 
u “ How dare you, sir, suspect me in your mind of stealing 
!lr fruit ’ Go be banged, you and your jargonels I ” You rascal 
'■* • if is not merely three-halfp’orth of sooty fruit you rob me 

II is my peace of miiul—my artless innocence and trust in my 
' '"'-creatures, my childlike belief that everything they say is 

How can I hold out the hand of friendship in this condition, 
1011 im first impression is, “My good sir, I strongly suspect that 
'"'civ up my pear-tree last night”? It is a dreadful state of 
lul ' The core is black > the death-stricken fruit drops on the 
'-T, and a great worm is within—fattening, and feasting, and 
‘-Ting I Who stole the pears? I say. Is it you, brother? Is 
l° u > madam ? Come! are you ready to answer— respondeie 
"iti, : t cintare pares 1 (O shame ! shame!) 
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Will the villains ever be discovered and punished who stole 
fruit I Some unlucky rascals who rob orchards are caught up fe. 
tree at once. Some rob through life with impunity. If I, fi, r JllV 
part, were to try and get up the smallest tree, on the darkest uidit 
in the most remote orchard, I wager any money I should he fr ia „,j 
out—be caught by the leg in a man-trap, or have 'fowler fasten;-,, 
on me. I always am found out ; have been ; shall be. It’s j liv 
luck. Other men will carry off bushels of fruit, and get awav 
undctccted, unsuspected ; whereas I know woe and punishim-t; 
would fall upon me were I to lay my hand on the smallest pippin. 
So be it. A man who has this precious self-knowledge will simiv 
keep his hands from picking and stealing, and his feet upon tie 
paths of virtue. 

I will assume, my benevolent friend and present reader, that 
you yourself are virtuous, not from a fear of punishment, hut firnn 
a sheer love of good ; but as you and I walk through life, eonsiikr 
what hundreds of thousands of rascals we must have met, who have 
not been found out at all. In high places and low, in Clubs and 
on ’Change, at church or the balls and routs of the nobility aid 
gentry, how dreadful it is for benevolent beings like you and mo 
to have to think these undiscovered though not unsitsptvt.’i 
scoundrels are swarming! What is the difference between 
and a galley-slave 1 Is yonder poor wretch at the hulks not a 
man and a brother tool Have you ever forged, my dear dr : 
Have you ever cheated your neighbour? Have you ever ridden 

to Hounslow Heath and robbed the mail !■ Have you ever entered 
a first-class railway carriage, where an old gentleman sat alum' ;E 
a sweet, sleep, daintily murdered hint, taken his pocket-book,- m 1 ,! 


got out at the next station ? You know that this eircmn>tan v 
occurred in France a few months since. If we have travelled in 
France this autumn we may have met the ingenious gentleman 
perpetrated this daring and successful coup. We may have foem 
iiitn a well-informed and agreeable man. I have been :e'(|ttam I( i 
with two or three gentlemen who have been discovered aitet-- 
after the performance of illegal actions. What? That a,grew.' 
rattling fellow we met was the celebrated Mr. John bhepi iarJ 
Was that amiable quiet gentleman in spectacles the well-kno»” 
Mr. Fauntleroy? In Hazlitt’s admirable paper, “ Going t " '' 
Fight,” he describes a dashing sporting fellow who was in the ^ " 
and who was no less a man than the eminent destroy'd "t - 
William Wearc. Don’t tell me that you would not like t<> . 

met (out of business) Captain Sheppard, the Reverend 
Dodd, or others rendered famous by their actions and misfortu^ 
by their lives and their deaths. They are the subjects of bulla 1 ■> 



ON A PEAR-TREE 


ill romance. A friend of mine had the house in Mayfair, 
„t'which poor Doctor Dodd was taken handcuffed. There was 
the paved hall over whirl! he stepped. That little room at the 
was, no doubt, the study where he composed his elegant 
:,gjjions. Two years since I had the good fortune to partake of 
...me admirable dinners in Tyburnia—magnificent dinners indeed ; 
hut rendered doubly interesting from the fact that the house was 
that occupied by the late Mr. Sadleir. One night the late Mr. 
Sailleir took tea in that dining-room, and, to the surprise of his 
butler, went out, having put into his pocket his own cream-jug. 
The next morning, you know, he was found dead on Hampstead 
Heath, with the cream-jug lying by him, into which he had poured 
the poison by which he died. The idea of the ghost of the late 
criitleman Hitting about the room gave a strange interest to the 
liawinof. Can you fancy him taking his tea alone in the dining- 
r.imii! He empties that cream-jug and puts it in his pocket; and 
then lie opens yonder door, through which he is never to pass again. 
Now lie crosses the hall : and hark ! the hall door shuts upon him, 
and bis steps die away. They are gone into the night. They 
traverse the sleeping city. They lead him into the fields, where 
the grey morning is beginning to glimmer. He pours something 
front a liottle into a little silver jug. It touches his lips, the 
l>'i«k' lip*- Do they quiver a prayer ere that awful draught is 
swallowed ? When the sun rises they are dumb. 

1 neither knew this unhappy man nor his countryman—Laertes 
l*t us call him—who is at present in exile, having been compelled 
t * iiy from remorseless creditors. Laertes fled to America, where 
I f earned his bread by his pen. I own to having a kindly feeling 
towards this scapegrace, because, though an exile, he did not abuse 
the. country whence he fled. I have heard that he went away 
taking no spoil with him, penniless almost ; and on his voyage he 
inuile ucipiaintiuice with a certain Jew ; and when he fell sick, at 
• t " Dnk, this Jew befriended him, and gave him help and money 
j't of his own store, which was but small. Now, after they had 
liw ' n a "’hile in the strange city, it happened that the poor Jew 
lent all his little, money, and he too fell ill, and was in great 
-""my. And now it was Laertes who befriended that Ebrew 
Ac fee’d doctors; he fed and tended the sick and hungry. 
"' to, Laertes ! I know thee not. It may be thou art justly 
But the Jew shall intercede for thee, thou not, let 
1 ’'u.-t. hopeless Christian sinner. 

, «"°lJier exile to the same shore I knew: who did not? Julius 
' M| hardly owed more money than Oucedieus : and, gracious 
' u ' Cucedicus, how did you manage to spend and owe so 
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much 1 All day he was at work for his clients; at night | K VVJJ 
occupied in the Public Council. He had neither wife nor ' 
The rewards which he received for his orations were ( .imu»h 
maintain twenty rhetoricians. Night after night I have seen W 
eating his frugal meal, consisting hut of a fish, a small portion of 
mutton, and a small measure of Iberian or Trinacrian wine, largely 
diluted with the sparkling waters of Rhenish Gaul. And this 
all lie had; and this man earned and paid away talents up,* 
talents ; and fled, owing who knows how many more 1 Does a mar 
earn fifteen thousand pounds a, year, toiling by day, talking h\- nieht 
having horrible unrest in his bed, ghastly terrors at waking, seein■ 
an officer lurking at every corner, a sword of justice for ever hangin; 
over his head—and have for his sole diversion a newspaper, a lonely 
mutton-chop, and a. little sherry and seltzer-water ? In the German 
stories we read how men sell themselves to—a. certain Personnel', 
and that Personage cheats them. He gives them wealth ; yes, la¬ 
the gold-pieces turn into worthless leaves. lie sets them before 
splendid banquets : yes, hut what an awful grin that black footnu 


has who lifts up the dish-cover ; and don’t you smell a peculiar 
sulphurous odour in the dish ? l-’augh ! take it away ; I can't cat. 
He promises them splendours and triumphs. The conqueror.' 
ear rolls glittering through the city, the multitudes shout a*, 
huzza. Drive on, coachman. Yes, hut who is that hanging is 
behind the carriage? Is this the reward of eloquence, talent- 
industry ? Is this the•eml of a life’s labour? Don’t you ivmcmle 
how, when the dragon was infesting the neighbourhood of Balyk 
the citizens used to walk dismally out of evenings, and look ai 
the valleys round about strewed with the bones of the virtin 
whom the monster had devoured? O insatiate brute, ami 
disgusting, brazen, and scaly reptile ! Let us be thankful, children 
that it has not gobbled us up too. Quick ! Let us turn away 
and pray that wc may be kept out of the reach of his horn 1 
maw, jaw, claw ! 

When I first came up to London, as innocent as Monsieur 


Bias, I also fell in with some pretty acquaintances, found my 
into several caverns, and delivered my purse to more than os- 
gallant gentleman of the road. One I remember especially-—® 
who never eased me personally of a single inaravedi—one tha' 
whom I never met a bandit more gallant, courteous, and amia'-a 
Rob me? Rolando feasted me; treated me to his dinner anil a 
wine ; kept a generous table for his friends, and I know was 
liberal to many of them. How well I remember one of his specn^ 
tions ! It was a great plan for smuggling tobacco. Revenue otbu 
were to be bought off; silent ships were to ply on the Tlu'" 1 
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• n „ depots were to be established, and hundreds of thousands 
fl " to be made by the coup. How his eyes kindled as lie 

.wounded the scheme to me ! How easy and certain it seemed ! 
It'ti!Hit- have succeeded : I can’t say : but the bold and merry, the 
I v|rt y kindly Rolando came to grief—a little matter of imitated 
,'natures occasioned a Bank persecution of Rolando the brave. He 
V.ifcoil alioiit. armed, and vowed lie would never be taken alive: 
Pit taken lie was : tried, condemned, sentenced to perpetual banish- 
nt . .,]ji[ I heard that for some time he was universally popular 
in the colony which had the honour to possess him. What a song 
j,-could siiiy ! ’Twas when the cup was sparkling before us, and 
II, uvea cave a portion of its blue, boys, blue, that I remember the 
,-,f Poland at the “ Old Piazza Coffee-house.” And now where 
p t i„. - old Piazza Coffee-house ” 1 Where is Thebes ? where is 
Tr„y' where is the Colossus of Rhodes?—All, Rolando, Rolando! 
hi,,u wort a gallant captain, a cheery, a handsome, a merry. At 
„„ thou never presentedst pistol. Thou badest the bumper of 
hiirymiily (ill, fill for me, giving those who preferred it champagne. 
Cnhtm m>n ftnimum, &c. Do you think he lias reformed now 
that ho has crossed the sea,, and changed the air? I have niv 
„\vn opinion. Howbeit, Rolando, thou wort a most kind and 
hospitable bandit. And I love not to think of thee with a chain 
at thy shin. 

Do you know how all these memories of unfortunate men have 
!none upon 111 c? When they came to frighten me this morning by 
speaking of my robbed pears, my perforated garden wall, I was 
reading mi article in the Saturday Review about Rupilius. I 
have sat near that young man at a public dinner, and beheld 
him in a gilded uniform. But yesterday lie lived in splendour, 
had long hair, a (lowing heard, a jewel at his neck, and a smart 
siutmit. So attired, he stood but, yesterday in court; and to-day 
ke -its over a, bowl of prison cocoa, with a shaved head, and in a 
l''l"ii's jerkin. 

That beard and head shaved, that gaudy deputy-lieutenants 

exchanged for felon uniform, and your daily bottle of champagne 
lor prison cocoa, my poor Rupilius, what a comfort it must be to 
bivc the business brought to an end ! Champagne was the lionour- 
ahle gentleman's drink in the House of Commons’ dining-room, as I 
, am informed. What, uncommonly dry champagne that must have 
'“'•u ! When we saw him outwardly happy, how miserable lie must 
' iaV(l keen ! when we thought him prosperous, how dismally poor ! 
"'lien the great, Mr. Harker, at the public dinners, called out— 
* " iitlemen, charge your glasses, and please silence for the ITonour- 
‘'Me Member for Lambeth!” how that Honourable Member must 
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I AlililVED l>y the night-mail packet from Dover. The passage 
had been rough, and the usual consequences liad ensued. I 
was disinclined to travel farther that night on my road to 
paiis. and knew the Calais hotel of old as one of the cleanest, one 
i,f the dearest, one of the most comfortable hotels on the continent 
,.f Knn>i>e. There is no town more French than Calais. That 
. harming old “Hotel Dessein,” with its court, its gardens, its lordly 
kitilieit, its princely waiter—a gentleman of the old school, who 
he welcomed the finest company in Europe.— have long been known 
to life* I have read complaints in the Times, mote than once, I 
think, that the Dessein hills are dear. A bottle of soda-water 

"Ttaiidv costs-well, never mind how much. I remember its a 

by, at the “ Ship ” at Dover (imperavfe Carolo J)ecimo), when, 
luv place, to London being paid, I had but 12s. left after a certain 
little Paris excursion (about which my benighted parents never 
know anything), ordering for dinner a whiting, a beef-steak, anil a 
-h.ss of negus, and the bill was, dinner 7s., glass of negus 2s., 
"oitor CmI., and only half-a-crown left, as I was a sinner, for the 
- iird and coachman on the way to London ! And I vutx a sinner. 
I had gone without leave. What a long, dreary, guilty forty hours’ 
.Mi'iiey it was from Paris to Calais, I remember ! How did I conic 
T " think of this escapade, wlucli occurred in the Easter vacation of 
, j"‘ y ; tr 1 •'<30 1 I always think of it when 1 am crossing to Calais. 
(,:, di. sir, guilt remains stamped on the memory, and I feel easier 
,IIV mind now that it is liberated of this old peccadillo. I met 
n liege tutor only yesterday. Wo were travelling, and stopped 
11 bin same hotel. He had the very next room to mine. Alter 
ll; :, nd gone into his apartment, having shaken me quite kindly by 
1 ■" hand, 1 felt inclined to knock at his door and say, “ Doctor 
’" lll Fy, I beg your pardon, but do you remember, when 1 was 
~""b down at the Easter vacation in 1.230, you asked me where I 
*;!' k'-'ing to spend my vacation ? And l said, With my friend 
^m-s!>v, in Huntingdonshire. Well, sir, I grieve to have, to con- 
'' bait I told you a fib. I had got £20 and was going for a lark 
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to Paris, where my friend Edwards was staying.” There, it j s 
The Doctor will read it, for I did not wake him up after all to mat 
my confession, but protest lie shall have a copy of this Romulatafi 
sent to him when he returns to his lodge. 

They gave me a bedroom there ; a very neat room on the fir,, 
floor, looking into the pretty garden. The hotel must look prett, 
much as it did a hundred years ago when he visited it. [ wonder 
whether he paid his bill? Yes: his journey was just begun. ft 
had borrowed or got the money somehow. Such a man would spe® 
it liberally enough when he had it, give generously—nay, drop a tea: 
over the fate of the poor fellow whom he relieved. I don’t belieu 
a word he says, but I never accused him of stinginess about mouev. 
That is a fault of much more virtuous people than he. Mr. Laurcnrc 
is ready enough with his purse when there are anybody’s guineas 
in it. Still when I went to bed in the room, in k/s room; when 1 
think how I admire, dislike, and have abused him, a certain dim 
feeling of apprehension filled my mind at the midnight hour. 
What if I should see his lean figure ill the black satin breeches, 
his sinister smile, In's long thin finger pointing to me in the moon¬ 
light (for I am in bed, and have popped my candle out), and lie 
should say, “You mistrust me, you hate me, do you? And you, 
don’t you know how Jack, Tom, and Harry, your brother authors, 
hate you?” I grin and laugh in the moonlight, in the midnight, 
in the silence. “ O you ghost in black satin breeches and a win! 
[ like to be hated by some men,” I say. “ I know men whose lives 
arc a scheme, whose laughter is a conspiracy, whose smile mean* 
something else, whose hatred is a cloak, and I had rather the* 
men should hate me than not.” 

“ My good Mir,” says lie, with a ghastly grin on his lean la*, 
“you have your wish.” 

“ Aprfo ? ” I say. “ Please let me go to sleep. I shan’t defi 
any the worse because-” 

“Because there are insects in the bed, and they sting you 
(This is only bv way of illustration, niy good sir ; the animals dont 
bite me now. All the house at present seems to mo excellcutlj 
clean.) “ ’Tis absurd to affect this indifference. If you arc ft' 11 ' 
skinned, and the reptiles bite, they keep you from sleep.” 

“ There are some men who cry out at a flea-bite as loiul a> 
they were torn by a vulture,” I growl. 

“ Men of the <jemw irritabile, my worthy good gentleman 
and you are one.” 

“ Yes, sir, I am of the profession, as you say ; and I darftJ. 
make a great shouting and crying at a small hurt.” ^ 

“ You are ashamed of that finality by which you earn y° m 
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.,,,,1 such reputation as you have? Your sensibility is 
•our livelihood, my worthy friend. You feel a pang of pleasure or 
^ in > p is noted in your memory, and some day or other makes 
[1 appearance in your manuscript. Why, in your last Roundabout 
Llbish vnu mention reading your first novel on the day when 
Kin<' tJtsirge IV. was crowned. I remember him in his cradle at 

James's, si lovely little babe ; a gilt Chinese railing was before 
him, and I dropped the tear of sensibility as I gazed on the sleeping 

flltTuh." 

■ A (ear— a fiddlestick, Mr. Stkrnk,” I growled out, for of course 
I knew my friend in the wig and satin breeches to be no other than 
(he notorious, nay, celebrated Mr - . Laurence Sterne. 

••Docs not the sight of a beautiful infant charm and melt you, 
min' ' If not, I pity you. Yes, lie was beautiful. I was in 
London the year he was born. I used to breakfast at the ‘Mount 
foHee-liouse.’ I did not become the fashion until two years later, 
svhen my ‘ Tristram ’ made his appearance, who lias held his own 
('),]■ a hundred years. By the way, mon bon monsieur, how many 
authors of your present time will last till the next century ? Do 
vnu think Brown will ? ” 

I laughed with scorn as I lay in my bed (and so did the ghost 
dvr a ghastly snigger). 

“Brown!” I roared. “One of the most overrated men that 


■vrr put pen to paper 1 ” 

“ What, do you think of Jones? ” 

1 grew indignant with this old cynic. “As a reasonable ghost, 
mo out. of the other world, you don’t mean,” I said, “to ask me 
i wrious opinion of Mr. Jones? His books may be very good 
'■"ling for maid-servants and schoolboys, but you don't ask me to 
'fail tliiuii ? As a, scholar yourself you must know that-” 

'A\rll, then, Robinson?” 

“ Robinson, I am told, lias merit. I daresay ; I never have 
o " able to read his hooks, and can't, therefore, form any opinion 
Mr. Robinson. At least you will allow that I am not speak- 
"" a prejudiced manner about him.” 

“ Ah ! 1 see you men of letters have your cabals and jealousies, 
' W( ' had in my time. There was an Irish fellow by the name ot 
'" isniitli, who used to abuse me; but lie went into no genteel 
"iiipany—and faith! it mattered little, his praise or abuse. 1 
I'U'rwas more surprised than when I heard that Mr Irving, an 
uaeriron gentleman of parts and elegance, had wrote the fellow’s 
h'*' To make a hero of that man, my dear sir, ’twas ridiculous ! 
1,1,1 followed in the fashion, I hear, and chose to lay a. wreath 
‘ ” ll: this queer little idol. Preposterous! A pretty writer, who 
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has turned some neat couplets. Bali! I have no patience lv ;.- 
Master Posterity, that has chosen to take up this fellow, ami avit 
a hero of him ! And there was another gentleman of uiy t 'j ' 
Mr. Thiefeatcher Fielding, forsooth ! a fellow with the .stn-n '-e 
and the tastes, and the manners of a porter! What madness p 
possessed you all to bow before that Calvert Butt of a m .,„ U 
creature without elegance or sensibility! The dog had 
certainly. I remember my Lord Bathurst praising them : l mt , 
for reading his books— vuifoi, I would as lief go and dive for trh- 
in a cellar. The man’s vulgarity stifles me. He wafts me whir 
of gin. Tobacco and onions are in his great coarse laugh, whi i 
choke me, jmrdi; and I don’t think much bettor of the other fell* 
—the Scots’ gallipot purveyor—-Peregrine Clinker, Hmiiphr,- 
Random—how did the fellow call his rubbish? Neither of the* 
men had the bel air, the bon ton , the je ne strain quo;/. Pah! 1 
I meet them in my walks by our Stygian river, I give them a wi>i, 
berth, as that hybrid apothecary fellow would say. An ounce 
civet, good apothecary : horrible, horrible ! The mere thought >. 
the coarseness of those men gives me the chair de pmtle. .Mr 
Fielding, especially, has no more sensibility than a butcher in Flu- 
Market. He takes his heroes out of ale-house kitchens, or worn 
places still. And this is the person whom Posterity has chose! 
to honour along with me —me ! Faith, Monsieur Posterity, yoi 
have put me in pretty company, and I see you are no wiser that 
we were in our time. Mr. Fielding, forsooth ! Mr. Tripe at-. 
Onions ! Mr. Cowheel and Gin ! Thank you for nothing, Monsin.: 


Posterity ' ” 

“Ami so,” thought I, “even among these Stygians this envy 
and quarrelsomeness (if you will permit me the word) siirviv- 
What a pitiful meanness! To be sure, I can understand tins 
feeling to a certain extent; a sense of justice will prompt it. In 
my own case, I often feel myself forced to protest against tin- 


absurd praises lavished on contemporaries. Yesterday, for installer. 
Lady Jones was good enough to praise one of my works. Ini 


bicn. But in the very next minute she began, with quite as great 
enthusiasm, to praise Miss Hobson’s last romance. My fa*" 1 
creature, what is that woman’s praise worth who absolutely adiniu) 
the writings of Miss Hobson? I offer a friend a bottle of h 
claret, fit fora, pontifical supper. ‘ This is capital wine,’ says in'- 
‘ and now we have finished the bottle, will you give me a bottle - 
that ordinaire we drank the other day?’ Very well, my good m®- 
You are a good judge—of ordinaire, I daresay. Nothing so F 
voices mv anger, and rouses my sense of justice, as to hear 11 ■ 
men undeservedly praised. In a word, if you wish to u'W-- 
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| p with mo, don’t praise anybody. You tell me that the 
V uu' do" Medici is beautiful, or Jacob Omnium is tall. Que 
Can’t I judge for myself? Haven’t I eyes and a foot- 
r ,,; (l i 1 don’t think the Venus is so handsome, since you press 

She is pretty, but she has no expression. And as for Mr. 
(.illinium, I can see much taller men in a fair for twopence.” 

• •Ami so,” I said, turning round to Mr. Sterne, “you are 
actually jealous of Mr. Fielding? O you men of letters, you men 
i i letters! Is not the world (your world I mean) big enough for 
all of yeti ! " 

I often travel in my sleep. I often of a night find myself 
walking in my night-gown about the grey streets. It is awkward 
at first, hut. somehow nobody makes any remark. I glide along over 
the ground with my naked feet. The mud does not wet them. 
The passers-by do not tread on them. I am wafted over the 
urouml, down the stairs, through the doors. This sort of travelling, 
de, it friends, I am sure you have all of you indulged in. 

Well, on the night in question (and, if you wish to know the 
precise date, it was the 31st of September last), after having some 
little conversation with Mr. Sterne in our bedroom, I must have 
.'•it up, though T protest I don’t know how, and come downstairs 
with him into the coffee-room of the “ Hotel Dessein,” where the 
inooii Was shining, and a cold supper was laid out. 1 forget what 
»o had vol-au-vent d’eeufs de Phdnix—agueau aux pistaches ;i 
h llaniiccide,”—what matters what we had '! 

“A.s regards supper this is certain, the less you have of it the 
i'etter.” 

Hint, is what one of the guests remarked,—a shabby old man, 
n a wig, anil such a dirty, ragged, disreputable dressing-gown that 
I should have been quite surprised at him, only one never is 
-iirprisml in dr-under certain circumstances. 

“I can’t eat ’em now,” said the greasy man (with his false old 
teeth, I wonder lie could eat anything). “ I remember Alvanley 
oumg three suppers once at Carlton House—one night de petite 

comiI k, sir,” said Mr. Sterne. 

Huiimy, sir, let me tell my own story my own way. I say, 
m*- night at Carlton House, playing at blind hookey with York, 
■dcs, fotn Raikes, Prince Boothbv, and Dutch Sam the boxer, 
-Uviuiley ate three suppers, and won three and twenty hundred 
I'cuiids p 011 i ( , Sp Never saw a fellow with such an appetite, ex- 
in his (pood time. But, he destroyed the finest digestion 
1 iii.u, j liu j W jt|, maraschino, by Jove—always at it.” 
r . v mine,” said Mr. Sterne. 
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“ What a doosid queer box ! ” says Mr. Bnunmel. 

“I had it from a Capuchin friar in this town. Th e 
but a horn one ; but to the nose of sensibility Araby’s perlna^ 
is not more delicate.” 

“ I call it doosid stale old rappee,” says Mr. Bnunmel_ ( m j, T 

me, I declare I could not smell anything at all in either of tb 
boxes). “Old boy in smock-frock, take a pinch?” 

The old boy in the smock-frock, as Mr. Bruinmcl called hiia, 
was a very old man, with long white beard, wearing, not a siuud 
frock, but a shirt; and he had actually nothing else save a ropt 
round his neck, which hung behind his chair in the queerest way. 

“Fair sir,” he said, turning to Mr. Bnunmel, “when tie 
Prince of Wales and his father laid siege to our town-” 

“ What nonsense are you talking, old cock ? ” says Mr. Bnimind: 
“Wales was never here. His late Majesty George IV. passni 
through on his way to Hanover. My good man, you don’t sinn 
to know what’s up at all. What is he talkin’ about the siege 4 
Calais ? I lived here fifteen years! Ought to know. What's hit 
old name?” 

“ I a in Master Eustace of Saint Peter’s,” said the old gentleiiM 
in the shirt. “ When my Lord King Edward laid siege to tlii> 
city- ” 

“ Laid siege to Jericho ! ” cries Mr. Bnunmel. “ The old nun 
is cracked -cracked, sir ! ” 

“-Laid siege to this city,” continued the old man, “I and 

five more promised Messire Gautier do Manny that we would give 
ourselves up as ransom for the place. And we came before onr 
Lord King Edward, attired as you see, and the fair Queen Legat'd 
our lives out of her gramerey.” 

“ Queen, nonsense ! you mean the Princess of Wales—pretty 
woman, petit nez retrousse, grew monstrous stout ? ” suggest 1 ’ 1 
Mr. Bruin mol, whose reading was evidently not extensive, "ter 
Sidney Smith was a fine fellow, great talker, hook nose, so iu- 
Lord Cochrane, so has Lord Wellington. She was very sweet on 
Sir Sidney.” 

“ Your acquaintance with the history of Calais does not seen. | 
to be considerable,” said Mr. Sterne to Mr. Bnunmel, with a slim-- 

“ Don’t it, Bishop?—for I conclude you arc a bishop by , vour 
wig. I know Calais as well as any man. I lived here for 
before I took that confounded consulate at Caen. Lived in ; 

hotel, then at Leloux’s. People used to stop here. Good fellow , 
used to ask for poor George Bnunmel ; Hertford did, so did t -- 
Duchess of Devonshire. Not know Calais indeed ! That 1 * * 
good joke. Had many a good dinner here : sorry I ever left it' 
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<.}lv Lord King Edward,” chirped the queer old gentleman 
in the s'hirtj “colonised the place with his English, after we had 
yielded il up to him. I have heard tell they kept it for nigh three 
lumlnil years, till my Lord de Guise took it from a fair Queen, 
Jjjjuv of blessed memory, a holy woman. Eh, but Sire Gautier of 
Maim\ was a good knight, a valiant captain, gentle and courteous 

vimai 1 1X> you remember his ransoming the-” 

W'liat is the old fellow twaddlin’ about?” cries Brumrnel. 
-Ur is talking about some knight?—I never spoke to a knight, 
mil very seldom to a baronet. Firkins, my butterman, was a 
knight - a knight and alderman. Wales knighted him once on 
into the City.” 

'• I am not surprised that the gentleman should not understand 
Missile Eustace of Saint Peter’s,” said the ghostly individual 
addressed as Mr. Sterne. “Your reading doubtless has not been 
very extensive'! ” 

"liniiimy, sir, speak for yourself!” cries Mr. Brunnnel testily. 
"I never professed to be a reading man, but I was as good as my 
midi!*nil’s. Wales wasn’t a reading man ; York wasn’t a reading 
man : ('liirenee wasn’t a reading man ; Sussex was, but lie wasn’t 
a man in society. I remember reading your ‘Sentimental Journey,’ 
iliioy: read it to the Duchess at Beauvoir, I recollect, and she 
oiol over it. Doosid clever amusing book, and does you great 
'■relit, Birron wrote doosid clever books, too ; so did Monk Lewis. 
'"'"I'-o Spencer was an elegant poet, and my dear Duchess of 
1> vnusliiio, if she had not been a grande dame, would have beat 
1111 all, by George! Wales couldn’t write: he could sing, but he 
muMii t spell.” 


“Ah, you know the great world? so did I in my time, Mr. 
hrmiimcl. I have had the visiting tickets of half the nobility at 
"A lodgings in Bond Street. But they left me there no more cared 
!" r t ' uiu last, year’s calendar,” sighed Mr. Sterne. “ I wonder who 
2 ’ii' 1 mode in London now ? One of our late arrivals, my Lord 
-b'nnluy, lias prodigious merit and learning, and, faith, his histories 


,1IT ware amusing than any novels, my own included.” 

‘'Lout know, I’m sure; not in my line. Pick this bone of 
j lick, 'iC says Mr. Brunnnel, trifling with a skeleton bird before 
win. 


‘■J ’'''member in this city of Calais worse fare than yon bird,” 
o'"! "Id Mr. Eustace of Saint Peter’s. “Marry, sirs, when my 
.j'."' 1 King Edward laid siege to us, lucky was he who could get a 
°f horse for his breakfast, and a rat was sold at the price of 


“Bare 


is 


coarse food, never tasted rat,” 


remarked the Beau. 
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“ Tiiblc-d’hotc poor fare enough for a man like me, win, has 
accustomed to the best of cookery. But rat -stillo me ! [ ; 

swallow that: never could bear hardship at all.” 

“ Wo had to bear enough when my Lord of England pressed u- 
’Twas pitiful to .see the faces of our women as the siege went ,/ 
and hear the little ones asking for dinner.” 

“Always a bore, children. At dessert, they are bad cuuu4 
but at dinner they’re the deuce mid all,” remarked Mr. BminineL 

Mossire Eustace of Saint Peter’s did not seem to pay inn,; 
attention to the Beau’s remarks, but continued his own train „ t 
thought as old men will do. 

“I hear,” said he, “that there lias actually been no war hetwni, 
us of France and you men of England for well-nigh fifty year. Our> 
has ever been a nation of warriors. And besides her regular tinm 
men-at-arms, ’tis said the English of the present time have mm. 
than a hundred thousand of archers with weapons that will run 
for half a mile. And a multitude have come amongst us of lat, 
from a great Western country, never so much as heard of in my 
time—valiant men and great drawers of the long-bow, and they 
say they have ships in armour that no shot can penetrate, b r 
so? Wonderful! wonderful! The best armour, gossips, is a «i>w: 
heart,” 

“And if ever manly heart beat under shirt-frill, thine is tint 
heart, Sir Eustace!” cried Mr. Sterne enthusiastically. 

“ We, of France, were never accused of lack of courage, sir, in 
so far as I know,” said Messire Eustace. “ Wo have shown ;i> 
much in a thousand wars with you English by sea and land : and 
sometimes we conquered, and sometimes, as is the fortune of war, 'v 
were discomfited. And notably in a great sea-fight which befell id 

Ushant on the first of June-Our Amiral, Messire Yillarrt 

Joycusc, on board his galleon named the Vemjeur, being sore jtres*’i 
by an English bombard, rather than yield the crew of his ship 1 " 
mercy, determined to go down with all on board of her : and to tm- 

cry of Vive la Repub-or, I would say, of Notre Dame a h 

Rescousse, he and his crew all sank to an immortal grave- 

“ Sir,” said I, looking with amazement at the old gentleman. 
“ surely, surely, there is some mistake in your statement. I Vm 1 
mo to observe that the action of the first of June took place n u 


hundred years after your time, and-” 

“ Perhaps ,1 am confusing my dates,” said the old gentleim"*, 
with a faint blush. “You say I am mixing up the transaction:- 1 ’ 
my time on earth with the story of my successors? It may b' 
We take no count of a few centuries more or less in our dwelWs 
by the darkling Stygian river. Of late, there came amongst 
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. 1 kni-lit, Messire tie Cambronne, who fought against you English 

„ tin: country of Flanders, being captain of the guard of niy Lord 
Kins' '>f France, in st famous battle where you English'would 
j u ve hern utterly routed but for the succour of the Prussian 
Lithen. This Mcssirc do. Cambronne, when bidden to yield by 
ym of England, answered this, ‘The Guard dies but never sur- 
Jvuders; ’ and fought a long time afterwards, as became a good 
knight. In our wars with you of England it may have pleased the 
Fates to give yon the greater success; but on our side, also, there 
has l@eu no lack of brave deeds performed by brave men.” 

••King Edward may have been the victor, sir, as being the 
strongest, but you are the hero of the siege of Calais!” cried Mr. 
Burn.'. “Your story is sacred, and your name has been blessed 
k tire hundred years. Wherever men speak of patriotism and 
iSSritice, Eustace of Saint Pierre shall be beloved and remembered. 

[ ]inistrate myself before the bare feet which stood before King 
®«'anl. What collar of chivalry is to be compared to that glorious 
n'dcr vliii-li you wear l Think, sir, how out of the myriad millions 
•i our race, you, and some few more, stand forth as exemplars of 
Int.' and honour. Forlunati nim-iuw ! ” 

“Sir,” said (lie old gentleman, “I did but my duty at a painful 
nonieut ; and 'tis matter of wonder to me that men talk still, and 
lorily such a trifling matter. By Our Lady’s grace, in the fair 
linzilmn "1 Franco, there are scores of thousands of men, gentle 
| i l simple, who would do as I did. Does not every sentinel at his 

I >t, docs not every archer in the front of battle, brave it, and die 
!" rr liis captain bids* him t Who am I that I should be chosen 
lir "* T! trance to lie an example of fortitude? I braved no 
•inins, though these I trust I would have endured with a good 
,J,t - 1 was subject to threats only. Who was the Roman 

II gut cl whom the Latin clerk Horatius tells?” 

h Latin clerk? Faith, I forget my Latin,” says Mr. 
,||lnmi( T “ Ask the parson here. 

IMessiro Regnlus, I remember, was his name. Taken prisoner 
' 1 Saracens, be gave his knightly word, and was permitted to 
:l ransom among his own people. Being unable to raise 
*! Mim Halt was a fitting ransom for such a knight, lie returned to 
s '- m d cheerfully submitted to the tortures which the Paynims 
la , | And ’tis said he took leave of his friends as gaily as 
ll ~! 10 were going to a village kennes, or riding to his garden- 
'n the suburb of the city.” 

„ good, glorious man!” cried Mr. Sterne, very much 

v “ Let me embrace that gallant hand, and bedew it with 
eiis As long as honour lasts thy name shall be remembered. 

U 2 c 
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See this dewdrop twinkling on my check ! ’Tis the sparklii* 
tribute that Sensibility pays to Valour. Though in my life U 
practice I may turn from Virtue, believe me, I never have 
to honour her ! Ah, Virtue ! Ah, Sensibility ! Oh-" 

Here Mr. Sterne was interrupted by a monk of the Order rf 
Saint Francis, who stepped into the room, and begged us all t ! 
take a pinch of his famous old rappee. I suppose the snuffy 
very pungent, for, vyith a great start, I woke tip ; and now p a . 
ceived that I must have been dreaming altogether. “ DesseiuV 
of nowadays is not the “ Dessein’s ” which Mr. Sterne, and Mr. 
Brmmnel, and I recollect in the good old times. The town 4 
Calais has bought the old hotel, and “Dessein” has gone overt 
“ Quillacq’s.” And I was there yesterday. And T remember hi 
diligences, and old postillions in pigtails and .jackboots, who w® 
once as alive as I am, and whose cracking whips I have heardir. 
the midnight many and many a time. Now, where arc they! 
Behold, they have been ferried over Styx, and have passed a w»t 
into limbo. 

I wonder what time does my boat go? 
waiter bringing me my little bill. 


Ah ! here comes the 
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W E have lately made the acquaintance of an old lady of 
ninety, who has passed the last twenty-five years of her 
old life in a great metropolitan establishment, tiie work- 
l'.nise, namely, of the parish of Saint Lazarus. Stay- twcntv-three 
>r four years ago, she came out once, and thought to earn a little 
Diuney hy Imp-picking ‘ but being overworked, and having to lie 
out at night, she got a palsy which has incapacitated her from all 
Further labour, and has caused her poor old limbs to shake ever since. 

An illustration of that dismal proverb which tells us how 
poverty makes us acquainted with strange bedfellows, this poor old 
linking body has to lay herself down every night in her workhouse 
W ll . v 1,10 K '<le of some other old woman with whom she may or 
nay nut agree. She herself can’t he a very pleasant bedfellow, 
) "" 1 ' thing I with her shaking old limbs and cold feet. She lies 
iwake a deal of the night, to be sure, not thinking of happy old 
mie *> iur liers never were happy ; but sleepless with aches, and 
al| d rheumatism of old age. “ The gentleman gave me 
iraw \-,uid-water,” she said, her old voice shaking with rapture at 
ie t louglit. I never had a great love for Queen Charlotte, but I 
V her better now from what this old lady told me. The Queen, 
, lu M infl herself, has left a legacy of snuff to certain poor- 
"'rs-g; and in her watchful nights, this old woman takes a pinch 
1 harlotte’s snuff, “and it do comfort me, sir, that it do ! ” 
m;///! munvs. Here is a forlorn aged creature, shaking 
' v 'th 110 soul among the great struggling multitude of 
J/; 1 "' to fw her, not quite trampled out of life, but passed 
o‘ "tuntii n iii the rush, made a little happy and soothed in her 
fl " 'inrcst by this penny legacy. Let me think as I write. 
,l( ri month’s sermon, thank goodness ! is sale to press.) This 
' ' appear at the season when I have read that wassail- 

1( | 111,1 ^ le ' r appearance ; at the season of pantomime, turkey 

ills' usa " ,,R > plum-puddings, jollifications for schoolboys ; Christmas 
| ,en, ir | iscences more or less sad and sweet for elders. If 
” ei#> arc wot merry, we shall he having a semblance of 
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merriment. We shall see the young folk laughing round the ] lM ;i t 
busli. We shall pass the bottle round cosily as we sit by the firV 
That old thing will have a sort of festival too. Bectj boor, a! ' 
pudding will be served to her for that day also. Christmas f t 
on a Thursday. Friday is the workhouse day for coining ur - 
Mary, remember that old Goody Twoshoes has her invitation f„. 
Friday, 2Gth December! Ninety is she, poor old soul! .\j, 
what a bonny face to catch under a mistletoe ! “ Yes, ninety, sit’ 

she says, “ and my mother was a hundred, and my graiulmothJ 
was a hundred and two.” 

Herself ninety, her mother a hundred, her grandmother. 
hundred and two ! What a queer calculation ! 

Ninety! Very good, granny: you were born, then, in 1772. 

Your mother, we will say, was twenty-seven when you it# 
born, and was born therefore in 1745. 

Your grandmother was thirty when her daughter was born, ;n>: 
was born therefore in 1715. 

We will begin with the present granny first. My good oh 
creature, you can’t of course remember, but that little gcntlciw: 
for whom your mother was laundress in the Temple was the ing-ai 
ous Mr. Goldsmith, author of a “History of England,” the “Vic: 
of Wakefield,” and many diverting pieces. You were brought alms 
an infant to his chambers in Brick Court, and lie gave you sots, 
sugar-candy, for the Doctor was always good to children. Tin! 
gentleman who well-nigh smothered you by sitting down on yens 
you lay in a chair asleep was the learned Mr. S. Johnson, vlw 
history of “ Rasselas ” you have never read, my poor soul: am 
whose tragedy of “ Irene ” I don’t believe any man in these king'll 
ever perused. That tipsy Scotch gentleman who used to come 
the chambers sometimes, and at whom everybody laughed, 
a. more amusing book than any of the scholars, your Mr. Burke®' 
your Mr. Johnson, and your Doctor Goldsmith. Your father oltti 
took him home in a chair to his lodgings ; and has done as m ;l '- 
for Parson Sterne in Bond Street., the famous wit. Of conns'. *• 
good creature, you remember the Gordon Riots, and crying,"-. 
Popery ! ” before Mr. Langdale’s house, the Popish distiller’s, »•; 
that bonny fire of my Lord Mansfield’s books in Bloomsbury S(|i» rr 
Bless us, what a heap of illuminations you have seen ! F" r,! " 
glorious victory over the Americans at Breed’s Hill; for the P eai ' 
in 1814, and the beautiful Chinese bridge in St. James’s Park ; 
the coronation of his Majesty, whom you recollect as J’lin 11 ’ : 
Wales, Goody, don’t you! Yes; and you went in a procession ^ 
laundresses to pay your respects to his good lady, the injured g 
of England, at Brandenburg House ; and you remember your ffi 11 "' 



ON SOME CARP AT SANS SOUCI 405 

t ,i]il you how she was taken to see the Scotch lords executed at the 
Tower. And as for your grandmother, she was born five months 
alter the Rattle of Malplaquet, site was ; where her poor father was 
killed, lighting like a bold Briton for the Queen. With the help 
nt a \\ tide s Chronology,” I can make out ever so queer a history 
f,r you. luv pool- old hotly, and a pedigree as authentic as many iii 
the peerage-hooks. 

Peerage-books and pedigrees? What does she know about 
till'll I : Battles and victories, treasons, kings, and beheadings, 
literary gentlemen, and the like, what have they ever been to her? 
Cranny, did you ever hear of General Wolfe? Your mother may 
have seen him embark, and your father may have carried a musket 
under him. Your grandmother may have cried huzza for Marl- 
lovongli : hut what is the Prince Duke to you, and did you ever so 
ltmdi as hear tell of his name? How many hundred or thousand 
of years had that toad lived who was in the coal at the defunct 
Exhibition ? and yet he was not a bit better informed than toads 
seven or eight hundred years younger. 

“ Don’t talk to me your nonsense about Exhibitions, and 
Priiuv flakes, and toads in coals, ox* coals in toads, or what is 
it I says Granny. “I know there was a good Queen Charlotte, 
br she bit me snuff; and it comforts me of a night when I lie 
iffakr." 

T" me there is something very touching in the notion of that 
little pinch of comfort doled out to Granny, and gratefully inhaled 
I .' her in the darkness. Don’t you remember what traditions there 
lecil to he el chests of plate, bulses of diamonds, laces of inestimable 
' tlue, sent out of the country privately by the old Queen, to enrich 
certain relations in M—ckl-nl>—rg Str-l-tz? Not all the treasure 
Aon omnis moritur. A poor old palsied thing at mid- 
ttaht is made happy sometimes as site lifts her shaking old hand to 
" 1 nose. Gliding noiselessly among the beds where lie the poor 
h,lt " l ’ (, s huddled in their cheerless dormitory, I fancy an old ghost 
" th a siuill-hox that does not creak. “There, Goody, take of my 
j 1 '! l l > ®* You will not sneeze, and I shall not say ‘God bless you.’ 
'I 11 , Yl "i "dl think kindly of old Queen Charlotte, won’t you? 

, 1 1 had a many troubles, a many troubles. I was a prisoner 

' "O'* as much as yon are. I had to eat boiled mutton every day : 

I abominated it. But I never complained. I swallowed 
| p 'iitele the best of a hard life. Wo have all our burdens to 
A 1 !; i 11 1 ' hark! I hear the cock-crow, and snuff the morning 
t "’. And with this the Royal ghost vanishes up the chimney— 

; j * l, ' l<1 ' ,e u chimney in that dismal harem, where poor old Two- 
,s ♦ , "l Iter companions pass their nights:—their dreary nights, 
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their restless nights, their cold long nights, shared in what ^ 
companionship, illumined by what a feeble taper! 

“Did 1 understand you, my good Twoshuos, to sa^that ve 
mother was seven-and-twenty years old when you were born an, 
that she married your esteemed father when she herself was twenh 
five! 1745, then, was the date of your dear mother’s birth, 
daresay her father was absent in the Low Countries, with hj 
Royal Highness the Duke of Cumberland, under whom lie bad;!. 
honour of carrying a halberd at the famous engagement of Fontf* 
—or if not there, lie may have been at Preston Pans, under Genera 
Sir John Cope, when the wild Highlanders broke through all ti, 
laws of discipline and the English lines ; and, being on the spoi 
did lie see the famous ghost which didn’t appear to Colonel Gardint 
of the Dragoons? My good creature, is it possible you don't re 
member that Doctor Swift, Sir Robert Walpole (my Lord Odor] 
as you justly say), old Sarah Marlborough, and little Mr. Pot' 
of Twituam, died in the year of your birth? "What a wretclie 
memory you have! What? haven’t they a library, and the com 
monest books of reference at the old convent of Saint Lazarus 
where you dwell ? ” 

“ Convent of Saint Lazarus, Prince William, Doctor Swift 
Atossa, and Mr. Pope of Twituam ! What is the gentleman tali: 
ing about?” says old Goody, with a “IIo! ho ! ” and a, laugh lib 
an old parrot you know they live to be as old as Metluisclal; 
parrots do, and a parrot of a hundred is eomparrotivcly ym.D. 
(ho! ho! ho!). Yes, and likewise carp live to an iiiiiaetw 
age. Some which Frederick the Great fed at Sans Souei are there 
now, with great humps of blue mould on their old backs ; ami »u* 
could tell all sorts of queer stories, if they chose to speak—but A? 
are very silent, carp are—of their nature peu communicatt tvs. tte. 
what has been thy long life, old Goody, but a dole of bread »»• 
water and a perch on a cage) a dreary swim round and round a 
Lethe of a pond? What arc Rossbaeh or Jena to those moiiH 1 
ones ? and do they know it is a grandchild of England who brings 
bread to feed them? 

No! Those Sans Souei carp may live to he a thousand y«!> 
old and have nothing to tell but that one day is like another; 
the history of friend Goody Twoslioes lias not much more valu’d 
than theirs. Hard labour, hard fare, hard bed, numbing mid *• 
night, and gnawing hunger most days. That is her lot. 15 d 
lawful in my prayers to say, “Thank Heaven, I am not as 
these”? If I were eighty, would I like to feel the hunger ah'P- 
guawing, gnawing? to have to get up and make a bow when m 
Bumble the beadle entered the common room ? To have to » 15 ‘ 
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Ali-s Prim, who came to give me Iter ideas of the next world ? 
j*. i wer ,i eighty, I own I should not like to have to sleep with 
lt ], or sjentienian of my own age, gouty, a bad sleeper, kicking in 
l a ! 0 j,i dreams, and snoring; to march down my vale of years at 
' ir ,j ,,[• command, accommodating my tottering old steps to those 
0 f tlic other prisoners in my dingy hopeless old gang; to hold out 
trembling lnuid fora sickly pittance of gruel, and say, “Thank 
* voll to Miss Prim when she has done reading her sermon. 

j„l m > when Goody Twoshocs comes next Friday, I desire she may 
)1(ll j,,. disiiirbcd hv theological controversies. You have a very fair 
Vll j n . and I heard you and the maids singing a hymn very sweetly 
tho other night, and was thankful that our humble household 
shouhl In' in such harmony. Poor old Twoshocs is so old and 
toothless ami quaky, that she can’t sing a hit ; but don’t lie giving 
v.hhwII airs over her, because she can’t sing and you can. Make 
her roinlbriable at our kitchen hearth. Set that old kettle losing 
in mil- hob. Warm her old stomach with nut-brown tile and a toast 
itiil in the lire. Be kind to the poor old schoolgirl of ninety, who 
has had leave to conic out for a day of Christmas holiday. Shall 
there t o many more Christmases for thee? Think of the ninety 
-lie has seen already ; the fourscore and ten cold, cheerless, nipping 
New Years ! 

If you were in her place, would you like to have a remembrance 
nf better early days, when you were young, and happy, ami loving, 
perhaps; or would you prefer to have no past on which your mind 
ojuld rest ! About the year 1788, Goody, were your checks rosy, 
and your eyes bright, and did some young fellow in powder and a 
pigtail look in them ? We may grow old, but to us some stories 
llr ver arc old. On a sudden they rise up, not dead, but living— 
net forgotten, but freshly remembered. The eyes gleam on us ns 
taey used to do. The dear voice thrills in our hearts. The rapture 
ot the inci ting, the terrible terrible parting, again and again the 
tragedy is aided over. Yesterday, in the street, I saw a pair ot 
eyes so like two which used to brighten at my coming once, that 
'he whole past came back as I walked lonely, in the rush of the 
Grand, and I was young again in the midst ot joys and sorrows, 
■dike sweet and sad, alike sacred and fondly remembered. 

11 1 tell a tale out of school, will any harm Some to my old 
'chindgiul < Once, a lady gave her a half-sovereign, which was a 
waive ot great pain and anxiety to Goody Twoshocs. She sewed 
■- aw a y in her old stays somewhere, thinking here at least was 
,l s; de investment— (nestis —a vest—an investment,-—pardon me, 

' 11111 ... old thing, but I cannot help the pleasantry). And what 

l|U J"’ 1 think ? Another pensioniiaire of the establishment cut the 
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coin out of Goody’s stays— an old woman who went vj„ m , 
crutches! Faugh, the old witch! What? Violence 
these toothless, tottering, trembling, feeble ones? linR^ 
amongst the penniless? Dogs coming and snatching Laami. : , 
crumbs out of his lap? Ah, how indignant Goody was as 4 
told the story ! To that pond at Potsdam where the hirji ] m , 
for hundreds of hundreds of years, with hunches of blue nnmlLi 
their back, I daresay the little Prince and Princess of Prcuw,.. 
Britannien come sometimes with crumbs and calces to ifnl 4, 
mouldy ones. Those, eyes may have goggled from beneath tl* 
weeds at Napoleon’s jackboots ; they have seen Frederick's lean 
shanks reflected in their pool; and jterhups Monsieur de Yoltair. 
has fed them—and now, for a crumb of biscuit they will ii-ht. 
push, hustle, rob, squabble, gobble, relapsing into their tnuiqiiiility 
when the ignoble struggle is over. Sans souci, indeed.' Jt h 
mighty well writing “ Sans souci ” over the gate ; but where is tin- 
gate through which Care has not slipped ? Shi' perches on tit 
shoulders of the sentry in the sentry-box: she whispers the porter 
sleeping in his arm-chair: she glides up the staircase, and lies <k>w 
between the king and queen in their bed-royal: this very night 
I daresay she will perch upon poor old Goody Twoshocs’s nicagn 
bolster, and whisper, “Will the gentleman and those ladies ask iir 
again? No, no; they will forget poor old Twoshoes.” Bomb! 
For shame of yourself! Do not be cynical. Do not mfctnmt 
your fellow-creatures. What? Has the Christmas morningdavtiftl 
upon thee ninety times? For fourscore and ten years has il been 
thy lot to totter on this earth, hungry and obscure? Peace ami 
goodwill to thee, let us say at this Christmas season. ('<**• 
drink, cat, rest awhile at our hearth, thou poor old pilgrim ! Ami 
of the bread which God’s bounty gives us, f pray, brother lvaik 
we may not forget to set aside a part for those noble and silent 
poor, from whose innocent hands war has torn the means ol bibotn. 
Enough 1 As I hope for beef at Christmas, I vow a note shall 
be sent to Saint Lazarus Union House, in which Mr. Roundabout 
requests the honour of Mrs. Twoshoes’s company on Friday, - Wl: 
December. 
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i ] KVl'U! lmvo 1 seen a more noble tragic face. In the centre 
\l ni' the forehead there was a great furrow of care, towards 
' which flic brows rose piteously. What a deep solemn grief 
the eyes! They looked blankly at the object before them, but 
imiigli it, as it were, and into the grief beyond. In moments of 
bn. have yon not looked at some indifferent object so? It mingles 
nobly with your grief, and remains afterwards connected with it 
ynur mind. It maybe some indifferent thing—a book which 
hi were leadin', at the time when you received her farewell letter 
well you remember the paragraph afterwards - the shape of 
r wards, and tlieir position on the page) ; the words you were 
riting when your mother came in, and said it was all over- she 
i- m.\i;kii:ii Emily' married—to that insignificant little rival 
"limn you have laughed a hundred times in her company. Well, 

I i my friend and reader, whoe'er you he- old man or young, 
'■ni' maiden — you have had your grief-pang. Hoy. you have 

II awake the first night at school, and thought of home. Worse 
!• man, you have parted from the dear ones with hurst jug heart : 

I'nmly hoy, recall the bolstering an unfeeling comrade gave 
11: ami, lonely man, just torn from your children— their little 
mm ill affection yet, in your pocket—juicing the deck at evening 
I|M ' midst, ,,f the roaring ocean, you can remember how you were 
'} that supper was ready, and how you went down to the cabin 
had brandy-and-water and biscuit. You remember the taste of 
Us; for ever. You took them whilst you and your Grief 
h ' sitting together, and your Grief clutched you round the soul. 

1 pent, haw you have writhed round me, and bitten me ! Remorse, 
"ii'mhmnce, &<•., come in the night season, and I lead you gnaw- 
-mawing! ... 1 tell you that man’s face was like Laocoon’s 
Vj '• hy the wav, I always think overrated. The real head is 
iUIsm’H at the Duke, Unremberg’s, not at Rome). 

.!?* '"an ! What man? That man of whom I said that his 
■"'(V T,: 11 * < '"’ l,, t < - !nim ee exhibited the noblest tragic woe. He was 
' Rui'opeun blood.* ITe was handsome, but not of European 
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beauty His face white—not of a northern whiteness : hi 3 
protruding somewhat, and rolling in their grief. Those eyes 
seen the Orient sun, and his beak was the eagle’s. Hislip wu ,, 
full. The beard, curling round them, was unkempt and i, Wsv 
The locks were of a deep deep coppery red. The hands, swart av 
powerful, accustomed to the rough grasp of the wares in whirl, i, 
dealt, seemed unused to the flimsy artifices of the bath. He rat, 
from the Wilderness, and its sands were on his robe, his cheek, i lS 
tattered sandal, and the hardy foot it covered. 

And his grief—whence came his sorrow! I will tell you. |], 
bore it in his hand. He had evidently just concluded the romps,' 
by which it became his. His business was that of a purchaser * 
domestic raiment. At early dawn—nay, at what hour when th 
city is alive—do we not all hear the nasal cry of “ do ” ? In Park 
Habits, Galons, Marchaiul d’habits, is the twanging signal \vii> 
which the wandering merchant makes his presence known. Its,, 
in Paris I saw this man. Where else have I not seen him ! I: 
the Roman Ghetto—at the Gate of David, in his fathers’ rur. 
imperial city. The man I moan was an itinerant vendor ami]', 

chaser of wardrobes—what you call an-- Enough ! Yon knot 

his name. 


On his left shoulder hung his hag ; and lie held in that Irani: 
white hat, which I am sure he had just purchased, and which « 
the cause of the grief which smote his noble features. Of com- ! 
cannot particularise the sum, hut lie had given too much fur tk 
hat. lie felt he might have got the tiling for less money. It** 
not the amount, I am sure; it was the principle involved, ft, 
had given fourpcnce (let us say) for that which threepence 
have purchased, lie had been done : and a manly shame was d 


him, that he, whose energy, acuteness, experience, point of liw® 
should have made, him the victor in any mercantile duel in " !; 
he should engage, had been overcome by a porter’s wife, "'ho 
likely sold him the old hat, or by a student who was tired of if 1 
can understand his grief. Do I seem to be speaking of it 15 ‘ 
disrespectful or flippant way? Then you mistake mo. Hoi® 
been outwitted. lie had desired, coaxed, schemed, haggled. - ‘ 
what he wanted, and now found ho had paid too much 1,1 
bargain. You don’t suppose I would ask you to laugh at 
man’s grief? It is you, clumsy cynic, who are disposed tost 11 ’" 
whilst it may bo tears of genuine sympathy arc trickling do"'" 
nose of mine. What do you mean by laughing ? If you si*^ 
wounded soldier on the, field of battle, would 3 011 laugh ! ? 

saw a ewe robbed of her lamb, would .you laugh, you brute . 
you who are the cynic, and have 110 feeling : and you sneer ' 
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t is unintelligible to you which touches my finer sensibility. 

ou.-f lotiiks’-Man had been defeated in one of the daily 
t ] L , s 0 f his most interesting, chequered, adventurous life. 

Have you ever figured to yourself vvliat such a life must be ? 
pursuit and conquest of twopence must be the most eager and 
(limiting of occupations. We might all engage in that business if 
( would. )IC) t whist-players, for example, toil, and think, and 
L their temper over sixpenny points ? They bring study, natural 
hiias, long forethought, memory, and careful historical experience 
1 bear upon their favourite labour. Don’t tell me that it is the 
Lpenny points, and five shillings the rub, which keeps them for 
L rs over their painted pasteboard. It is the desire to conquer. 
Lire puss by. Night glooms. Dawn, it may be, rises unheeded ; 
p.l they sit calling for fresh cards at the “ Portland,” or the 
iUnion,” while waning candles splutter in the sockets, and languid 
isiters snooze in the ante-room. Sol rises. Jones has lost four 
omuls : Brown has won two ; Robinson lurks away to his family 
onse mid (mayhap indignant) Mrs. R. Hours of evening, night, 
mining, have passed away whilst they have been waging this 
xpeniiv battle. What is the loss of four pounds to Jones, the 
jin of nvo to Brown t B. is, perhaps, so rich that two pounds 
lore nr less arc as naught to him ; J. is so hopelessly involved that 
> win four pounds cannot benefit his creditors, or alter his con¬ 
it inn : but they play for that stake: they put forward their best 
Sdgif’s: they ruff, finesse (what are the technical words, and how 
& 1 know '). It is but n sixpenny game if you like; but they 
ant to win it. So as regards my friend yonder with the hat. 
fe ■-takes his money : lie wishes to win the game, not the hat 
liri 'ly. I am not prepared to say that he is not inspired by a 
die ambition. Caesar wished to be first in a village. It first 
! a hundred yokels, why not first of two 1 And my friend the 
d-dot lies’ man wishes to win his game, as well as to turn his 
the sixpence. 

Suppose in the game of life—and it is but a twopenny game 
ter all— you are equally eager of winning. Shall you be ashamed 
• vou / ambition, or glory in it 1 There are games, too, which are 
"'tiling to particular periods of life. I remember in the days 
Mir youth, when my friend Arthur Bowler was an eminent 
mketer. Slim, swift, strong, well built, he presented a goodly 
'pcnianco on the ground in his llannel uniform. J hlitdsti non 

" . ■'Jl , Bowler my boy ! Hush ! We tell no tales. Mum 
I " "td. Yonder comes Charley his son. Now Charley his 
j 1 1; ‘* ’’dual the field, and is famous among the eleven ol his 
100 ' Bowler senior, with his capacious waistcoat, &e., waddling 
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after a ball, would present, an absurd object, whereas it ,l oes 
eyes good to see Bowler junior scouring the plain—a y 0lln „ 
einplar of joyful health, vigour, activity.' The old boy wisely,, 
tents himself with amusements more becoming his age and y ;u . 
takes his sober ride ; visits his farm soberly—busies himself ui„ 
his pigs, his ploughing, his peaches, or what not. Very S1I1 . 
rant inter amusements interest him ; and (thank goodness!) natu 
provides very kindly for kindly-disposed fogies. We relish t|„ 
things which we scorned in our lusty youth. I see the yonn« fo 
of an evening kindling and glowing over their delicious novels, 
look up and watch the eager eye flashing down the page 
for my part, perfectly contented with my twaddling old volume 
“ Howel’s Letters,” or the Gentleman's Mnyazi ne. I am netted 
arrived at such a calm frame of mind that I like batfer-pudiliii 
I never should have believed it possible ; but it is so. Yet a litt 
while, and I may relish water-gruel. It will be the age of » K 
lait ile pottle et man bonnet tie nuit. And then—the rott, 
extinguisher is pulled over the old noddle, and the little fiame 
life is popped out. 

Don’t you know elderly people who make learned notes 
Army Lists, Peerages, and the like ? This is the batter-puiWiu 
water-gruel of old age. The worn-out old digestion does not a 
for stronger food. Formerly it could swallow twelve hours’ bn. 
reading, and digest an encyclopaedia. 

If I had children to educate, I would, at ten or twelve yea: 


of age, have a professor, or professoress, of whist for them, an 
cause them to be well grounded in that great and useful sf«» 
You cannot learn it well when you are old, any more tlia 
you can h'arn dancing or billiards. In our house at home " 
youngsters did not play whist because we were dear olwlira 
children, and the elders said playing at cards was “a waste • 
time.” A waste of time, my good people ! Allans ! \\ bat < 

elderly home-keeping people do of a night after dinner? Pirl 
gets his newspaper; my dear Joan her Missionary AUum'-'*' 


her volume of Omnmiug’s Sermons- and don’t you kimw 
ensues? Over the arm of Darby’s arm-chair the paper flntter- ;■ 
the ground unheeded, and lie performs the trumpet obbligato j* 
eons sttnes on his old nose. My dear old Joan’s head nods ovri * 
sermon (awakening though the doctrine may Tie). Ding, dim;, 
can that lie ten o’clock? It is time to send the servants to ^ 
my dear—and to bed master and mistress go too. Bat ^ 
not wasted their time playing at cards. Oh no! I belong ; 
club where there is whist of a night; and not a little autumn.!! 


to hear Brown speak of Thompson’s play, and vice 'ivrsa- 
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p one ip an—Greatorex let ns rail liim—who is the acknow- 
!.od captain and primus of all the whist-players. We all secretly 

H^in. him_T, for my part, watch him in private life, hearken to 

l"^ | )( . savSj note what he orders for dinner, and have that feeling 
, ‘ p or i,iiii that I used to have as a hoy for the cock of the 
hull jSet play at whist 1 “Quelle tristc vioillesse vous votis 
IreparM 1 ” were the words of the great and good Bishop of Autun. 

■nit It is too late now. Too late ! too late ! Ah! humiliating 
lonfcssiou ! That joy might have been clutched, hut the life-stream 
s us by it—the swift life-stream rushing to the nearing sea. 

late! too late ! Twent.ystone, my hoy ! when you read in the 

t pers “ Value h deux temps,” and all the fashionable dances taught 
adults by “ Miss Lightfoots,” don’t you feel that you would like 
, 0 in and learn'? Ah, it is too late! You have passed the 
■rax, Master Twentystone, and the young people are dancing 
rirliout you. 

I don’t believe much of what my Lord Byron the poet says ; 
Hit when he wrote, “So, for a good old gentlemanly vice, I think 
! .hull put up with avarice,” I think his Lordship) meant what he 
note, and if lie practised what he preached, shall not quarrel with 
litii, As an occupation in declining years, I declare I think saving 
I useful, amusing, and not unbecoming. It must he a perpetual 
inmscnieiit. It is a game that can be played by day, by night, at 
umie and abroad, and at which you must win in the long run. I 
.in tired and want a cab. The fare to my house, say, is two 
hillings. The cabman will naturally want half-a-orown. I pull 
mt my book. I show him the distance is exactly three miles and 
litem hundred and ninety yards. I offer him my card—my 
finning card. As he retires with the two shillings, blaspheming 
nwardly, every curse is a compliment to my skill. I have played 
ini and beat him ; and a sixpence is my spoil and just reward, 
•hi* is a game, by the way, which women play far more cleverly 
Ion wo do. But what an interest it imparts to life ! During the 
d'le drive home I know I shall have my game sit the journey’s 
11,1 : am sure of my hand, and shall beat my adversary. Or 1 
■•a 1 'hiy in another way. I won’t have a cab at all, I will wait 
1 the omnibus : I will be one of the damp fourteen in that 
•coniine 'chicle. I will wait about iiK the rain for an hour, and 
altei ' bus shall pass, but I will not be beat. I will have a 
and got it at length, with my hoots wet through, and an 
111 ''Hu dripping between my legs. I have a rheumatism, a cold, 
* >K throat, a sulky evening,—a doctor’s bill to-morrow perhaps ? 

'TV hut I have won my game, and am gainer of a shilling on this 
Huber. ' 
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If you play this game all through life it is wonderful what ,] - 
interest it has, and amusing occupation. For instance, niy ^ 
goes to sleep after dinner over her voluni'e of sermons. As sinj 
the dear soul is sound asleep, I advance softly and puff 0Ilt ^ 
candle. Her pure dreams will be all the happier without that Ii+ 
and, say she sleeps an hour, there is a penny gained. 

As for clothes, parbleu ! there is not much money to lx' 
in clothes, for the fact is, as a man advances in life—as he l>ecom 
an Ancient Briton, (mark the pleasantry)—ho goes without clotfe* 
When my tailor proposes something in the way of a chan®! 
raiment, I laugh in his face. My blue coat and brass buttons*; 
last these ten years. It is seedy? What then? I don’t want*, 
charm anybody in particular. You say that my clothes arc slnit.tr 
What do I care ? When I wished to look well in somebody’s r,s 
the matter may have been different. But now, when I receive to 
bill of a£10 (let us say) at the year’s end, and contrast it withe! 
tailors’ reckonings, I feel that I have played the game with mas* 
tailor, and beat him ; and my old clothes arc a token of the virton. 

I do not like to give servants board-wages, though they a 
cheaper than household bills : but I know they save out of boar! 
wages, and so beat me. This shows that it is not the money Ic 
the game which interests me. So about wine. I have it good as 
dear. I will trouble you to tell mo where to got it good and cheap• 
You may as well give me the address of a shop where I can te, 
meat for fourpeuce a pound, or sovereigns for fifteen shillings apie*. 
At the game of auctions, docks, shy wine-merchants, depend on«j 
there is no winning; and I would as soon think of buying jcvvcM 
at an auction in Fleet Street as of purchasing wine from one of y -l 
dreadful needy wine-agents such as infest every man’s door. Grad? 
myself good wine? As soon grudge my horse corn. Mem', tb 
would be a very losing game indeed, and your humble servant M 
no relish for such. 

But in the very pursuit of saving there must be a himltf 
harmless delights and pleasures which we who are careless necessir.? 
forego. What do you know about the natural history of 
household? Upon your honour and conscience, do you know w 
price of a pound of butter ? Can you say what sugar costs, “ 
how much your family consumes and ought to consume? 
much lard do you use in your house ? As I think on these 
I own I hang down the head of shame. I suppose for a tn° D *, 
that you, who are reading this, are a middle-aged gentleman, 
paterfamilias. Can you answer the above questions? You y. 
sir, you cannot. Now turn round, lay down the book, andsuat ■ J 
ask Mrs. Jones and your daughters if they can answer? £ 
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lini0 f. They look at one another. They pretend they can 
JS , ve r. They can toll you the plot and principal characters of the 
ft novel. Some of them know something about history, geology, 
5,1 so forth. But of the natural history of home—and for 
pme on you all ! Ilonnis soyez ! For shame on you ? for shame 

i ii*' 

In the early morning I hear a sort of call or jodel under my 
i mime, and know ’tis the matutinal milkman leaving his can at 
V gate. O household gods ! have I lived all these, years and don’t 
jnnv the price or the quantity of the milk which is delivered in 
lint ran ? Why don’t I know 1 As I live, if I live till to-morrow 
joining, os soon as I hear the call of Lactantius, I will dash out 
jicii him. IIow many cows? How much milk, on an average, 
II the year round? What rent? Wliat cost of food and dairy 
pivants 1 What loss of animals, and average cost of purchase? 
f I interested myself properly about my pint (or hogshead, wliat- 
ivr it be) of milk, all this knowledge would ensue ; all tin's 
ilditioual interest in life. What is this talk of my friend, Mr. 
if.ves, about objects at the seaside, and so forth?* Objects at 
» seaside ? Objects at the area-bell: objects before my nose: 
I'jeets which the butcher brings me in his tray : which the cook 
Iveses and puts down before me, and over which I say grace ! My 
ally lili* is surrounded with objects which ought to interest me. 
he pudding I cat. (or refuse, that is neither here nor there; and, 
ft "’een ourselves, what I have said about batter-pudding may be 
limn emit f/rmio —we are not come to that yet, except for the 
ihe uf argument or illustration)—the pudding, I say, on my plate, 
ir egg* that, made it, the fire that cooked it, the tablecloth on 
1 i b it is laid, and so forth—are each and all of these objects a 
now ledge nt which I may acquire—a knowledge of the cost and 
"bininn of which I might advantageously learn? To the man 
h" dots know these things, I say the interest of life is prodigiously 
ueased. The milkman becomes a study to him; the baker a 
lie curiously and tenderly examines. Co, Lewes, and clap a 
'•eons sea anemone into a glass : I will put a cabman under mine, 

a -'T* t ' v ’ v ’ scct ’ on il Butcher. O Lares, Penates, and gentle 
iiiM'hnid gods, teach me to sympathise with all that comes within 
ok* f 0 '^ ' me a)1 interest in the butcher’s book. Let me 

* 0UVar, l *° the ensuing number of the grocer’s account with 
o UIL " b ' . ^ seems ungrateful to my kitchen-chimney not to know 
j '"*t of sweeping it; and I trust that many a man who reads 
y u " muses on it, will feel, like the writer, ashamed of himself, 

Mn d down his head humbly. 

“ Seaside Studies." By G. II. Lewes. 
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Now, if to this household game you could add a little 
interest, the amusement would be increased far beyond the n, 
money value, as a game at cards for sixpence is better thy 
rubber for nothing. If you can interest yourself about sixpeni 
all life is invested with a new excitement. From sunrise to def 
ing you can always be playing that game—with butcher, bak. 
coal-merchant, cabman, omnibus-man—nay, diamond-merchant a 
stockbroker. You can bargain for a guinea over the price d 
diamond necklace, or for a sixteenth per cent, in a transaction 
the Stock Exchange. We all know men who have this faculty »-| 
are not ungenerous with their money. They give it mi 
occasions. They are more able to help than you and I wlio spti 
ours, and say to poor Prodigal who comes to us out at dU 
“My dear fellow, I should have been delighted: but I l ui 
already anticipated my quarter, and am going to ask Screwin' 
he can do anything for mo.” 

In this delightful, wholesome, over-novel twopenny game, the 
is a danger of excess, as there is in every other pastime or omip 
tion of life. If you grow too eager for your twopence, tlie acqui- 
tion or the loss of if may affect your peace of mind, and peace 
mind is better than any amount of twopenees. My friend the oj.. 
clothes’-man, whose agonies over the hat have led to this ramtlii: 
disquisition, has, I very much fear, by a too eager pursuit of smi, 
profits disturbed the equanimity of a. mind that ought to he ran 
and happy. 11 Had I stood out,” he thinks, “I might have iu 
tlie hat for threepence,” and he doubts whether, having given k: 
pence for it, he will ever get back bis money. My good Sliodna 
if you go through life passionately deploring the irrevocable. »*! 
allow yesterday’s transactions to embitter the cheerfulness of 
and to-morrow—as lief walk down to the Seine, souse in, bat-, 
body, clothes-bag and all, and put an end to your sorrow sc. 
sordid cares. Before and since Mr. Franklin wrote his prett) 
apologue of the Whistle, have we not all made bargains ot "i |lr: 
we repented, and coveted and acquired objects for which " e 
paid too dearly ? Who has not purchased his hat in sonic marie- 
or other ? There is General M'Olellan’s cocked-hat for exampf- 
I daresay he was eager enough to wear it, and he has learned tb¬ 
it is by no means cheerful wear. There were the military braver;'- 
Messcigncurs of Orleans : * they wore them gallantly in the 1»< 
of battle ; but I suspect, they were glad enough to pitch them a-' 
the James River and come home in mufti. Ah, m-es amis- ■ 
chaciin son shako ! I was looking at a bishop the other h- 

* Two cadets of tlie House of Orleans who served as volunteers 
General M‘Clcllan in his campaign against Richmond. 
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i.l thinking “ My right reverend lord, that broad-brim and rosette 
H?t kind your great broad forehead very tightly, and <dve you 
my i! headache. A goTxl easy wideawake were better lor you 
,| I would like to see that honest face with a, cutty-pipe in'the 
il.llo of it. ’ There is my Lord Mayor. My once dear lord my 
„[ friend, when your two years’ reign was over, did you’ not 
ill' l' 11 ' .i°y a,1< l ding your c/iapeau-Oras out of window- and 
m't thnt hat cost you a pretty bit of money? There in a 
'"did travelling chariot, iu the sweetest bonnet, all trimmed 
til orange blossoms and Chantilly lace, sits my Lady Rosa with 
Lord Snowden by her side. Ah, Rosa ! what a price’ have 
i pool lor that hat which you wear; and is your Ladyship’s 
,,m-t not purchased too dear? Enough of hats. Sir, or Madam 
:iko off mine, and salute you with profound respect. 


12 


2 D 
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ON ALEXANDRINES * 

A LETTER TO SOME COUNTRY COUSINS 

D EAR COUSINS, — Be pleased to receive herewith a paeb 
of Mayall’s photographs, and copies of Illustrated „Y«- 
Illustrated Times, London Review, Queen, and Ohscn- 
each containing an account of the notable festivities of the p 
week. If, besides these remembrances of home, you have a nnt 
to read a letter from an old friend, behold here it is. When I j. 
at school, having left my parents in India, a good-natured caps: 
or colonel would come sometimes and see us Indian boys, and ti 
to us about papa and mamma, and give us coins of the realm, it 
write to our parents, and say, “ I drove over yesterday and si 
Tommy at Doctor Birch’s. I took him to the ‘ George,’ and si' 
him a dinner. His appetite is line. He states that he is readii 
‘ Cornelius Nepos,’ with which he is much interested. His mask: 
report,” &c. And though Doctor Birch wrote by the same mail 
longer, fuller, and official statement, I have no doubt the distc 
parents preferred the friend’s letter, with its artless, possibly a 
grammatical, account of their little darling. 

* I have seen the young heir of Britain. These eyes have belie- 
him and his bride, on Saturday in Pall Mall, and on Tuesday i 
the nave of Saint George’s Chapel at Windsor, when the yoa 
Princess Alexandra of Denmark passed by with her blooming F 
cession of bridesmaids; and half-au-hour later, when the Princess ■ 
Wales came forth from the chapel, her husband by her side rotf 
in the purple mantle of the famous Order which Iris forefats 
established here five hundred years ago. We were to see hw? 
once again, when her open carriage passed out of the Castle 
to the station of the near railway which was to convey l' er 
Southampton. 

Since womankind existed, has any woman ever had ' ll 1 
greeting 1 At ten hours’ distance, there is a city far more mb’ 5 
ficent than ours. With every respect for Kensington turn!" v 

* This paper, it is almost needless to say, was written just after the '" s 
of the Prince and Princess of Wales in March 18(13. 1 
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L the Arc de l’Etoile at Paris is a much finer entrance to an 
ttipcrinl capital. In our^ black, ordcrless, zigzag streets, we can 
y, w no tliing to compare with the magnificent array of the Rue (le 
,j vp ]j ! that enormous regiment of stone stretching for five miles 
j,l presenting arms before the Tuileries. Think of the late Fleet 
r j„„, mill Waithman’s Obelisk, and of the Place de la Concorde 
ill the Luxor Stone! “ Tiie finest site in Europe,” as Trafalgar 
jiiarc has been called by some obstinate British optimist, is dis- 
mivil l'V trophies, fountains, columns, and statues so puerile, 
ku'ilerly, and hideous, that a lover of the arts must hang the head 
shame as lie passes to see our dear ohl queen city arraying herself 
absurdly ; hut when all is said and done, we can show one or two 
the greatest sights in the world. I doubt if any Roman festival 
is as vast or as striking as the Derby day, or if any Imperial 
imipti could show such a prodigious muster of faithful people as 
r young Princess saw on Saturday, when the nation turned out 
greet her. The calculators are squabbling about the numbers of 
ndreils of thousands, of millions, who came forth to see her and 
I her welcome. Imagine beacons flaming, rockets blazing, yards 
lined, ships and forts saluting with their thunder, every steamer 
1 vessel, every town and village from Ramsgate to Gravesend, 
arming witli happy gratulation ; young girls with flowers 
tiering roses before her; staid citizens and aldermen pushing 
I squeezing and panting to make the speech, and bow tile knee, 

1 bid her welcome ! Who is this who is honoured with such a 
"iigicius triumph, and received with a welcome so astonishing? 
• car ago we had never heard of tier. I think about her pedigree 
I family not a few of us are in the dark still, and I own, for my 
h tn bo much puzzled by the allusions of newspaper genealogists 
I bards and skalds to Vikings, Berserkers, and so forth. But it 
i!d lie interesting to know how many hundreds of thousands of 
'tggraphs of the fair bright face have by this time made it 
:| nd familiar in British homes. Think of all the quiet 


any nooks from Land’s End to Caithness, where kind eyes have 
nedf t it. The farmer brings it home from market; the Curate 
11 his visit to the Cathedral town; the rustic folk peer at it 
,u rii the little village shop-window ; the squire’s children gaze 

I tennd the drawing-room table ; every eye that beholds it looks 

II 011 its bright beauty and sweet artless grace, and young 
old jmiy God bless her. We have an elderly friend (a certain 
‘' Twoshoes) "ho inhabits, with many other old ladies, the 
j 11 J ou ' se of the parish of Saint Lazarus in Soho. One of your 
,la loin this house went to see her, and found Goody and her 

paiiiun crones all in a flutter of excitement about the marriage. 
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The whitewashed walls of their bleak dormitory were onwinemj 
with prints out of the illustrated journals, and hung with j 
and true-lovers’ knots of tape and coloured paper ; and the V 
bodies had had a good dinner, and the old tongues wove ch#* 1 
and clacking away, all eager, interested, sympathising; and one V a 
elderly and rheumatic Goody, who is obliged to keep her bod (amjk 
I trust, an exaggerated idea of the cares attending on Royalty) ^ 
“Pore tiling, pore thing! I pity her.” Yes, even in that dim [fe 
there was a little brightness and a quavering huzza, a ccmtvihutj,, 
of a mite subscribed by those dozen poor old widows to the tmisa 
of loyalty with which the nation endows the Prince’s bride. 

Three hundred years ago, when our dread Sovereign Lai’ 
Elizabeth came to take possession of her realm and capital 1% 
Holinshed, if you please (whose pleasing history of course ymu® 
about with you), relates in his fourth volume folio, that—“Atti 
entring the citie, she was of the people received maruollons intierlit 
as appeared by the assemblies, praiers, weleommings, cries, and al 
other signes which argued a woonderfull earnest lone: ” .ini s 
various halting-places on the Royal progress children habited lit 
angels appeared out of allegoric edifices and spoke verses to In r 

“ Welcome, O Queen, as much as heart can think ; 

Welcome again, as much as tongue can tell; 

Welcome to joyous tongues and lioarts that will not shrink. 

God thee preserve, we pray, and wisli thee ever well 1 ” 

Our new Princess, you may be sure, lias also had her Alasi 
drines, and many minstrels have gone before her singing her praiai 
Mr. Tapper, who begins in very great force and strength, and n 
proposes to give her no less than eight hundred thousand welc<* 
in the first twenty lines of his ode, is not satisfied with this in* 
liberal amount of acclamation, but proposes at the end of bis] | t: 
a still more magnificent subscription. Thus wc begin, “ A liundn 
thousand welcomes, a hundred thousand welcomes.” (Inniywl 
the figures are in the well-known Arabic numerals, but let as r.a 
the numbers literally accurate) :— 

“ A hundred thousand welcomes ! 

A hundred thousand welcomes ! 

And a hundred thousand more 1 
O happy heart of England, 

Shout aloud and sing, land, 

As no land sang before ; 

And let the pa-ans soar 
And ring from shore to shore, 

A hundred thousand welcomes, 

And a hundred thousand more ; 
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And lot the cannons roar 
The joy-stunned city o’er. 

And let the steeples chime it 
A hundred thousand welcomes. 
And a hundred thousand more ; 
And let the people rhyme it 
From neighbour's door to door, 
From every man’s heart’s core, 
A hundred thousand welcomes, 
And a hundred thousand more.” 


This contribution, in twenty not long lines, of 900,000 (say 
e hundred thousand) welcomes is handsome- indeed ; and shows 
! when our bard is inclined to be liberal, he does not look to the 
t. But what is a sum of 900,000 to his further proposal ?— 


“ O let all these declare it, 

Let miles of shouting swear it, 

In all the years of yore, 

Unparalleled before ! 

And thou, most welcome Wstnd’rer 
Across the Northern Water, 

Our England’s Alexandra, 

Our dear adopted daughter— 

Lay to thine heart, conned o’er and o’er, 
In future years remembered well, 

Tho magic fervour of this spell 
That shakes tho land from .shore to shore, 
And makes all hearts and eyes brim o’er ; 
Our hundred thousand welcomes. 

Our fifty million welcomes, 

And a hundred million more ! ” 


Here we have, besides the most liberal previous subscrip- 
p 11 ’ a hu tlier call on the public for no less than one hundred 
P fifty million one hundred thousand welcomes for her Royal 
p mess - How much is this per head for all of us in the three 
pgloins ? INot above five welcomes apiece, and I am sure 

K 11 ' ,b > have given more than five hurrahs to the fair young 

process. 

Lid) man sings according to his voice, and gives in proportion 
'a means. The guns at Shcerness “from their adamantine lips” 
' ; K 1 l ,a( l spoken in quarrelsome old times a very different 
Jaa.igg roared a hundred thundering welcomes to the fair Dane. 

- rojiiic )ls oj England strewed roses before her feet at Gravesend 
av U , slc Hnded. Mr. 1'upper, with the million and odd welcomes, 
• « compared to the thundering fleet; Mr. Chorley’s song, 
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to the flowerets scattered on her Royal Highness’s happy ... 
carpeted path :— 

“ Blessings on that fair face ! 

Safe on the shore 
Of her home-dwelling place, 

Stranger no more. 

Love, from her household shrine. 

Keep sorrow far ! 

May for her hawthorn twine, 

June bring sweet eglantine, 

Autumn, the golden vine, 

Dear Northern Star!” 


Hawthorn for May, eglantine for June, and in autumn a little ta.-* 
of the golden vine for our Northern Star. I am sure no one will 
grudge the Princess these simple enjoyments, and of the proiln.* 
of the last-named pleasing plant, I wonder how many buni]io^ 
were drunk to her health on the happy day of her bridal 1 As t« 
the Laureate’s verses, I would respectfully liken his Highness to 
giant showing a beacon torch on “a windy headland.” His Hark 
torch is a pine-tree, to be sure, which nobody can wield hut himseli 
He waves it: and four times in the midnight lie shouts mightily. 
“ Alexandra ! ” and the Pontic pine is whirled into the ocean, ana 
Enceladus goes home. 

Whose muse, whose cornemuse, sounds with such plain® 
sweetness from Arthur’s Seat, while Edinburgh and Musscllniri 
lie rapt in delight, and the mermaids come flapping up to W 
shore to hear the exquisite music ? Sweeter piper Edina kii«> 
uot than Aytoun, the Bard of the Cavaliers, who has given in b 
frank adhesion to the reigning dynasty. When a most beautits. 
celebrated and unfortunate princess whose memory the Protest 
loves — when Mary, wife of Francis the Second, King of franot. 
and by her own right proclaimed Queen of Scotland and Eiu’Ik. 
(poor soul !), entered Paris with her young bridegroom, good 
Ronsard wrote of her— 


“ Toi qui as veu 1’excellenco do cello 
Qui rend le ciel de l’Escosso onvioux, 

Dy hardiment, contentcz vous raes yeux, 

Vous no verrez jamais choso plus belle.”* 

VcS 

“Vous ne verrez jamais choso plus belle.” Here is an 
andrine written three hundred years ago, as simple as bon P 
Professor Aytoun is more ornate. After elegantly c< unpin® 11 ^ 
the spring, and a description of her Royal Highness’s well-® 
ancestors the “ Berserkers,” lie bursts fortli— 

* Quoted in Mignet’s “Life of Mary.” 
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“The Bose of Denmark conics, the Royal Brido ! 

O loveliest Rose ! our paragon and pride— 

Choice of tho ?rince whom England holds so dear— 

What homage shall wo pay 
To one who has no peer ? 

What can tho bard or wildercd minstrel say 
More than the peasant who on bended knee 
Breathes from his heart an earnest prayer for thee ? 

Words are not fair, if that they would oxpress 
Is fairer still ; so lovers in dismay 
Stand all abashed beforo that loveliness 
They worship most, but find no words to pray. 

Too sweet for incense ! (bravo!) Take our loves instead— 

Most freely, truly, and devoutly given ; 

Our power for blessings on that gentle head, 

For earthly happiness and rest in heaven ! 

May never sorrow dim thoso doveliko eyes, 

But pcaco as puro as reigned in Paradise, 

Calm and untainted on creation’s eve, 

Attend thee still! May holy angels,” kc. 

This is all very well, my dear country cousins. But will you 
pay “Amen ” to this prayer? I won’t. Assuredly our fair 
Prioress will shed many tears out of the “dovelike eyes,” or the 
heart will be little worth. Is she to know no parting, no care, 
jiw anxious longing, no tender watches by the sick, to deplore no 
lneinls and kindred, and feel no grief? Heaven forbid ! Alien a 
lord or wildercd minstrel writes so, best accept his own confession, 
that lie is losing his head. On the day of her entrance into London 
"ho looked more bright and happy than the Princess? On the 
'by of the marriage, the fair face wore its marks of care already, 
and looked out ipiitc grave, and frightened almost, under the wreaths 
ai| d lace and orange-flowers. Would you have had her feel no 
tremor! A maiden on the bridegroom’s threshold, a Princess led 
"l 1 to tint steps of a throne ? I think her pallor and doubt became 
Pr ns well as her smiles. That, I can tell you, was our vote who 
fntn in X compartment, let us say, in the nave of Saint George’s 
1 hapel at A indsor, and saw a part of one of the brightest ceremonies 
(i,, r performed there. 

My dear cousin Mary, you have an account of the dresses ; and 
piomise you there were princesses besides the bride whom it did 
' e >' c * good to behold. Around the bride sailed a bevy of young 

-Mures so fair, white, and graceful that I thought of those fairy- 
,n ,c:i uties who are sometimes princesses, and sometimes white 
a,lN I he Royal Princesses and tho Royal Knights of the Garter 
d'']f t '’‘ V ' u Prodigious robes and trains of purple velvet—thirty 
11 IU " S a yard, my dear, not of course including the lining, which, 
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I have no doubt, was of the richest satin, or that costly “ miniver, 
which we used to read about in poor Jerrohl’s writings. 'ft, 
young Princes were habited in kilts; and by the side „f t L 
Princess Royal trotted such a little wee solemn Highlander! ft 
is the young heir and chief of the famous elan of Bminleuliiu. 
Ilis eyrie is amongst the Eagles, and I pray no harm may toy 
the dear little chieftain. 

The heralds in their tabards were marvellous to behold, and a 
nod from Rouge Croix gave me the keenest gratification. ] trio 
to catch Garter’s eye, but either I couldn’t or lie wouldn't, hit 
robes, lie is like one of the Three Kings in old missal illuminations. 
Goldstick in waiting is even more splendid. With his gold r>! 
and robes and trappings of many colours, lie looks like a liovj} 
enchanter, and ns if he had raised up all this scene of glamour U 
a wave of his glittering wand. The silver trumpeters wear such 
ipiaiut caps, and behind the trumpeters came a drum-beaver, « 
whose back a gold laced drummer drubbed bis march. 

When the silver clarions had blown, and under a clear ehoris 
of white-robed children chanting round the organ, the noble ]•;- 
cession passed into the chapel, and was hidden from our sight U 
a While, there was silence, or from the inner chapel ever so faint 
a hum. Then hymns arose, and in the lull we knew that prayus 
were being said, and the sacred rite performed which joined Allvrt 
Edward to Alexandra his wife. I am sure hearty prayers ivot 
offered outside the gate as well as within for that princely young 
pair, and for their Mother and Queen. The peace, the freedefc 
the happiness, the order which her rule guarantees, are part « 


my birthright as an Englishman, and I bless God for my diw 
Where else shall I find such liberty of action, thought, speech, c 
laws which protect me so well? Her part of her compact wii 
her people, what sovereign ever better performed? If ours an 
apart from the festivities of the day, it is because she suffers ft™ 
a grief so recent that the loyal heart cannot master it as yet, and 
remains trea und fest to a beloved memory. A part of the lnn-n 
which celebrates the ‘day’s service was composed by the husk' 111 
who is gone to the place where the just and pure of life meet t* 
reward promised by the Father of all of us to good and fiitti '- 
servants who have done well here below. As this one giro >■ 
his account, surely we may remember how the Prince was U 
friend of all peaceful arts and learning; how he was true aim a * 
always to duty, home, honour; how, through a life of eomphw 1 '^ 
trials, he was sagacious, righteous, active and self-denying ' 
as wo trace in the young faces of his many children the iat#' 
features and likeness, what Englishman will not pray that • 
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m v lnivo inherited also some of the great qualities which won for 
he 1’riin'O Consort the love and respect of our country? 

The papers tell us ‘how, on the night of the marriage of the 
Prince of M ales, all over England and Scotland illuminations were 
ii 1;U le, the poor and children were feasted, and in village and city 
MjSBfl* of kindly schemes were devised to mark the national 
happiness and sympathy. “The bonfire on Coptpoint at Folke¬ 
stone wa?-seen in France,” the Telegraph says, “more clearly than 
fveti the French marine lights could be seen at Folkestone.” Long 
nay die lire continue to burn! There arc European coasts (and 
aland places) where the liberty light has been extinguished, or is 
* low that- you can’t see to read by it—there are great Atlantic 
Tores where it flickers and smokes very gloomily. Let us be 
hankful to the honest guardians of ours, and for the kind sky 
niiler which it burns bright and steady. • 
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ON A MEDAL OF GEORGE THE FOURTH 

B EFORE mo litis a coin bearing the image and superscription of 
King Ucorgc the Fourth, and of the nominal value of two 
and sixpence. But an otlicial friend at a neighbouring turn pi k. 
says the piece is hopelessly bad ; and a chemist tested it, returning 
a like unfavourable opinion. A cabman, who had brought me I'mtsi 
a Club, left it with the Club porter, appealing to the gent who gave 
it a pore cabby, at ever so much o’clock of a rainy night, which lit 
hoped he would give him another. I have taken that cabman at 
his wort 1. 11 e has been provided with a sound coin. The bail piece 

is on tlie table before me, and shall have a hole drilled through it. 
as soon as this essay is written, bv a loyal subject who does $..t 
desire to deface the Sovereign’s image, but to protest against tie 
rascal who has taken his name in vain. Fill. Def. indeed! F 
this what you call defending the faith ! You dare to forge y.nf 
Sovereign’s name, and pass your scoundrel pewter as his silver' I 
wonder who you are, wretch and most consummate trickster? Tim 
forgery is so complete that even now [ am deceived by it—I rant 
see the dilfercnce between the base and sterling metal. Perhaps 
this piece is a little lighter: 1 don’t, know. A little softer: t- 
it! 1 have not bitten it, not being a connoisseur in the tasting "t 
pewter or silver. I take the word of three honest men, though a 
goes against me ; and though 1 have given t.wo-and-sixpenee worm 
of honest consideration for the counter, I shall not attempt to im¬ 
plicate anybody else in my misfortune, of transfer my ill-luck to a 
deluded neighbour. 

I say the imitation is so curiously successful, the stamping, 
milling of the edges, lettering, and so forth, are so neat, that even 
now, when my eyes are open, l cannot see the cheat. How die 
those experts, the cabman, and pikeman, and tradesman, conic to 
find it out! flow do they happen to be more familiar with pewter 
and silver than l am ! You see, I put out of the i|Uestion another, 
point which I might argue without fear of defeat, namely, tin' 
cabman's statement that I gave him this bad piece of money. 
Suppose every cabman who took a shilling fare were to drive away 
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,vi return presently with a had coin and an assertion that I had 
_ v. u it to him! This would be absurd and mischievous; an 
uragement of vice amongst men who already are subject to 
aijit.'itioiis'. Being homo, I think if I were a cabman myself, 

[ might sometimes stretch a furlong or two in my calculation of 
i:-tanee. Rut don’t come twice, my man, and tell me I have given 
\ i a had half-crown. No, no ! I have paid once like a gentle 
hi. and once is enough. For instance, during the Exhibition time 
[ was stopped by an old countrywoman in black, with a huge 
umbrella, who, bursting into tears, said to me, “ Master, be this 
dm way to Harlow, in Essex ?” “This the way to Harlow This 

- the way to Exeter, my good lady, and you will arrive there if 
v-u walk about 170 miles in your present direction," I answered 

urteously, replying to the old creature. Then she fell a sobbing 

- though her old heart would break. She had a daughter a-dying 
u Harlow. She had walked already “vifty-dive mile that day.’’ 
I' it's stopped the rest of her discourse, so artless, genuine, and 
imindaut that—I own the truth 1 gave her, in l believe genuine 
silter, a piece of the exact size of that coin which forms the subject, 
f this essay. Well. About a month since, near to the very spot 
"ic-rel had met my old woman, 1 was accosted by a person in 
duck, a person in a large draggled cap, a person with a huge 

• luliiella, who was beginning, “I say. Master, can you tell me it 
dit' be the way to Hat - ’ but here she stopped. Her eyes 
- -gird wildly. She started from me, as Macbeth turned from 
M oduli'. She would not engage with me. It was my old friend 
! Harlow, in Essex. I daresay she has informed many other people 

■ imr daughter's illness, and her anxiety to lie put upon tlm right 
way to Harlow. Not long since a very gentlemanlike man, Major 
I'Uumero let us call 1dm (I like the title of Major very much), 
"'[nested to see me, named a dead gentleman who he said had 

■ 'oil our mutual friend, and on the strength of tids mutual anpiaint 
■mre, begged me to rash his elietjjie for live pounds ’ 

It is these things, my dear sir. which serve to make a man 
"ynifal. I do conscientiously believe that had I cashed the Majors 
1 iifipio there would have been a diHiciilty about payment on the 
furt of the respected bankers on whom he drew. On your honour 
aid conscience, do you think that old widow who was walking from 
I unbridge Wells to Harlow had a daughter ill, and was an honest 
aiian at all ? The daughter eouldn t always, you see, be being 

■ and her mother mi her way to her dear child through Hyde 
lark. In the same way some habitual snccivrs may be inclined to 

int that the cabman’s story was an invention or at any rate, 

' uoose to ride off (so to speak) on the doubt. No. My opinion, 
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I own, is unfavourable us regards the widow from Tunbridge \V.-1| S 
and Major Delamere ; but, believing the cabman was honest, 1 i 
glad to think he was not injured by the reader’s most hund;. 
servant. 

What, a queer exciting life this rogue's march must be : >i n , 
attempt of the bad half-crowns to get into circulation! Had un¬ 
distinguished friend the Major knocked at many doors that im■fttljng 
before operating on mine? The sport must be something akin t , 
the pleasure of tiger or elephant hunting. What ingenuity tlo- 
sportsman must have in tracing his prey—what daring and cauti-.n 
in coming upon him ! What coolness in facing the angry animal 
(for, after all, a man on whom you draw a cheque a hoiit port'ini 
will be angry). What a delicious thrill of triumph, if you ran 
bring him down ! If I have money at the banker’s, and draw ID 
a portion of it over the counter, that is mere prose—any dolt can 
do that. But, having no balance, say I drive up in a cab, piv.-m; 
a cheque at Ooutts’s, and, receiving the amount, drive oil'? What 
a glorious morning’s sport that has been! Ilow superior in excite 
incut to the common transactions of every-day life ! . . . I tinm 
tell a story ; it is against myself, I know, but it mil out, and 
perhaps my mind will he the easier. 

More than twenty years ago, in an island remarkable fur it- 

verdure, 1 met four or live times one of the most agreeable ... 

panions with whom I have passed a night. I heard that evil tine 
had come upon this gentleman ; and, overtaking him in a road immi 
my own house one evening, L asked him to come home to dinner 
In two days he was at my door again. At breakfast-time was th: 
second appearance. He Was in a cab (of course lie was in a cal-, 
they always are, these unfortunate, these courageous men). 1 
deny myself was absurd. My friend could see me over the parlon: 
blinds, surrounded by my family, and cheerfully partaking ot tic 
morning meal. Might lie have a word with me ! and can y<4 
imagine its purport ! By the most provoking delay, his uncle tie 
admiral not licing able to come to town till Friday—would I ca>r 
him a cheque ! 1 need not say it would he paid on Saturn,i' 
without fail. I tell you that man went away with money in D- 
poeket, and I regret to add that his gallant relative lias not 
to tomi net ! 

Laying down the pen, and sinking back in my chair, hen. 
perhaps, I fall into a live minutes’ reverie, and think of one, t"". 
three, half-a-dozen eases in which I have been content to accept that 
sham promissory coin in return for sterling money advanced. Not a 
reader, whatever his age, but Could tell a like story. I vow and 
believe there are men of fifty, who will dine well to-day, who have 
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. ; paiil their school debts yet, and who have not taken up their 
protested promises to pay. Tom, Dick, Harry, my boys, I 
you no grudge, and rather relish that wince with which you 
,:ii nad these meek lines and say, “lie means me." Poor Jack 
Uadi s 1 Do you remember a certain pecuniary transaction, and a 
::i, -urn of money you borrowed “ until the meeting of Parliament ’’ t 
1’.,:iiameiit met often in your lifetime : Parliament has met since : 
■a; I think I should scarce be more surprised if your ghost glided 
mu the room now, and laid down the amount of our little amount, 
■bin I should have been if you had paid me in your lifetime with 
:«.* actual acceptances of the Bank of England. You asked to 
imiT'Ov, but you never intended to pay. I would as soon have 
. iicved that a promissory note of Sir John Falstalf (accepted by 
M' rs. Bardolph and Xym, and payable in Aldgatr), would be as 
-lie to find payment, as that note of the departed nay, lamented 
.lick Thriftless. 

lie who borrows, meaning to pay, is quite a dill'crent person 
i!"in the individual here described. Many—most, i hope -took 
.! .. k’s promise for what it was worth—and quite well knew that 
bin he said, “Lend me,” he meant, “Give me” twenty pounds. 

• ib'e me change for this half-crown,” said Jack ; “T know it's a 
icivier piece ; ” and you gave him the change in honest silver, and 
: " keted the counterfeit gravely. 

What a queer consciousness that must, lie which accompanies 
i ll a man in his sleeping, in his waking, in Ids walk through life, 
\ his fireside with his children round him. “ For what we are 

- ’.tie to receive, &e.~ lie says grace before his dinner. “M.v 

i 1 ' - ' Shall l help you to some mutton ! 1 robbed the butcher 

;iie meat. I don’t intend to pay him. Johnson, my boy, a glass 
i champagne? Very good, isn't it ? Not too sweet, forty-six. 

I get it from So-and-so, whom I intend to cheat." As eagles go 
i ;th and bring home to their eaglets the lamb or the pavid kid, 

I -ay there are men who live and victual their nests by plunder, 
be all know highway robbers in white neckcloths, domestic bandits, 
a 'landers, passers of bad coin. \\ hat was yonder cheque which 
Major Delamere proposed I should cash but a piece of hail money ? 
b hat was Jack Thriftless’s promise to pay I Having got his booty, 

I fancy Jack or the Major returning home, and wife and children 

- ithcring round about him. Poor wile and children 1 They respect 
!"pa very likely. They don’t know lie is false coin. Mavis' the 
"iff has a dreadful inkling of the truth, and, sickening, tries to hide 

from the daughters and sons. Maybe she is an accomplice : hcr- 
--if a brazen forgery. If Turpin ami Jack Sheppard were married, 
'cry likely Mesdames Sheppard and Turpin did not know, at first, 
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what their husbands’ real profession was, and fancied, when ti- 
men left home in the morning, they only went away to followsr,.,. r 
regular and honourable business. Then a suspicion of the true 
may have come : then a dreadful revelation ; and presently we liav. 
the guilty pair robbing together, or passing forged money each ,, n 
his own account. You know Doctor Dodd? I wonder whether 
his wife knows that he is a forger and scoundrel? Has she kd 
any of the plunder, think you, and were the darling children's new 
dresses bought with it ? The Doctor’s sermon last Sunday w.v 
certainly charming, and we all cried. Alt, my poor Dodd ! Whip; 
he is preaching most beautifully, pocket-handkerchief in hand, he i- 
]leering over the pulpit cushions, looking out piteously for Messrs 
Peach mu and Loekit from the police-office. By Doctor Dodd ym; 
understand 1 would typify the rogue of respectable exterior, imt 
committed to gaol yet, hut not undiscovered. We all know one "r 
two such. This very sermon perhaps will he read by some, or nmiy 
likely for depend upon it, your solemn hypocrite scoundrels d"iit 
care much for light literature -more likely, 1 say, this discour-*- 
will he read by some of their wives, who think, “Ah, mercy! dor- 
that horrible, cynical wretch know how my poor husband black'd 
my eye, or abstracted mamma's silver teapot, or forced me to write 
So-and-so's name on that piece of stamped paper, or what not ! 
My good creature, I am not angry with you. If your husband he 
broken your nose, you will vow that he had authority over yum 
person, and a right to demolish any part of it: if he has convey'i 
away your mamma’s teapot, you will say that she gave it to him at 
your marriage, and it was very ugly, and what not ? if he tukc- 
your aunt's watch, and you love him, you will carry it ere long t" 
the pawnbroker's, and perjure yourself—oil, how you will porjmv 
yourself in the witness-box ! I know this is a degrading view "I 
woman’s noble nature, her exulted mission, and so forth, and s" 
forth. 1 know you will say this is had morality. Is it ? Do you. 
or do you not, expect your womankind to stick l>v you for better m 
for worse f Say I have committed a forgery, and the officers come 
in search of me, is my wife, Mrs. Dodd, to show them into tic 
dining room and say, “ Pray step in, gentlemen ! My husband lias 
just come home from church. That hill with my Lord Chester 
hold's acceptance, I am hound to own, was never written by Ins 
Lordship, and the signature is in the Doctor’s handwriting.” I say. 
would any man of sense or honour, or tine feeling, praise his wit 1 
for telling the truth under such circumstances 1 .Suppose she made 
a line grimace, and said, “ Most painful as my position is, nn'-i 
deeply as I feel for my William, yet truth must prevail, and I 
deeply lament to state that the beloved partner of my life '/'■./ 
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. ..unit the flagitious act with which he is charged, and is at this 
j. -.iit moment located in the two-pair back, up the chimney, 
it. is my duty to*lead you.” Why, even Dodd himself, who 
„ one of the greatest humbugs who ever lived, would not have 
i.j.i the face to say that he. approved of his wife telling the truth 
i such a case. Would you have had Flora Macdonald beckon the 
.clio-rs, saying, “This way, gentlemen! You will find the Young 
i .cvalier asleep in that cavern.” Or don’t you prefer her to be 

wlkle mendax, and ready at till risks to save him'? If ever I 
i. mi a rebellion, and my women betray me, may I be hanged but. I 
will not forgive them : and if ever I steal a teapot, and mi/ women 
■ i-.n't stand up for me, pass the article under their shawls, whisk 
govt; the street, with it, out bluster the policeman, and utter any 
.eii'iiint of fibs before Mr. Leak, those beings are not what I take 
friii to be, and — for a fortune - I won’t give them so much as a 
■...i half-crown. 

Is conscious guilt a source of unmixed pain to the bosom which 
i irimurs it! Has not your criminal, on the contrary, an excite- 
unit, an enjoyment within quite unknown to you and me who 
i.cvcr did anything wrong in our lives f The housebreaker must 
-Hutch a fearful joy as be walks unchallenged by the policeman 
till his sack full of spoons and tankards. I >o not cracksmen, 
"ini assembled together, entertain themselves with stories of 
.crinus old burglaries which they or bygone heroes have com 
milled ? But. that my age is mature and my habits formed, 1 
.'■aid really just like to try a little criminality. Fancy passing 
fi'iged Hill to your banker: calling on a friend and sweeping his 
- 1 1 . f,<,nr<i of plate, his hall of umbrellas and coats : and then going 
t-iiii' to dress for dinner, say and to meet a bishop, a judge, and 
police magistrate or so, and talk more morally than any man at 
t-die ! How I should chuckle (as my host’s spoons clinked softly 
in my pocket) whilst I was uttering some noble speech about virtue, 
i itv, charity ! I wonder do we meet garotters in society ? In an 
"'luge tea-party, now, how many returned convicts are there? 
I''.cs John Footman, when he asks permission to go and spend the 
1 v. ning with some friends, pass his time in thuggee ; waylay and 
’ ingle an old gentleman or two: let himseit into your house, with 
the house-kev of course, anil appear as usual with the shaving-water 
"iim you ring your bell in the morning ? The very possibility ol 
i-U'Ii a suspicion invests John with a new and romantic, interest in 
my mind. Behind the grave politeness ot bis countenance I try 
"h i read the lurking treason. Full of this pleasing subject, I have 
'"•■a talking thief-stories with a neighbour. The neighHmr tells 
hi,- how some friends of hers used to keep a jewel-box under a lied 
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in their room ; ami, going into the room, they thought they ],,. ari ; 
n noise under the bed. They had the courage to look. Tin: m 
was under the bed—under the bed with the jewel-box. Of coy.-.' 
she said she had come for purposes connected with her hu-in, ., 
but this was absurd. A cook under a bed is not there fur p .' 
fessional purposes. A relation of mine had a box containa. • 
diamonds under her bed, which diamonds she told me wore to |„. 
mine. Mine ! One day, at dinner-time, between the entrees aid 
the roast, a cab drove .away from my relative’s house containing tp 
box wherein lay the diamonds. John laid the dessert, brought tie- 
coffee, waited all the evening—and oh, how frightened he was viao 
he came to learn that ids mistress’s box bad been conveyed out ..j 
her own room, and it contained diamonds—“ Law bless ns, did it 
now?” I wonder whether Joint’s subsequent career lias been pro. 
porous ? Perhaps the gentlemen from Bow Street were all in ti, 
wrong when they agreed in suspecting John as the author of ti; 
robbery. His noble nature was hurt at the suspicion. Yon n,t, 
ccive lie would not like to remain in a family where they were naan 
enough to suspect him of stealing a jewel-box out of a bedroom 
and the injured man and my relatives soon parted. But, incliimi.- 
(with my usual cynicism) to think that he did steal the valuable-, 
think of his life for the month or two whilst lie still remains in tin- 
service! lie shows the officers over the house, agrees with tlu-m 
that the coh/i must have been made by persons familiar with it , 
gives them every assistance ; pities his master and mistress with a 
manly compassion ; points out what a cruel misfortune it is to him¬ 
self as an honest man, with his living to get- and his family t- 
provide for, that this suspicion should fall on him. Finally, In¬ 
takes leave of his place, with a deep though natural melancliib 
that lie had ever accepted it. What’s a thousand pounds to gfcntk 
folks? A loss certainly, but they will live as well without tin- 
diamonds as with them. But to John his Hhhonour was worth 
more than diamonds, his Hlmnour was. Whohevcr is to give him 
hack his character \ Who is to prevent hanyone from saying, " H- 
yes. This is the footman which was in the family when- dm 
diamonds was stole ’’! &e. 

I wonder has John prospered in life subsequently ! If lie L 
innocent, lie does not interest me in the least. The interest of tin- 
case lies in John’s behaviour supposing him to be guilty. Imagin'' 
the smiling face, the daily service, the orderly performance of dun. 
whilst within John is suffering pangs lest discovery should overtake 
him. Every hell of the door which he is obliged to open may bring 
a police-officer. The accomplices may pencil. What an excitin- 
life John’s must have been for a while. And now, years and years 
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uiirii pursuit lias long ceased, and detection is impossible, 
ever revert to the little transaction? Is it possible those 
,|s cost a thousand pounds ? What a rogue the fence must 
i„■,.]! who only gave him so and so ! And I pleasingly picture 
... •iiv.-vlf an old ex-footman and an ancient receiver of stolen goods 
,v:!ng and talking over this matter, which dates from times so 
.,-vtiint. her present Majesty’s fair image could only just have 
,_ .a to he coined or forged. 

| ,-noose to take John at the time when his little peccadillo is 
I, perhaps, but when there is no speed's- charge of robbery 
him. He is not yet convicted : he is not even on his trial ; 
..v then can we venture to say he is guilty ? Now think what 
of men and women walk the world in a like predicament ; 
ii.it false coin passes current ! Pinchbeck strives to pass olf 
:... history as sound coin. He knows it is only base metal. Mashed 
with a thiii varnish of learning. Polupliloisbos puts his 
-: ns in circulation : sounding brass, lacquered over with white 

i. ,md marked with the stamp and image of piety. What say 
to 1 iraweansir’s reputation as a military commander ? to Tibbs's 
: r.-iMons to be a line gentleman ! to Sapphira's claims as a 
", or Rodoessu’s as a beauty? His bravery, his piety, high 
igenius, beauty- each of these deceivers would palm bis lake 
i on us, and have us accept his forgeries as sterling coin. And 
’ ilk here, please to observe, of weaknesses rather than crimes. 

' of us have more serious tilings to hide than a yellow cheek 
■ ...ii'l a raddle of rouge, or a white poll under a wig of jetty curls. 

1 ; know, neighbour, there are not only false teeth ill this world, 
fd-o tongues: and some make up a bust and an appearance ol 
i: 111 with padding, cotton, and what not? while another kind 
i eti't tries to take you in by wearing under his waistcoat, and 
i-:;■> rnully thumping, an immense sham heart. Dear sir, may 
and mine be found, at the right time, of the proper size and 
' right place. 

An-1 what has this to do with halt crowns, good or had? Ah, 

A iiI ! may our coin, battered, and clipped, and deiured thougdi it 
• I- proved to be Sterling Silver on the day of the Ureal Assay 
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“ BTIIA XGE TO ,S 'AY, ON CLUB PAPER* 

B EFORE the Duke, of York’s column, and lictwecn tin- "At:.- 
namin’’ and “ United Service” Clubs, 1 have seen luon t.. 
once, on the esplanade, a preacher holding forth to a lie. 
congregation of hmlniuh and street-hoys, whom he entertains win. 
discourse on the crimes of a rapacious aristocracy, or warns or 
imminent peril of their own souls. Sometimes this orator i> ir 
to “move on" by brutal policemen. Sometimes, on a Sunday, i 
points to a white head or two visible in the windows of the t'i 
to the right and left of him, and volunteers a statement that ti. - 
quiet and elderly Sabbath-breakers will very soon lie called f: 
this world to another, where their lot will bv no means !.. • 
comfortable as that which the reprobates enjoy here, in their ■ 
chairs by their snug tires. 

At the end of last month, had I been a Pall .Mall preacher, 
would have liked to send a whip round to all the Clubs in > 
.lames's, and convoke the few members remaining in Louden 
hear a discourse .«»/, Din on a text from the Olmcrrer nev.-pap: 
I would have taken my post under the statue of Fame, say. vim 
she stands distributing wreaths to the three (Tinicuii (iuard-i:m 
(The crossing sweeper does not obstruct the path, and I supp"M 
away at his villa on Sundays.) And, when the congregation", 
pretty quiet, 1 would have begun : 

In the Observer of the 27th September 1 Still, in the tilth p— 
and the fourth column, it is thus written: 

“The codicil appended to the will of the late Lord Clyc 
executed at Chatham, and bearing the signature of Clyde, l.M . 
written, strange to say, on a sheet of paper hearintj the '■Athevf 
Club ’ mark." 

What the codicil is, my dear brethren, it is not our lmsine— 
inquire. It convoys a benefaction to a faithful and attached trim 
of the good Field-Marshal. The gift may be a lakh of rupees, or 
may be a house and its contents— furniture, plate, and wine-cel.* 
My friends, I know the wine-merchant, and, for the sake et ti 
legatee, hope heartily that the stock is large. 
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Am I wrong, dear brethren, in supposing that you expect a 
; ;v ,|, h. r to say a seasonable word on death here l If you don't, I 
:-.ir y«»u are but little familiar with the habits of preachers, and are 
■a lax hearers of sermons. We might contrast the vault where 
•;.< warrior's remains lie shrouded and coffined, with that in which 
> worldly provision of wine is stowed away. Spain and Portugal 
France— all the lands which supplied his store—as hardy and 
■'t 1 iici it subaltern, as resolute captain, as colonel daring but prudent 
Fas visited the fields ot all. In India and China he marches 
,i!v\‘ay> uncoiKpiered ; or at the head of his dauntless Highland 
;Ti-:i'ie he treads the Crimean snow ; or he rides from conquest to 
■vii'piest in India once more ; succouring his countrymen in the 
;ir <>t their utmost need ; smiting down the seared mutiny, and 
ir.muling out the embers of rebellion; at the head of an heroic 
i'mv. a (‘onsummate chief. And now his glorious old sword is 
Mi'.'uhed, and his honours are won; and he lias bought him a 
!. i't, and stored it with modest cheer for his friends (the good old 
moil put water in his own wine, and a glass or two sufficed him)- 
'■••Id the end comes, and his legatee inherits these modest, posses- 
- ii' by virtue of a codicil to his Lordship's will, written, “ sfntnt/e 
•-'//, n)t ft sheet f>t jift/tfi' t/fftenn/ the ‘ A t h> mt n /// t'tuh' nmrk." 

it is to this part of the text, my brethren, that I propose* to 
M!V» myself particularly, and if the remarks J make* are offensive 
: »?iy of you, you know the doors of our meetinghouse are open, 
c i you ran walk out when you will. Around us are magnificent 
h' and palaces frequented by such a multitude of men as not 
■•ii the Roman Forum assembled together. Yonder are the 
d a bum and the Palladium. Next to the Palladium is the elegant 
Wimriuin, which Barry gracefully stoic from Rome. By its side 
bn massive Reformatorium : and the the l T ltratorium rears its 
-"■mite columns beyond. Extending down the street palace alter 
• ' a rises magnificent, and under their lofty roofs warriors and 
;: V >'Ts, merchants and nobles, scholars and seamen, the wealthy, 

■ ... the busy, the idle assemble. Into the halls built down 

little street and its neighbourhood the principal men of all 
b'Jidon come to hear or impart the news ; and the affairs of the 
or of private individuals, the quarrels of empires or of authors, 
’/•' movements of the Court, or the splendid vagaries of fashion, 

: ’ intrigues of statesmen or of persons of another -< x yet more 
■'dy. the last news of battles in the great oeeidental eontiiu nts, 
f - l V. the latest betting for the horse-races, or the advent of a dancer 
’■ the theatre—all that men do is discussed in these Pall Mall 
where we of London daily assemble. 

V>w among so many talkers, consider how many false reports 
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must fly about: in such multitudes imagine how many disappoint*,! 
men there must he ; how many chatterboxes; how many feel,],, 
credulous (whereof I mark some specimens in my congregation, 
how many mean, rancorous, prone to believe ill of their Utter, 
eager to find fault ; and then, my brethren, fancy how the wore, 
of my text must have been read and received in Pall Mall! , I 
perceive several of the congregation looking most uncomfortal.!- 
One old boy with a dyed moustache turns purple in the face, 
struts hack to the Martium ; another, with a shrug of the shoal,i.: 
and a murmur of “ Rubbish,* slinks away in the direction .it tb 
Togatorium, and the, preacher continues.) The will of Field-MaidV: 
Lord Clyde- signed at Chatham, mind, where his Lordship .1ml 
is written, .s /ran</e to sat/, on a sheet of paper bearing the " At!;.- 
liirini! (Hub ” mark ! 

The inference is obvious. A man cannot get Athemeum pap.-r 
except at the ‘‘ Athemeum.” Such paper is not sold at Chatham, 
where the last codicil to his Lordship’s will is dated. And sn t!> 
painful belief is forced upon us, that a Peer, a Fiehl-Mar-ii i!. 
wealthy, respected, illustrious, could pocket paper at his ( '!nh, and 
carry it away with him to the country. One fancies the hull-[>■ a: 
conscious of the old lord’s iniquity, and holding down his la ad 
the Marshal passes the door. What is that roll which his Ltytal-iup 
carries? [s it his Marshal’s baton gloriously won? No; il \- ■ 
roll of foolscap conveyed from the Club. What has he on h;- 
b resist, under his great-coat? Is it his Star of India.? No: it i- 
Imndle of envelopes, hearing the head of Minerva, some sealing »n 
and a half-score of pens. 

Let us imagine how in the hall of one or other of these rial- 
this strange anecdote will he discussed. 

“Notorious screw,” says Sneer. “The poor old fellow's avail" 
lias long been known.” 

“Suppose he wishes to imitate the Duke of Marlborough, sap 
Simper. 

“ llahit of looting contracted in India, you know : ain't sn ca-' 
to get over, you know," says Snigger. 

“When ottioers dined with him in India,” remarks Solemn. 
was notorious that the spoons were all of a different pattern. 

“ Perhaps it isn’t true. Suppose lie wrote his paper at tin 
Cluli?” interposes Jones. 

“It is dated at Chatham, my good man,” says Brown. 
man if he is in London says he is in London. A man it he i> I! 
Rochester says he is in Rochester. This man happens to forget 
that lie is using the Club paper : and he happens to be found • ,lir 
many men don't happen to be found out. I've seen literary telw« 
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s! flulis writing their rubbishing articles ; I have no doubt they 
’; a ke away reams of paper. They crib thoughts: why shouldn’t 
,,v crib stationery ? One of your literary vagabonds who is 
liable of stabbing a reputation, who is capable of telling any 
uc'nsrrous falsehood to support his party, is surely capable of 
a ream of paper.” 

Well, well, we have all our weaknesses,” sighs Robinson. 

• Seen that article, Thompson, in the Observer about Lord Clyde 
j:<i the Club paper? You’ll find it upstairs. In the third column 
t .f the fifth page towards the bottom of the page. I suppose he 
w;i- so poor he couldn’t afford to buy a quire of paper. Hadn’t 
foil-pence in the world. Oh, no ! ” 

‘‘ And they want to get up a testimonial to this man’s memory 
—a statue or something!” cries Jawkins. “A man who wallows 
ia wealth and takes paper away from his Club! I don’t say he is 
ii’-t brave. Brutal courage most men have. I don’t say he was 
not a good officer: a man with such experience must have been a 
p'iii'1 Mlicer, unless he was a born fool. But to think of this man 
i mlcil with honours—though of a low origin—so lost to self-respect 
m actually to take away the 1 Athemeuin ’ paper ! These parvenus, 
sir. betray their origin—betray their origin. I said to my wife this 
v"v morning, ‘Mrs. Jawkins,’ I said, ‘there is talk of a testimonial 
"" this man. I will not give one shilling. I have no idea of 
re-ing statues to fellows who take away Club paper. No, by 
ige1 have not. Why, they will be raising statues to men 
"nn take Club spoons next! Not one penny of nm money shall 
' cy have 1 ’ ” 

And now, if yon please, we will tell the real story which has 
furnished this scandal to a news]taper, this tattle to Club gossips 
ami loungers. The Field-Marshal, wishing to make a further 
J'-widnu for a friend, informed his lawyer what he desired to do. 
b" lawyer, a member of the “Athemeuin Club,” there wrote the 
'him of such a codicil as lie would advise, and sent the paper by 
post to Lord Clyde at Chatham. Lord Clyde, finding the 
! '!•<•)• perfectly satisfactory, signed it and sent it back : and hence 
' have the story of “the codicil bearing the signature of < 'lyde, 
bid., and written, strange to say, upon paper bearing the ‘ Atlie- 
I,;, 'imi Club ’ mark.” 

Here I have been imagining a dialogue between a ball-dozen 
-'"'bps such as congregate round a Club fireplace of an afternoon. 

I w-nder bow many people besides—whether any chance reader ol 
’ •i- very page lias read and believed tins story about tiie good old 
'■•‘d ’ Have the country papers copied the anecdote, and our “own 
: 11 respondents ” made their remarks on it? If. my good sir, or 
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madam, you have read it and credited it, don’t you own to a |i t ,! t 
feeling of .shame and sorrow, now that the trumpery little nivsan 
is cleared? To “the new inhabitant of light,” passed away a: ; 
out of reach of our censure, misrepresentation, scandal, dulnu. 
malice, a silly falsehood matters nothing. Censure and praise 
alike to him— 

“The music warbling to the deafened ear, 

Tho incense wasted on the funeral bier,” 

the pompoua eulogy pronounced over the gravestone, or the lie tlur 
slander spits on it. Faithfully though this brave old chief did hi- 
duty, honest and upright though his life was, glorious his renown 
you see he could write at Chatham on London paper; you see m. ;, 
can be found to point out how “strange” his behaviour was. 

And about ourselves? My good people, do you by oliam. 
know any man or woman who has formed unjust conclude!;- 
regarding his neighbour? Have you ever found yourself willin. 
nay, eager to believe evil of some man whom you hate ! Wlmii. 
you hate because ho is successful, and you are not: because lie i- 
rich, and you are poor: because he dines with great men wl. 
don’t invite you : because he wears a silk gown, and yours is sti'. 
stuff: because lie has been called in to perform the operatic!:, 
though you lived close by : because his pictures have been bough:. 
and yours returned home unsold : because lie fills his ehurcli, aie. 
you are preaching to empty pews! If your rival prospers, Irtv- 
you ever felt a twinge of anger ( If his wife’s carriage passe- y» 
and .Mrs. Tomkins, who are in a cab, don’t, you feel that tbs. 
people are giving themselves absurd airs of importance? If k 
lives with great people, arc you not sure lie is a sneak ? And :! 
you ever felt envy towards another, and if your heart has ever ho- 
black towards your brother, if you have been peevish at bis sneers-, 
pleased to hear his merit depreciated, and eager to believe all tin' 
is said in his disfavour—my good sir, as you yourself contrite!' 
own that you arc unjust, jealous, uncharitable, so, you may be sure 
some men are uncharitable, jealous, and unjust regarding you. 

The proofs and manuscript of this little sermon have just < ■ •lie- 
from the printer's, and as I look at the writing, I perceive, net 
without a smile, that one or two of the pages hear, “strange t- 
say,” the mark of a Club of which I have the honour to he > 
member. Those lines quoted above are from some noble ver-'- 
written by one of Mr. Addison's men, Mr. Tiekell, on the dean 
of Cadogaii. who was amongst the most prominent “of Mil 
borough’s captains and Eugenio’s friends.” If you are acquainted 
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CHAPTER I 

THE FAMILY TREE 

T O plague my wife, who does not understand pleasantries in 
the matter of pedigree, I once drew a tine family tree of my 
ancestors, with Claude Duval, captain and highwayman, 
■ /«•>• coll, in the reign of Charles II., dangling from a top 

! Oils'll. But this is only my joke with her High Mightiness my 
si', and his Serene Highness my son. A'one of 11 s Duvals have 
-in .«■//.</« n-olluted to my knowledge. As a hoy, I have tasted a 
! - ' end often enough, hut not round m\ neck; and the pvrsceii- 
1 11 * endured by my ancestors in France for our Protestant religion, 
'■*'h "e early received and steadily maintained, did not bring death 
' a ii", as upon many of our faith, hut only tines and poverty, and 
■ e from our native country. The world knows how the bigotry 
I.nuis XIV. drove many families out of France into Hngland, 
is 1 have become trusty and loyal subjects of the British Crown. 
C mg the thousand fugitives were my grandfather and his wile. 

I >•> settled tit Winchelsea, in Sussex, where there has been a 
i 1 aeli church ever since t.jueen Bess’s time and the drcadlul day 
•''aim Bartholomew. Three miles oil', at live, is another colony 
I cinireh of our people: another jiahc hunt, where, under 
1 1 a timia’s sheltering buckler, we have been free to exercise our 
: 'kefs' worship, and sing the songs of our Zion. 

My grandfather was elder and precentor ot the < hureh ol 
''HH'lielsea, the pastor being Monsieur Denis, lather ol Bear 
■hjitiiral Sir Peter Denis, Baronet, my kind and Best patron. He 

■He'd with Anson in the famous Ciiitun «», and obtained bis 
' c promotion thrmtgli that great seaman: and of course you will 
1 remember that it was Captain Itenis wli«> l.rought our good 
1 '' ii Charlotte to England (7th .September 1 #<» 1), altei a stormy 
"age of nine davs, from Stade. As a child 1 wa< taken to his 
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house in Great Ormond Street, Queen Square, London, and ata, t. 
the Admiral’s country-seat, Valence, near Westerham, in K>,.- 
where Colonel Wolfe lived, father of the famous General Jan,,-, 
Wolfe, the glorious conqueror of Quebec.* 

My father, who was of a wandering disposition, happened • 
be at Dover in the year 17G1, when the Commissioners pa;.,.; 
through, who wore on their way to sign the treaty of peace, knowr. 
as the Peace of Paris. He had parted, after some hot word... i 
believe, from his mother, who was, like himself, of a quick temp,-: 
and he was on the look-out for employment when Fate threw tie - 
gentlemen in his way. Mr. Duval spoke English, French, .c,: 

German, his parents being of Alsace, and Mr.-having m od ■: 

a confidential person to attend him, who was master of the langua- 
my father offered himself, and was accepted mainly through a 
good oltiees of Captain Denis, our patron, whose ship was then 
the Downs. Being at Paris, father must, needs visit Alsace, 
native country, and having scarce one guinea to rub against atmtl;-:. 
of course chose to fall in love with my mother and marry her , z. 
of hand. .lAofs/' nr mon /„Ve, 1 fear, was but a prodigal ; but f 
was his parents’ only living child, and when lie came home ; 
Winehoisea, hungry and penniless, with a wife on his hand, tie' 
killed their fattest calf, and took both wanderers in. A short wliic 
after her marriage, my mother inherited some property from b 
parents in France, and most tenderly nursed my grand mot hr 
through a long illness, in which the good lady died. Of ti.e- 
inattors 1 knew nothing personally, being at the time a child t« 
or three years old ; crying and sleeping, drinking and eating, gm" 
ing, and having my infantile ailments, like other little darlings. 

A violent woman was my mother, jealous, hot, and domino rii,-. 
but generous and knowing bow to forgive, f fancy my papa 
her too many opportunities of exercising this virtue, for, during l.u 
brief life, he was ever in scrapes and trouble. He met with a:, 
accident when fishing otf the French coast, and was brought IiokS 
and died, and was buried at Winehoisea : but the cause of !"■ 
death 1 never knew until my good friend Sir Peter Denis told no- 
in later years, when I had come to have troubles of my own. 

I was born on the same day with his Royal Highness if 
Duke of York, viz. the 1.1th of August 1T<>.’?, and used t" '*■' 
called the Bishop of Osnaburg by the boys in Wineheisea, wia'iv 

* I remember :v wiving of - An:; st-s S-lw-n, Esquire, reward g* 

the tioneral, which lias not boon told. as far as I know, in tho anecdote-. A 
Macaroni wnurdsman, speaking «>f Mr. Wolfe, was asked, “ Was he a 
Wolfe was a .Jewish name." ‘ Certainly," says Mr. S-iw-n, ‘ Mr. Wolfe'**' 
the llciiht of Abraham." 
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vcttvni us French boys and the English boys I promise you there 
■ lV .,> many a good battle. Resides being ancivn and precentor of 

■ French church at XVinehelsea, grandfather was a poiTuquier 
harbor bv trade ; and, if you must know it, F have curled and 

;<v,v:«.!vd a gentleman’s head before this, and taken him by the 
. and shaved him. I do not brag of having used lather and 
■•noii ; but what is the use of disguising anything ? Tout .<< srait, 
tii»- French have it, and a great deal more too. There is Sir 
It :!ii| »hrev Howard, who served with me second lieutenant, in tlic 
!/• - w- r — he says he comes from the X — f—1 k Howards; but 
- Mtlier was a shoemaker, and we always called him Humphrey 
in the gunroom. 

in France very few wealthy ladies are accustomed to nurse 
children, and the little ones are put out to fanners' wives 
i d healthy nurses, and perhaps better cared for than 1 >v their own 

■ !_:< mothers. My mother's mother, an lamest fanner's vile 
Lorraine (for I am the first gentleman of my family, and chose 

motto* of Ft rim us //>*/ not with pride, hut with Iminhle 
: i. for my good fortune), had brought up .Mademoiselle t'laris>e 

• \ !'»nj(?snil, a Lorraine lady, between whom and her foster-sister 
';• continued a tender friendship long after the marriage of both, 
d dm cal no- to England, the wife of Monsieur imm papa : and 
d • niuiselle do Yimnesnil married in her own country. She was 

« Protestant branch of the Viomesnil family, and all the poorer 
* mmeijuonce of her parents’ fidelity to their religion. Other 

• mhers of the family were of the ('atholic religion, and held in 
■ - a esteem at Versailles. 

dome short time after my mothers arrival in England, she 

• :d that her dear foster-sister (‘iarisse was going to marry a 

I ' ' - 'taut gentleman of Lorraine, Yicimite dc Ran*, only son ol 
•'!. !•• t’onite de Saverue, a ehamberlain to liis Polish Majesty 

k. - , Stanislas, father of the Freneh Queen. M. de Saverue, on 

'■ >n's marriage*, gave up to the V ieomte de Pair his house at 

s < me, and here for a w hile tin* newly-married couple lived. I 

not say the young couple, for the Yiromtc de Rarr was five- 
e. i-twenty years older than his wife, who was but eighteen when 
i parents married her. As my mothers eye> were very weak, 
a* say truth, she was not very skilful in reading, it ih d to be 
lot as a boy to spell out my Lady \ i.-enunte-s s letters to her 
•■ir <h- fatif, her good l rutile: and many a smart raj* with the 
’ling-pin have I had over my noddle from Mother a- I did my 

The Admiral indited <<n taking *>r a 1-* r.d u»re»- dt-r»!ayod 

" per, with the above motto. The family have auoptci the mother -» coat* 

: irrus. 
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best to read. It was a word and a blow with Mother. .She ,j 
not spare the rod and spoil the child, and that I suppose 1 , .; 
reason why I am so well grown—six feet two in my stocking'. :i: . 
fifteen stone four last Tuesday, when I was weighed along with .... 
pig. Mem. My neighbour's hams at Rose Cottage are the r.,.- 
in all Hampshire. 

1 was so young that I could not understand all 1 read, hv 
I remember Mother used to growl in her rough way (she had 
grenadier height and Voire, and a pretty smart pair of IR,.. 
whiskers too) —my mother used tit cry out, “ She .sutlers nr. 
Riche is unhappy she has got a bad husband. He is a hru;. 
All men are brutes.” And with this she would glare at grandpa), 
who was a very humble little man, and trembled before his !■■■ 
and obeyed lief most obsequiously. Then Mother Would VuW 
would go home, she would go and succour her Riche ; but « . 
would take care of these two imbeciles > meaning me and n.. 
grand|>u|in. Resides, Madame Duval was wanted at home. Se 

dressed my ladies heads, with very great taste, in the f'relieli w.r 
and could shave, frizz, cut hair, and tie a queue along with ' 
best barber in the country, t! rand fat her and the apprentice w,.\ 
the wigs : wlicn I was at home, I was too young for that wink, an 
was taken oil' from it, and sent ton famous good school, IWeA: • 
grammar-school at Rye, where I learned to speak English Hie ■ 
llriton born as 1 am, and not as we did at home, where we u- ; 
a queer Alsatian jargon of French and Herman. At I Work s 1 
a little smattering of Latin, too, and plenty of lighting for the hr-' 
month or two. I rcmrmhrr my patron coming to see me in unitonv 
blue and white laced with gold, silk stockings and white bree.'ii' -. 
and two of bis ollieers along with him. “Where is Denis Duval ' 
says lie, peeping into our schoolroom, and all the boys lnnki'’- 
romid with wonder at the great gentleman. Master Denis lbo 
was standing on a bench at that very moment for punishment, 
for lighting, [ Klip)x>so, with a black eye as big as all omelette. 
“ Denis would do very well if he would keep his list nil' other he¬ 
lioses," says the master; and the Captain gave me a scven-shiliiu- 
pieee, and 1 spent it all Imt twopence before the night was nv '. 
[ remember. Whilst I was at (Work's, 1 boarded with M ; 
(bulge, a tradesman, who. besides being a grocer at. Rye, was u> 
tlie seafaring way, and part owner of a fishing-boat : and lie ti* lS * 
S'bH!' rm/ I /II" r r/sh in his nets, as you shall hear soon. Tie *■' 
a chief man among the Wesleyans, and 1 attended ins eliuri'h wit' 
him, not (laving much attention to those most serious and sac res 
things in my early years, when I was a thoughtless hoy, earing D f 
nothing but lollipops, hoops, and marbles. 
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( aptiiiii Denis was a very pleasant lively gentleman, and on 

,lav lie asked the master, Mr. Coates, what was the Latin 

. a holiday, and hoped Mr. C. would give om> to his hoys. Of 

n-e we sixty boys shouted yes to that proposal : and as for me, 
i ; jitain Denis cried out, “Mr. Coates, 1 forte this fellow with 
; Mack eye here, and intend to take him to dine with me at the 
•s'ar." You maybe sure I skipped oil' my bench, and followed 
,, , ,,atron. He and his two ollieers went to the “ Star." and after 
,ii'„ m .r called for a crown bowl of punch, and though 1 would drink 
- tic of it, never having been able to bear the taste ol rum or 
, T mdv, 1 was glad to come out and sit w ith the gentlemen, who 
, , Had to be amused with my childish prattle. Captain Denis 
ho d me what I learned, and 1 daresay 1 bragged of my little 

lining : in fact l remember talking in a pompons way about 

i nh rius and Cornelius Xcpos : and l have no doubt gat e mvsell 
Sr ; v grand airs. He asked whether 1 liked Mr. Kudge, the grocer 
v.iii, whom 1 boarded. I did not like him much, I said; but I 
led Miss Kudge and Devil the apprentice most Ik cause they 

V.. I. always_ here 1 stopped. “ Hut there is no use in ti lling 

, i - out of school,” says I. “ iIon t do that at 1 omm K s, 

S' don't." 

And what was my mother going to make o| met 1 said I 
i ,oil, 1 like to be a sailor, but a gentleman sailor, and tight for 
Kmg ( ieorge. And if I did I would bring all my prize-money 
me to Agnes, that is, almost all of it only keep a little ol 

: r I-*r myself. .. 

■ And so you like the sea. and g" out clinics ! asks 

'li. J icnis. 

Oh, yes, I went out fishing. Mr. 1 bulge had a hall share of a 
...t along with grandfather, and I used to help to clean lici, and 
V..,, tumdit to steer her, with many a precious slap on the head 
' I got her in the wind ; and they said 1 was a very good look out. 

1 add see well, and remember blulls and headlands and so forth . 
a d I mentioned several places, points of our coasts, ay, and the 
I i'uch coast t'io. 

“ And what do you fish for ? asks tin < aplain. 

"Oh, sir, I'm not to say anything about that, Mr. Lodge says 
i, which the gentlemen roared with laughter. Th .// knew Mastei 
l.'udge's game, though I in my innocence did not understand it. 

“And so you won't have a drop of punch 1 asks Captain 

J nis. . , 

‘ No, sir. I mail*' a vnw I wouM n*»t, vlicn I saw Miss 

‘jupcr." 

“ Miss Kudge is often cpieer, is she ! ” 
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“ Ye,s, the nasty pig! And she calls names, and slips iU l; . 
stairs, and knocks the cups and saucers about, and fights the nppm,. 
tice, and -but I mustn’t say anything more. I never tell tab-, 1 
don’t! ” 

In this way I went on prattling with my patron and his t'ricinL, 
and they made me sing them a song in French, and a snug ji, 
Dorman, and they laughed and seemed amused at my antics and 
capers. Captain Denis walked home with me to our lodgings, ana 
I told him how 1 liked Sunday the best day of the week--that k, 
every other Sunday--because 1 went away quite early, and walked 
three miles to mother and grandfather at Winchelsea, and saw 
Agnes. 

And wlm, pray, was Agnes! To-day her name is Agnes Duval, 
and she sits at her work-table hard by. The lot of my life. Ire 
been changed by knowing her. To win such a prize in life’s lottery 
is given hut, to very very few, What I have done (of any wortlii 
has been done in trying to deserve her. 1 might have remained 
hut Ibr her, in my humble native lot, to he neither honest im 
happy, hut. that my good angel yonder succoured me. All I haw 
I mve to her: hut 1 pay with all 1 have, and what creature ran 
do mure 1 
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CHAPTER II 

run house of s.h f.rxf. 


M ADEMOISELLE DE SAVERNE came from Alsace, where 
her family occupied a much higher rank than tliat held by 
the worthy I’rotestaut elder from whom her humble servant 

.ended. Her mother was a Yiomesnil, her father was <»f a 

> Alsatian family, Counts of Barr and Saverue. The old Count 
S-iterM* was alive, and a chamberlain in the Court of his Polish 
Miv-ty "ood Kin" Stanislas at Nanci, when his son the Yieonite 
bn r, a man already advanced in years, brought home his bloom 
■'-' 0.1111" bride to that pretty little capital. 

i ll" t'ount do Saverue was a brisk and cheery old gentleman, 
'on was gloomy and severe. The Count's hotel at Nanci was 
I the "avest of the little Court. His Protestantism was by no 
1 - austere. He was even known to re"ret that there were no 
1 ii convents for noble damsels of the Protestant confession, as 
were across the Rhine, where his own two daughters might he 
'•'•■aveil out of the way. Mesdemoiselles de Saverue were ungainly 
i 1"uranee, tierce and sour in temper, resembling, in these par 
'O', their brother Monsieur le Baron de Ban. 

In his youth. Monsieur de Barr had served not without distinc 
i„ in" engaged against Messieurs the English at Hastenheek 
1 uifehlt, where he had shown both courage and capacity. His 
'c'tantism prevented his promotion in the army. He hit it, 
"'fast in his faith, lint soured in his temper. lie did not care 
•"hist or music, like his easy old father. His appearance at the 
A little suppers was as cheerful as a death s head at a feast. 
'* ' u ur de Barr only frequented these entertainments to give 
' ' ire to his young wife, who pined and was wretched in the 
’ i.v family mansion of Saverue, where the Vieomte took up his 
- !• nee when first married. 

He was of an awful temper, and subject to storms of passion. 

■ / a very conscientious man, he sutfered extremely after one of 

' ebullitions of rage. Between his alternations of anger and 
"''e, his life was a sad one : his household trembled liefore him, 

■ 'peeiallv the poor little wife whom lie had brought out of her 
C ' U r 





450 


DENIS DUVAL 


quiet country village to be the victim of his rage and repentances. 
More than once she fled to the old Count of Saverne at Nanei, and 
the kindly selfish old gentleman used his feeble endeavours to protect 
his poor little daughter-in-law. Quickly after these quarrels letters 
would arrive, containing vows of the most abject repentance on the 
Baron’s part. These matrimonial campaigns followed a regular 
course. First rose the outbreak of temper; then the lady’s flight 
ensued to papa-in-law at Nanei; then came letters expressive of 
grief; then the repentant criminal himself arrived, whose anguish and 
cries of men culpa were more insupportable than his outbreaks uf 
rage. After a few years, Madame do Barr lived almost entirely with 
her father-in-law at Nanei, and was scarcely seen in her husband’s 
gloomy mansion of Saverne. 

For some years no child was born of this most unhappy union. 
Just when poor King Stanislas came by his lamentable death (being 
burned at his own fire), the old Count de Saverne died, and his sou 
found that he inherited little more than his father’s name and title 
of Saverne, the family estate being greatly impoverished by the late 
Count’s extravagant and indolent habits, and much weighed down 
by the portions awarded to the Demoiselles de Saverne, the elderly 
sisters of the present elderly lord. 

The town house at Nanei was shut up for a while; and the new 
Lord of Saverne retired to his castle with his sisters and his wife. 
With his Catholic neighbours the stern Protestant gentleman had 
little communion ; and the society which frequented his dull house 
chiefly consisted of Protestant clergymen who came from the other 
side of the Rhine. Along its left bank, which had only become 
French territory of late years, the French and German languages 
were spoken indifferently ; in the latter language Monsieur de 
Saverne was called the Herr von Zaberu. After his father’s death, 
Herr von Zaberu may have melted a little, but he soon became as 
moody, violent, and ill-conditioned as ever the Herr von Barr had 
been. Saverne was a little country town, with the crumbling old 
Hotel de Saverne in the centre of the place, and a straggling street 
stretching on either side. Behind the house were melancholy gardens, 
squared and clipped after the ancient French fashion, and, beyond the 
garden wall, some fields and woods, part of the estate of the Saverne 
family. These fields and woods were fringed by another great forest, 
which had once been the property of the house of Saverne, but had 
been purchased from the late easy proprietor by Messeigneurs de 
Rohan, Princes of the Empire, of France, and the Church, Cardinals, 
and Archbishops of Strasbourg, between whom and their gloomy 
Protestant neighbour there was no goodwill. Not only questions 
of faith separated them, but questions of c/uisse. The Count de 
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Saverne, who loved shooting, and beat his meagre woods for game 
with a couple of lean dogs, and a fowling-piece over his shoulder, 
sometimes came in sight of. the grand hunting-parties of Monseigneur 
the Cardinal, who went to the chase like a Prince as lie was, with 
[liqueurs and horn-blowers, whole packs of dogs, and a troop of gentle¬ 
men in his uniform. Not seldom his Eminence’s keepers and Monsieur 
he Saverne’s solitary gardc-chasse had quarrels. “ Tell your master 
that I will shoot any red-legs which come upon my land,” Monsieur 
ile Saverne said in one of these controversies, as he held up a 
partridge which he had just brought down ; and the keeper knew 
the moody nobleman would be true to his word. 

Two neighbours so ill disposed towards one another were speedily 
at law ; and in the courts at Strasbourg a poor provincial gentleman 
was likely to meet with scanty justice when opposed to such a 
powerful enemy as the Prince Archbishop of the Province, one of 
the greatest noblemen of the kingdom. Boundary questions, in a 
land where there are no hedges—game, forest, and fishery questions 
-how can I tell, who am no lawyer, what set the gentlemen at 
loggerheads ? In later days, I met one Monsieur George!, an Abbfs, 
who had been a secretary of the Prince Cardinal, and he told me 
that Monsieur do Saverne was a headlong, violent, ill-conditioned 
little mauvais courhuur, as they say in France, and ready to quarrel 
with or without a reason. 

These quarrels naturally took the Count de Saverne to his 
advocates and lawyers at Strasbourg, and he would absent himself 
for days from home, where his poor wife was perhaps not sorry to 
he rid of him. It chanced, on one of these expeditions to the chief 
town of his province, that lie fell in with a former comrade in 
his campaigns of Hastcubeck and Laufeldt, an officer of Soubise’s 
regiment, the Baron de la Motto.* La Motte had been destined 
to the Church, like many cadets of good family, but, his elder 
brother dying, he was released from the tonsure and the seminary, 
and entered the army under good protection. Mcsdeinoiselles de 
Saverne remembered this Monsieur de la Motte at Nanci in old 
ilays. He bore the worst of characters; lie was gambler, intriguer, 
duellist, profligate. I suspect that most gentlemen’s reputations 
come oft' ill under the tongues of these old ladies, and have heard 
"f other countries where mesdemoistlles are equally hard to please. 
“Well, have we not all our faults?” I imagine Monsieur de Saverne 
saying, in a rage. “ Is there no such thing as calumny ? Are we 

* That unlucky Prince de Rohan was to suffer by another Dolamotte, who, 
with his “ Valoise “ of a wife, played such a notorious part in the famous 
"diamond necklace" business; but the two worthies were not, I believe, 
related.—D. D. 
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never to repent, if we have been wrong 1 f know lie lias led a wild 
youth. Others may have done as much. Hut prodigals have 1 » m 
reelainied ere now, and I for my part will not turn my hack on tin, 
one.” “Ah, I wish he had!” De la Motto said to me myself in 
later days ; “ hut it was his fate, his fate I ” 

One day, then, the Count de Saverne returns home from 
Strasbourg with his new friend; presents the Baron de la Mott.: 
to the ladies of his house, makes the gloomy place as cheerful as 
he eaii for his guest, brings forth the best wine from his cn it, and 
beats his best covers for game. T myself knew the Baron sonic 
years later : a handsome, tall, sallow-faced man, with a shifty eye, 
a soft, voice, and a grand manner. Monsieur de Saverne for Im¬ 
part was short, black, and ill favoured, as I have heard my mother 
say. But Mrs. Duval did not love him, fancying that Ik* ill-treated 
her Birhe. Where she disliked people, my worthy parent would 
never allow them a single good quality; hut she always averred 
that Monsieur de la Moite was a perfect line gentleman. 

The intimacy hetween these two gentlemen increased apace. 
Monsieur de la Mntte was ever welcome at Saverne: a room in 
the house was called his room : their visitor was an acquaintance 
of their enemy the Cardinal also, and would often come from the 
one chateau to the other. Laughingly lie would tell how angry 
Munseigneiir was with his neighbour. lie wished he could make 
peace between the two houses, lie gave good advice to Monsieur de 
Saverne, and pointed nut the danger he ran in provoking so powerful 
an adversary. Men had been imprisoned for life for less reason. 
The Cardinal might get a httv </<• r-ir/irt against his obstinate 
opponent. lie could, besides, ruin Saverne with tines and law 
costs. The contest between the two was quite unequal, and tin- 
weaker party must, inevitably be crushed, unless these unhappy 
disputes should cease. As far as the ladies of the house dared 
speak, they coincided in the opinion of Monsieur de la Mottr. 
and were for submission and reconciliation with their neighbours 
M adame de Saverne's own relations heard of the feud, and implored 
the Count to bring it to an end. It was can* of these, the Baron de 
Viomesnil, going to command in Corsica, who entreated Monsieur dr 
Saverne to accompany him on the campaign. Anywhere the Count 
was safer than in his own house with an implacable and irresistible 
enemy at his gate. Monsieur de Saverne yielded to his kinsman’s 
importunities, lie took down his sword and pistols of Laufeldt 
from the wall, where they had hung for twenty years. He set tin* 
a (fairs of his house in order, and after solemnly assembling hi-* 
family, and on his knees eonlidiug it to the gracious protection cl 
Heaven, he left home to join the suite of the French Ueneral. 
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A tVw week* after lie left home — several years alter his lnaiiiuge 
-his wife wrote to inform him that she was likely to lie a mother. 
The stern man, who had been very unhappy previously, and chose 
i.i think that his wife's barrenness was a punishment of Heaven for 
. crime of his or hers, was very much moved by this announce¬ 
ment. I have still at home a Herman IJible which he used, and in 

v. iiieh is written in the Herman a very iilleeting prayer composed 
v him, imploring the Oivine ble-siny upon the child about to ho 

:"'in, and Imping that this infant might glow in crave, and bring 
none and love and unity into the household. It would appear 
that he made no doubt lie should have a son. His hope and aim 
'.'.' iv to save in every possible way for this child. 1 lime read 
a, .my letters of his which he sent from Corsica to his v, if,., and 
which she kept. They were full of strange minute orders, as to 
tii'- rearing and education of this son that was to be born. He en 
.1 lined saving amounting to niggardliness in his household, and cal 
ciliated how much might: be put away in ten, in twenty years, so 
that tlie coming heir might have a property worthy of his ancient 
name. In rase In* should fall in action, in* laid conmiands upon 
i;!> wife to pursue a system of tin* most ri"id economy, so tliat the 
1 iiild at coming of nice ini^lit he aide to appear creditably in the 

w. irld. In these letters, I remember, the events of the campaign 
"•* re dismissed in a very few words; the main part of the letters 

•misted of prayers, speculations, and prophecies rc^ardiii*; the 
■ add, and sermons couched in the laii.Lrua^e of the writers stern 
■ • d. When the child was born, and a "irl appeared in place of 
'• buy, upon whom the poor father had set bis heart, I bear the 
aniy were so dismayed, that they hardly dared to break the news 
: 1 the chief of the house. 

\\ ho told me ? The same man who said lie wished lie had 

• ver seen M. dc Savcrne : the man for whom the unhappy "entie 

' in had conceived a warm friendship: the man who was to brill" 
mysterious calamity upon those whom, as I do think, and in his 
- ai-di way, he loved sincerely, and lie spoke at a time when lie 
•lid have little desire to deceive me. 

Tin* lord of the castle is "one on the campaign. The cJuitdtuv* 
f ft alone in her melancholy tower with her two dismal duennas, 
dy "ood mother, speaking in later days about these matters, took up 

• ■ part of her Uiehe against the ladies of JJarr and their brother, 

• d always asserted that the tyranny of the duennas, and the 

• ddlin", and the verbosity, and the ill-temper of M. dc Savcrne 
•i’.nself, brought about the melancholy events which now presently 

-Wed. The (’omit de Savcrne was a little man (my mother saidj 
loved to hear himself talk, and who held forth from mornin" 
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till night. His life was a fuss. He would weigh the coffee, and 
count the lumps of sugar, and have a -linger in every pie in lus 
frugal house. Night and morning he preached sermons to his 
family, and he continued to preach when not en rhnire , laying 
down the law upon all subjects, untiringly voluble. Cheerfuln.. . 
in the company of such a man was hypocrisy. Mcsdames do Dan- 
had to disguise weariness, to assume an air of contentment, and 
to appear to lie, interested when the Count preached. As for tin- 
Count’s sisters, they were accustomed to listen to their brother and 
lord with respectful submission. They had a hundred domestic 
occupations: they had baking and boiling, and pickling, and wash¬ 
ing, and endless embroidery : the life of the little chateau was quite 
supportable to them. They knew no better. Even in their father's 
days at Nanei, the ungainly women kept pretty much aloof from 
the world, and were little better than domestic servants in waiting 
on Monscignrur, 

And Madame de Saverne, on her first, entrance into the family, 
accepted the subordinate position meekly enough. She spun and 
she bleached, and she worked great embroideries, and busied herseh 
about, her house, and listened demurely whilst Monsieur le Cotnte 
was preaching. lint then there came a time when her duties in 
tefrsted her no more, when his sermons became especially weariseiiu, 
when sharp words passed between her and her lord, and the pi«u 
thing exhibited symptoms of impatience and revolt. Anti with tin- 
revolt arose awful storms and domestic battles : anti after battle.--, 
submission, ..mediation, forgiveness, hvpnerisv. 

It h as been said that Monsieur de Saverne loved the sound "t 
his own croaking voice, and to hold forth to his own congregation. 
Night after night he and his friend Monsieur tie la Motto would 
have religious disputes together, in which the Huguenot gentleman 
llattered himself that he constantly had the better of the ex pupil 
of the seminary. 1 was not present naturally, not setting my lout 
on French ground until live-ami-twenty years after, but I can fain-y 
Mad.-une the Countess sitting at her tambour-frame, and the old 
duenna ladies at their cards, and the combat of the churches going 
on between these two champions in the little old saloon of the 
Hotel de Saverne. " As I hope for pardon," Monsieur de la Mott, 
said to me at a supreme moment of his life, "and to meet tlioo- 
whom on earth I loved, and made unhappy, no wrong passed 
between ('larisse and me, save that wrong which consisted in dis¬ 
guising from her husband the regal'd we had for one another. Once, 
twice, thrice, 1 went away from their house, but that unhappy 
Saverne would bring me luck, and I was only too glad to return. 
I would let him talk for hours I own it—so that I might 
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near Clarisse. I had to answer from time to time, and rubbed 
up my old seminary learning to reply to Ids sermons. 1 must 
often hitve spoken at random, for my thoughts were far away from 
the poor man’s rutlntai/es, and lie eould no more change my con¬ 
victions than lie could change the colour of my skin. Hours and 
Imurs thus passed away. They would have been intolerably tedious 
mothers: they were not so to me. I preferred that gloomy little 
chateau to the finest place in Europe. To see Clarisse, was all I 
asked. Denis ! There is a power irresistible impelling all of us. 
From the moment I first set eyes on her, [ knew she was my 
late. I shot an English grenadier at 1 lastenbeek, who would have 
bayoneted poor Savernc but for me. As 1 lifted him up from 
the ground, [ thought, ‘I shall have to repent of ever having seen 
that man.’ I felt the same thing, Duval, when I saw you." And 
as the unhappy gentleman spoke, I remembered how 1 for my part 
felt a singular and unpleasant sensation as of terror and approach 
i 11 g evil when first [ looked at that handsome, ill omened lace. 

I thankfully believe the words which Monsieur de la Mntte 
spoke to me at a time when he could have no cause to disguise 
the truth: and am assured of the innocence of the Countess de 
Savernc. Poor lady ! if she erred in thought, she had to pay so 
awful a penalty for her crime, that we humbly hope it has hern 
forgiven her. Site was not true to her husband, though she did 
him no wrong. If, while trembling before him, she yet hail dis¬ 
simulation enough to smile and he merry, 1 suppose no preacher or 
husband would be very angry with her for l/iot hypocrisy. 1 have 
-ecu a slave in the West Indies soundly culled for looking sulky: 
wg expect our negroes to be obedient, and to be happy too. 

Now when .Monsieur de tSuvenie went, away to Corsica', 1 
aspect lie was strongly advised to take that step bv bis friend 
Monsieur de la Motto. When be was gone. Monsieur do la Motto 
did not present himself at the Hotel de Savernc, where an old 
schoolfellow of his, a pastor and preacher from Kohl, on the 
Herman llhine bank, was installed in command of the little gmiuiii, 
from which its natural captain had been obliged to withdraw; but 
there is no doubt that poor Clarisse deceived this gentleman and 
her two sisters-in-law, and acted towards them with a very culpable 
by pi a risy. 

Although there was a deadly feud between the two chateaux 
of Savernc—namely, the Cardinal's new-built castle in the Park, 
and the Count’s hotel in the little town yet each house knew 
more or less of the other's doings. \\ lu-n the Prince Cardinal and 
his Court were at Savernc, .Mcsdcmoisclles de Parr weie kept 
perfectly well-informed of all the festivities which they did not 
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share. In our little Fareport here do not the Miss Prys, my 
neighbours, know what I have for dinner, the amount of my 
income, the price of my wife’s last gown", and the items of my 
son’s, Captain Scapegrace’s, tailor’s bill. No doubt the ladies of 
Barr were equally well-informed of the doings of the Prince 
Coadjutor and his Court. Such gambling, such splendour, such 
painted hussies from Strasbourg, such plays, masquerades, and 
orgies as took place in that castle ! Mesdemoiselles had the very 
latest particulars of all these horrors, and the Cardinal's castle 
was to them as the castle of a wicked ogre. From her little dingy 
tower at night Madame de Saverne could look out, and see the 
Cardinal’s sixty palace windows all atlame. Of summer nights, 
gusts of unhallowed music would be heard from the great house, 
where dancing festivals, theatrical pieces even, were performed. 
Though Madame de Saverne was forbidden by her husband to 
frequent those assemblies, the townspeople were up to the palace 
from time to time, and Madame could not help hearing of the 
doings there. In spite of the Count’s prohibition, his gardener 
poached in the Cardinal's woods; one or two of the servants were 
smuggled in to see a fete or a hall ; then Madame's own woman 
went ; then Madame herself began to have a wicked longing to go, 
as Madame’s first ancestress had for the fruit of the forbidden tree. 
Is not the apple always ripe on that tree, and does not the tempter 
for ever invite you to pluck and eat ! Madame de Saverne had 
a lively little waiting maid, whose bright eyes loved to look into 
neighbours’ parks and gardens, and who had found favour with 
one of the domestics of the Prince Archbishop. This woman 
brought news to her mistress of the feasts, balls, banquets, nay. 
comedies, which were performed at the Prince Cardinal’s. Tim 
Prince’s gentlemen went hunting in his uniform. He was served 
oil plate, and a lacquey in his livery stood behind each guest. 
He had the French comedians over from Strasbourg. Oil! that 
Monsieur de Moliere was a droll gentleman ; and how grand the 
“ (lid " was ! 

Now, to see these plays and balls, Maltha, the maid, must 
have had intelligence in and out of l«>th the houses of Saverne. 
She must have deceived those old dragons, Mesdemoiselles. She 
must have had means of creeping out at the gate, and silently 
creeping back again. She told her mistress everything she saw. 
acted the plays for her, and deserilxsl the dresses of the ladies and 
gentlemen. Madame de Saverne was never tired of hearing her 
maid’s stories. When Martha was going to a fete, Madame lent 
her some little ornament to wear, and yet when Pasteur Seluiorr 
and Mesdemoiselles talked of the proceedings at Croat Saverne, and 
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as if the tires of Gomorrah were ready to swallow up that palace, 
aid all within it, the Lady of Saverne sat demurely in silence, ami 
listened to their croaking and sermons, Listened ’ The pastor 
exhorted the household, the old Indies talked night after night, 
jSiid poor Madame de Saverne never heeded. Her thoughts were 
away in Great Saverne ; her spirit was for ever hankering about 
those woods. Letters came now and attain from Monsieur de 
Saverne, with the army. They had been engaged with the enemy. 
Very good. He was unhurt. Heaven be praised ! And then the 
grim husband read his poor little wife a grim sermon : and the 
grim sisters and the chaplain commented on it. Once, alter tin 
action at Calvi, Monsieur de Saverne, who was always specially 
lively in moments of .lancer, described how narrowly he had 
escaped with his life, and the chaplain took advantage of the 
circumstance, and delivered to the household a prodigious dis 
course on death, on danger, on preservation here and hereafter, 
and alas, and alas! poor Madame de Saverne found that she had 
not listened to a word of the homily. Her thoughts were not 
with the preacher, nor with the captain of Viomesnil's regiment 
before Calvi ; they were in the palace at (treat Saverne. with the 
halls, and the comedies, and the music, and the line gentlemen 
(rum Paris and Strasbourg, and out of the Empire beyond the 
I thine, who frequented the Prime's entertainments. 

What happened where the wicked spirit was whispering “ Eat," 
and the tempting apple hung within reach! One night when the 
household was at rest, Madame ile Saverne, mullled in cloak and 
clash, with a female companion similarly disguised, tripped silently 
"Ut of the back gate of the Hotel de Saverne, found a carriole in 
waiting, with a driver who apparently knew the road and the 
passengers he was to carry, and after half all hour's drive through 
the straight avenues of the park of (treat Saverne, .alighted at the 
gates of the chateau, whore the driver gave up the reins of the 
carriole to a domestic in waiting, and, by doors and passages which 
seemed perfectly well known to him, the coachman and the two 
women entered the castle together and found tli.ir way to a gallery 
in a great hall, in which many lords and ladies were seated, and at 
the end of which was a stage, with a curtain before it. Men and 
women came backwards and forwards on this stage, and recited 
dialogue in verses. O mercy ! it was a comedy they were acting, 
"He of those wicked delightful plays which she was forbidden to 
sc.-, and which she was longing to behold ! After the comedy was 
to be a ball, in which the actors would dance in their stage habits, 
■'soine of the people were in masks already, and in that box near 
to the stage, surrounded by a little crowd of dominoes, sate 
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Monseigneur the Prince Cardinal himself. Madame dc Savorne 
had seen him and his cavalcade sometimes returning from hunting 
She would have been as much puzzled to say what the play was 
about as to give an account of Pasteur Schnorr’s sermon a few 
hours before. But Frontin made jokes with his master Dnmis; 
and (reroute locked up the doors of his house, and went to bnl 
grumbling ; and it grew quite dark, and Mathurine flung a rope- 
ladder out of window, and she and her mistress Elmire came down 
the ladder; and Frontin held it, and Elmire, with a little fry, 
fell into the arms of Monsieur Damis ; and master and man, and 
maid and mistress, sang a merry chorus together, in which human 
frailty Was very cheerfully depicted ; and when they had done, 
away they went to the gondola which was in waiting at the email 
stairs, and so good-night. And when old (reroute, wakened up by 
the disturbance, at last came forth in Ins nightcap, and saw the 
boat paddling away out of reach, you may he sure that the audience 
laughed at the poor impotent raging old wretch. It was a very 
merry play indeed, and is still popular and performed in France 
and elsewhere. 

Allan' the play came a hall. Would Madame danced Mould 
the. noble Countess of Savorne dance, with a coachman ! There 
were others below on the dancing-floor dressed in mask and domino 
as she was. Who ever said she had a mask and domino! A on 
see it has been stated that she was muffled in cloak and calash. 
Well, is not. a domino a cloak 1 and lias it not a hood or calash 
appended to it ! and, pray, do not women wear masks at home as 
well as at the Kidot to ! 

Another question arises here. A high-born lady entrusts her¬ 
self to a charioteer, who drives her to the castle of a prince her 
husband's enemy. Who was her companion! Of course he could 
lie no other than that luckless Monsieur de la Mntte. lie had 
never been very far away from Madame de Saverno since her 
husbands departure. In spite of chaplains, and duennas, and 
guards, and locks and keys, lie had found means nt eommunieatiio 
with her. Ilow ! By what lies and stratagems ? By what arts 
and bribery ■ These poor people are both gone to their account. 
Both sit tiered a fearful punishment. 1 will not describe then 
follies, and don't care to be Monsieur Figaro, mid hold the ladder 
and lantern, while the Count scales Busina's window. Poor 
frightened erring soul ! She snllered an awful penalty for what, 
no doubt, was a great wrong. 

A child almost, she was married to Monsieur de Savenie, with¬ 
out knowing him, without liking him, because her parents ordered 
her, and because she was hound to comply with their will. She 
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was sold, and went to her slavery. She lived at first obediently 
> uough. If she shed tears, they were dried ; if she <|imrrelled with 
her husband, the two were presently reconciled. She bore no 
i special malice, and was as gentle, subordinate a slave as ever you 
shall see in Jamaica or Earbadoes. Nobody’s fears were sooner 
dried, as I should judge: none would be more ready to kiss the 
hand of the overseer who drove her. Rut you don't, expect sincerity 
and subservience too. I know, for my part, a lady who only obeys 
when she likes: and faith! it may be it is / who am the hypocrite, 
and have to tremble, and smile, and swindle before /,, 

When Madame do Saverne's time was nearly come, it was 
ordered that she should go to Strasbourg, where the best medical 
assistance is to be bad : ami here, six months alter her husband's 
departure for Corsica, their child, Agnes de Savcrne, was horn. 

Did secret terror and mental disquietude and remorse now fall 
on the unhappy lady? She wrote to my mother, at this time her 
■ ■lily confidante {and yet not a confidante at all '.)—‘‘(t I’rsnle ! I 
dread this event. Perhaps I shall die. 1 think I hope 1 shall. 
In these long days since he has been away, I have got so to dread 
his return, that 1 believe 1 shall go mad when 1 see him. Do you 
know, titter the battle before Calvi, when I read that many otlicers 
had been killed, T thought, is Monsieur de Savcrne killed? And I 
read the list down, and his name was not there: and, my sister, 
my sister, I was not glad ! Have 1 come to tie such a monster as 
to wish my own husband— No. 1 wish J was. I can't speak 
to Monsieur Sehnorr about this. lie is so stupid. He doesn’t 
understand me. lie is like my husband, for ever preaching me 
his sermons. 

“Listen, Ursula ! Speak it to nobody! 1 hate hern to hear a 
sermon. Oh, it was indeed divine ! It was not from one of our 
pastors. Oil, how they weary me! It was from a good bishop 
of the Frriir/t Church— not our (,'u-mnn Church the bishop of 
Amiens - who happens to hr here on a visit to the Cardinal Prince. 
The bishop's name is Mo, mi- <//■ </• ht Moth. He is a relative of a 
gentleman of whom we have seen a great deal lately of a great 
friend of Monsieur de Savcrne. vhu .«>."<</ wu luisImntCs I if,- in the 
battle M. de 8. is always talking about. 

‘‘How beautiful the cathedral is! It was night when f went. 
The church was lighted like the stars, and the nm.-ie was like 
Hoirnt. Ah, how dillerent from Monsieur Sehnorr at home, from 
—from somebody </>, at my new home who is ri/imi/s preaching - 
that is, when he is at home ! Poor man ! I wonder whether he 
preaches to them in Corsica ! I pity them if he does. Don't men¬ 
tion the cathedral if you write to me. The dragons don't know 
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anythin." about it. How they would scold if they did ! Oh, how 
they eniuiyent me, the dragons ! Behold them They think I am 
writing to my husband. All, Ursula ! When 1 write to him, I sit 
for hours before the paper. I say nothing; and what I say seems 
to be lies. Whereas when I write to you, my pen runs—runs! 
Tins paper is covered before I think I have begun. So it is when 1 
write to — I do believe that vifain drayon is peering at my 
note with her spectacles! Yes, my good sister, 1 am writing to 
Monsieur hi Comte ! ” 

To this letter a postscript is added, as by the Countess's com 
maud, in the Herman language, in which Madame do Saverne's 
medical attendant announces the birth of a daughter, and that the 
child and mother are doing well. 

That daughter is sitting before me now -with spectacles on 
nose too very placidly spelling the Portsmouth paper, where I 
hope she will soon read the promotion of Monsieur Scapegrace, her 
son. She has exchanged her noble name for mine, which is only 
humble and honest. M v dear ! your eyes are not so bright as once 
I remember them, and the raven locks are streaked with silver. 
To shield thy head from dangers has been the blessed chance and 
duty of my life. When 1 turn towards her, and see her moored in 
our harbour of rest, after our life's elie<|Uered voyage, calm and 
happy, a Sense of immense gratitude tills my being, and my heart 
says a hymn of praise. 

The first days of the life of Agnes de Savorue were marked by 
incidents which were strangely to ittlluenee her career. Around her 
little Cradle a double, a triple tragedy was about to be enacted. 
Strange that death, crime, revenge'; remorse, mystery, should attend 
round the cradle of one so innocent ami pure -as pure and innocent, 
I pray Heaven now, as upon that day when, at scarce a month old, 
the adventures other life began. 

That letter to my mother, written by Madame de Saverne on 
the eve of Iter child's birth, and finished by her attendant, bears 
date November ITUS. A month later .Martha Seehaeh, her 

attendant, wrote (in Herman) that her mistress had sutl'ered fright¬ 
fully from fever ; so much so that her reason left her for some time, 
and her life was despaired of. Mesdomoiselles de Harr were for 
bringing up the child by band: but not being versed in nursery 
practices, the infant had ailed sadly until restored to its mother. 
Madame de Saverne was now trampii]. Madame was greatly better. 
She had sutl'ered most fearfully. In her illness she was constantly 
calling tor her tester sister to protect her front some danger which, 
as she appeared to fancy, menaced Madame. 

Child as 1 was at the time when these letters were passing, I 
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remember the arrival of the next. It lies in yonder drawer, and 
was written by a poor fevered hand which is now cold, in ink which 
i' faded after fifty years.* I remember my mother screaming out. 
in Herman, which she always spoke when strongly moved, “pear 
Heaven, my child is mad- is mad !” And indeed that poor faded 
letter contains a strange rhapsody. 

“ Ursula ! ’ site wrote (1 do not care to give at length the words 
"f the floor wandering creature), “after my child was horn the 
demons wanted to take her front me. Hut 1 struggled and kept 
her quite close, and now they can no longer hurt her. 1 took her 
to church. Martha went with me, and lie was there he always 
is to defend me from the demons, anil I had her christened Agnes, 
and I was christened Agnes too. Think of my being christened at 
twenty-two ! Agnes the hirst, and Agnes the Second, lint though 
my name is changed, 1 am always the same to my I'rsnle, and my 
name now is, Agnes ('laris,se de Savcrne, born dr \ ioniesnil." 

She had actually, when not quite mistress of her own reason, 
hern baptized into the Roman ('atholie Church with her child. 
Was she sane when she so acted ! II ad she thought of the step 
before taking it I Had she known < 'atholie clergymen at Savcrne, 
or had she other reasons for her conversion than those which were 
tarnished in the conversations which took place between her busband 
and Monsieur de la Motte? In this letter the poor lady says, 
N esterday two persons came to my lied with gold crowns round 
their heads. One was dressed like a priest : one was beautiful and 
covered with arrows ; and they said, 1 W e are Saint Fabian and 
■■saint Sebastian ; and to morrow is the day of Saint Agnes : and 
she will he at church to receive you there.' " 

W hat the real ease was l never knew. The Protestant clergy¬ 
man whom I saw in after days could only bring his book to show 
that he had christened the infant, not Agnes, but Augustine. 
Martha Seebaeh is dead. I,a Motte, when I conversed with him, 
did not touch upon this part of the poor lady's history. I conjecture 
that the images and pictures which she had seen in the churches 
operated upon her fevered brain ; that, having procured a Roman 
< 'alendar and Missal, she knew saints’ days and feasts; and, not, 
yet recovered from her delirium or quite responsible for the actions 
which she performed, she took her child to the cathedral, and was 
baptized there. 

And now, no doubt, tin: poor Italy bad to practise more deceit 
and concealment. The " demons " were the old maiden sisters left 

* The memoirs nppeir to have Keen written in the years ’20, 21. Mr. iMival 
’• v a< gazetted Hear-Admiral and K.C.H. in tho promotions on tho accession of 
King George IV. 
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to watch over her. She had to hoodwink these. Had she not done 
so before—when she went to the Cardinal’s palace at Saverne f 
Wherever the poor thin" moved I fancy those ill-omened eyes of 
La Motto glimmering upon her out of the darkness. Poor Eve 
not lost, quite, 1 pray and think,—but that serpent was ever trailing 
after her, and she was to die poisoned in its coil. Who shall under¬ 
stand the awful ways of Fate ! A year after that period regarding 
which I write, a lovely Imperial Princess rode through the Stras 
hour" streets radiant and blushing, amidst pealing bells, roaring 
cannons, garlands and banners, and shouting multitudes. Did any 
one ever think that the last stage of that life’s journey was to be¬ 
taken in a hideous tumbrel, and to terminate on the scaffold? The 
life of Madame de Saverne was to last but a year more, and her 
end to be scarcely less tragical. 

Many physicians have told me lmw often after the birth of a 
child the brain of a mother will be a fleeted. Madame de Saverne 
remained for some time in this febrile condition, if not unconscious 
of her actions, at least not accountable for all of them. At the end 
of three months she woke up as out of a dream, having a dreadful 
recollection of the circumstances which had passed. Under what 
hallucinations we never shall know, or yielding to what persuasions, 
the wile of a stern Protestant nobleman had been to a Roman 
Catholic church, and had been christened there with her chiM. 
►Six- never could recall that step. A great, terror came over her as 
she thought of il a. great, terror and a hatred of her husband, the. 
cause of all her grief and her fear. She began to look out lest lie 
should return ; sin- clutched her child to her breast, and barred ami 
bolted all doors for fear people should rob her of the infant. Tlx- 
Protestant chaplain, the Protestant sisters in-law, looked on with 
dismay ami anxiety ; tlx-y thought justly that Madame de Saverne 
was not yet quite restored to her reason ; they consulted the 
physicians, who agreed with them ; who arrived, who prescribed . 
who were treated by the patient with scorn, laughter, insult some 
times; sometimes with tears ami terror, according to her wayward 
mood. Her condition was most puzzling. The sisters wrote from 
time to time guarded reports respecting her to her husband in 
Corsica. He, tor his part, replied instantly with volumes of his 
wonted verbose commonplace. lie acquiesced in the decrees of 
Fate, when informed that a daughter was born to him ; and pro 
south' wrote whole reams of instructions regarding her nurture, 
dress, and physical and religious training. The child was called 
Agues I lie would have preferred Barhrra, as being his mother's 
name. 1 remember in some of the poor gentleman’s letters there 
were orders about the child’s pap, and instructions as to the nurse’s 
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diet. He was coming home soon. The Corsicans had been defeated 
in every action. Had he been a Catholic he would have been a 
knight of the King’s outers long ere this. Monsieur do Yiomesnil 
imped still to get for him the order of Military Merit (the Protestant 
order which his Majesty had founded ten years previously). These 

I, tiers (which were subsequently lost by an accident at. sea *) spoke 
modestly enough of the Count’s personal adventures. I hold him 
to have been a very brave man, and only not tedious and prolix 
when lie spoke of his own merits and services. 

The Count’s letters succeeded each other post after post. The 
ind of the war was approaching, and with it his return was 
msured. He exulted in the thought of seeing his child, and leading 

I I . t in the way she should go -the right way, the true way. As 
the mother’s brain cleared, her terror grew greater - her terror 
and loathing of her husband. .She could not bear the thought 
..f iiis return, or to face him with the confession which she knew 
-In 1 must make. His wife turn Catholic and baptize his child ? 
Site felt he would kill her, did he know what had happened. 
She went to the priest who had baptized her. Monsieur (leorgel 
Hiis Eminence’s secretary) knew her husband. The Prime Cardinal 
was so great and powerful a prelate, Ccorgel said, that he would 
protect her against all the wrath of all the Protestants in I'ranee. 

I think she must have had interviews with the Prince Cardinal, 
though there is no account of them in any letter to my mother. 

The campaign was at an end. Monsieur tie A aux, Monsieur do 
\ iomesnil, both wrote iti highly eulogistic terms ol the conduct 
"t the Count tie Suverne. Their good wishes would attend him 
In nut; : Protestant as he was, t.lieir best interest should lie exerted 
in his helialf. 

The day of the Count’s return approached. The day arrived : 

1 can fancy the hrave gentleman with beating heart ascending the 
Heps of tile homely lodging where Ids latnily haw- hern living 
at .Strasbourg ever since tin* infant s hirth. How lie has dreamt 
about that child: prayed for her ami his wjtr at night-watch 
and bivouac— prayed for them as lie stood, calm ami devout, in 
the midst of battle. ... 

When he enters the room, he sees only two frightened domestics 
and the two ghastly faces of his scared old sisters. 

“ Where tire Clarisse and the child ?’ lie asks. 

The child and the mother were gone. The aunts knew not 
where. 

* The tetters from Aladame de Sari me to my mother at \V inchelsea were 
not subject to this mishap, hut were always kept by Madame iJuval in her own 
escritoire. 



464 


DENIS DUVAL 


A stroke of palsy could scarcely have smitten the unhappy 
gentleman more severely than did the news which his*trembling 
family was obliged to give him. In later days I saw Monsieur 
Sehnorr, the Herman pastor from Kehl, who has been mentioned 
already, and who was installed in the Count’s house as tutor 
and chaplain during the absence of the master. “ When Madame 
de Saverne went to make her courf»r at Strasbourg” (Monsieur 
Scimorr said to me), “ I retired to my duties at Kehl, glad enough 
to return to the quiet of my home, for the noble lady’s reception 
of me was anything lmt gracious ; and I had to endure much 
female sarcasm and many unkind words from Madame la Comtesse, 
whenever, as in duty bound, I presenteil myself at her table. Sir, 
that most unhappy lady used to make sport, of me before her 
domestics. She used to call me her gaoler. She used to mimic 
my ways of eating and drinking. She would yawn in the midst 
of my exhortations, and cry out, ‘O que e’est betel’ and when 
I gave out. a psalm, would utter little cries, and say, ‘Pardon 
me, Monsieur Scimorr, but you sing so out of tune you make 
my head ache ; ’ so that 1 could scarcely continue that portion of 
the service, the very domestics laughing at me when [ began to 
sing. My life was a martyrdom, hut I bore my tortures meekly, 
out of a sense of duty and my love for Monsieur Ic Comte. When 
her Ladyship kept her chamber I used to wait almost daily upon 
Mesdcmoisellcs the ('omits sisters, to ask news of her and her 
child. I christened the infant ; hut her mother was too ill to 
he present, and sent, me out word by Mademoiselle Marthe that 
s/ir should call the child Agues, though 1 might name it what 
l pleased. This was on the 1st January, and I remember being 
struck, because in the Homan Calendar the least of Saint Agues 
is celebrated on that day. 

“ Haggard and actually grown grey, from a black man which he 
was, my poor lord came to me with wildness ami agony of grief in 
all his features ami actions, to announce to me that Madame the 
Countess had lied, taking her infant with her. And he had a scrap 
of paper with him, over which he wept and raged as one demented ; 
now pouring out fiercer imprecations, now bursting into passionate 
tears and cries, calling upon his wife, his darling, his prodigal to 
come back, to bring him his child, when all should be forgiven. 
As be thus spoke his screams and groans were so piteous, that I 
myself was quite unmanned, and my mother, who keeps house for 
me (and who happened to he listening at the door), was likewise 
greatly alarmed by my poor lord's passion of grief. And when I 
read on that paper that my Lady Countess had left the faith to 
which our fathers gloriously testified in the midst of trouble, 
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daughter, persecution, and bondage, I was scarcely loss shocked 
lav good lord himself. 

•• We crossed the bridge to Strasbourg back again and went to 
if, Cathedral Church, and entering there, we saw the Abbe (leorgel 
. lining out of a chapel where he had been to perform his devotions, 
fi c Abbe, who knew me, gave a ghastly smile as he recognised me, 
,ni i for a pale man his cheek blushed si]> a little when I said, ‘This 
Monsieur the Comte do Saverne.’ 

‘•‘Where is shed asked my poor lord, clutching the Alibi",s arm. 

• • • Who C asked the Abbe, stepping back a little. 

•■ ‘ Where is my child 1 where is my wife !' cries the ('omit. 

" ‘ Silence, Monsieur I ’ says the Abbe. ‘ I to you know in whose 
i 1 -c you are C and the chant from the altar, where the service 
was being performed, came upon us, and smote my poor lord as 
though a shot had struck him. Wo were standing, lie tottering 
ainst a, pillar in the nave, close hy the christening lout, and over 
my Lord's head was a picture of Saint Agnes. 

-The agony of the poor gentleman could not hut touch any one 
v. ho witnessed it. ' Monsieur le Comte,’ says the Ablic, • I led lor 
m. This great surprise lias come upon you unprepared 1 I 
uiay that it may lie for your good.’ 

“"You know, 'lien, what lias happened C asked Monsieur tic 
siverne; and the Abbe was obliged to stammer a conlcssioii that. 

- <//,/ know what had occurred. ilc was, in tact, the very man 
ho had performed the rite which separated my unhappy lady from 
the ('lttirrh of her fathers. 

'•■Sir,' he said, with some spirit, ‘ this was a service which iu> 
1 icygymail could refuse. I would to Heaven, .Monsieur, Hint you. 
wo. might he brought to ask it from me.’ 

‘•The poor Count, with despair in his face, asked to sec the 
te.gist.er which confirmed tin: news, and there we saw that, on tin 
'1st, January 17b'J, being the Feast nl Saint Agnes, the noble 
lady, Clarisse, ('t Hint ess of Save rue, born I *e \ ioinrsnil, aged twenty 
two years, .and Agnes, only daughter of the same Fount o| Saverne 
,md ('larisse bis w ife, were baptized and received into tin- Church 
in the presence of two w itnesses (clerics) whose names wine signed. 

‘•The poor Count knelt over the registry hook with an awful 
grief in his face, and in a mood w hich i heartily pitied. lie hent 
down uttering what seemed an imprecation rather than a prayer, 
and at tills moment it chanced the service at the chief altar was 
concluded, and Moiiseigneur and his suite of clergy came into the 
sacristy. Sir, the Count de Saverne, starting up, clutching his 
sword in Ins hand, and shaking hi' fi-t at the Cardinal, uttered a 
wild speech calling down imprecations upon the Church of which 
12 2 r. 
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the Prince was a chief: ‘ Where is my lamb that you have taken 
from me?’ lie said, using the language of the Prophet towards the 
King who had despoiled him. 

“ The Cardinal haughtily said the conversion of Madatue de 
Saverne was of Heaven, and no act of his, and adding, ‘ Dad 
neighbour as you have been to me, sir, I wish you so well that 1 
hope you may follow her.’ 

“ At this the Count, losing all patience, made a violent attack 
upon the Church of Koine, denounced the Cardinal, and called down 
maledictions upon lti.s head ; said that a day would come when his 
abominable pride should meet with a punishment and fall; and 
spoke as, in fact, the poor gentleman was able to do only too 
readily and volubly, against Rome and till its errors. 

“The Prince Louis de Rohan replied with no little dignity, as 
I own. lit; Haiti that, such words in such a place were offensive and 
out of all reason ; that it. only depended on him to have Monsieur 
de Saverne arrested and punished for blasphemy and insult to the 
Church : Imt that, pitying the Count’s unhappy condition, tic 
Cardinal would forget the hasty and insolent words he had uttered 
;is he would know how to defend Madame de Saverne and her child 
after the righteous step which site had taken. And he swept out of 
the sacristy with his suite, and passed through the door which letch 
into his palace, leaving my poor Count still in his despair and fury. 

“ As lie spoke, with those Scripture phrases which Monsieur de 
Saverne ever had at command, I remember how the Prince Cardinal 
tossed up his head and smiled. I wonder whether he thought ut 
tilt; words when his own day of disgrace came, and the fatal afiait; 
of the diamond necklace which brought, him to ruin.’’* 

“Not without dilliciiltv ” (Monsieur Srlinorr resumed) “I 
induced the poor Count to unit the church where his wife's apostasy 
had been performed. The outer gates and wtdls are decorated with 
numberless sculptures of stunts of the Roman Calendar: and fora 
minute or two the poor man stood on the threshold shouting im¬ 
precations in the sunshine, and calling down woe upon France and 
Koine. t hurried him away. Such language was dangerous, and 
could bring no good to either of us. He was almost a madman, 
when I conducted him back to his home, where the ladies liis 
sisters, scared with his wild looks, besought me not to leave him. 

“ Again lie went into the room which his wife and child had 
inhabited, and, as lie looked at the relies of both which still wore 

* My informant, Protestant though lie was, did not, as I remember, speak 
with very mueh asperity against the Prince Cardinal. He said that the Prince 
lived an edifying life after his fall, succouring the poor, and doing everything 
in his power to defend the eause of royalty.—D, D. 
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'i lt there, gave way to bursts of grief which were pitiable indeed to 
witness. I speak of wlijtt happened near forty years ago, and re¬ 
member the scene as though yesterday : the passionate agony of 
tin poor gentleman, the sobs and prayers. On a chest of drawers 
tin-re was a little cap belonging to the infant. He seized it : kissed 
it: wept over it: railing upon the mother to bring the child hack 
and he would forgive sill. He thrust the little cap into his breast: 
"lulled every drawer, book, and closet, seeking for some indications 
"t the fugitives. My opinion was, and that even of the ladies, 
Maters of Monsieur le Comte, that Madame had taken refuge in 
a r-'iivent with the child; that the Cardinal knew where she was, 

-*a and friendless ; and that the Protestant gentleman would in 
vain seek for her. Perhaps when tired of that place 1 for my 
|-art thought Madame la Comtesse a light-minded wilful person, 
who certainly had no rorndnn, as the ('atlmlies call it, for a religious 
ill- 1 thought she might come out after a while, and gave my 
patron such consolation as I could devise, upon this faint hope, 
lb- who was all forgiveness at one minute, was all wrath the next. 
He would rather sec his child dead than receive her as a Catholic. 
II- would go to the King, surrounded Iiv harlots as lie was, and 
'4, for justice. There were still Protestant gentlemen left in 
1 lance whose spirit was not altogether trodden down, and they 
would hack him in demanding reparation fur this outrage. 

“ T had some vague suspicion, which, however, I dismissed from 
ai' mind as unworthy, that there might he a third party cognisant 
1 Madatne’s (light : and this was a gentleman, mice a great favourite 
-*i Monsieur le Comte, and in whom j myself was not a little 
aterested. Three or four days after the Comte de Saverne went 
-way to the war, as 1 was meditating on a sermon which ] proposed 
i - deliver, walking at the back of my Lord's house of Saverne, in 
tin- fields which skirt the wood where the Prince Cardinal's great, 
-hloss stands, 1 saw this gentleman with a gun over his shoulder, 
uni recognised him the Chevalier de la .Motto, the very person 
-‘ho had saved the life of Monsieur de Saverne in the campaign 
■|gainst tin- English. 

“Monsieur de la Mntte said In- was staying with the Cardinal, 
and trusted that the ladies of Saverne were well. He sent his 
• '|>eetful compliments to them : in a laughing wav said lie had 
'•-i'll denied the door when lie came to a visit, which In- thought 
was an unkind act towards an old comrade ; and at the same time. 

- x pressed his sorrow at the Count’s departure ‘for, Herr Pfam-r,’ 
-aid he, ‘you know I am a good Catholic, mid in many most im¬ 
portant conversations which T had with the Comte de Saverne, the 
differences between our two Churches was the subject of our talk, 
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and I do think I should have converted him to ours.’ I, humble 
village pastor as I am, was not afraid t q speak in such a eau.-i■, 
and we straightway had a most interesting conversation together, 
in which, as the gentleman showed, I had not the worst of the 
argument. It appeared he had been educated for the Komars 
Church, but afterwards entered the army. He was a most interest¬ 
ing man, and his name was Lc Chevalier do la Motto. You look 
as if you had known him, Monsieur le Capitaino—will it please ymi 
to replenish your pipe, and take another glass of my beer?” 

I said 1 bad elfreUnevieiif- known Monsieur de la Motto ; and 
the good old clergyman (with many compliments to me for speaking 
French and Herman so glibly) proceeded with his artlt ss narrative: 
“ 1 was ever a poor horseman : and when I .came to be chaplain 
and major-domo at the Hotel de Saverne, in the Count's absence, 
Madame more than once rode entirely away from me, saying that 
she. could not alibi'd to go at my clerical jog-trot. And being in a 
scarlet amazon, and a. conspicuous object, you see, [ thought I saw 
her at, a distance, talking to a gentleman on a sehimmel horse, in a 
grass green coat. When l asked her to whom she spoke, she said. 
‘Monsieur le Pasteur, you radotez with your grey horse and your 
green coat, ! If you are set to be a spy over me, ride faster, or bring 
out the old ladies to bark at your side.’ The fact is, the Countess 
was lor ever ipianvlling with those old ladies, and they were a 
yelping ill-natured pair. They treated me, a pastor of the Reform' d 
Church of the Augsburg Confession, as no better than a laei|iiey, 
sir, and made me eat, the bread of humiliation ; whereas Madame la 
('omtesse, though often haughty, Higlity, and passionate, could al-> 
be so winning and gentle, that no one could resist her. All sir I 
said the pastor, “that, woman had a coaxing way with her when she 
chose, and when her Might, came I was in such a way that the jealous 
old sisters in law said l was in love with her myself. 1’fui I For a 
month before my Lord's arrival I hail been knocking at all doors to 
see if I could lind my poor wandering lady behind them. She, her 
child, and Martha her maid, were gone, and we knew nut whither. 

“On that very first day of his unhappy arrival, Monsieur !*' 
Comte discovered what his sisters, jealous and curious as they were, 
what I, a man of no inconsiderable acumen, had failed to note. 
Amongst lorn papers and elutions, in her Ladyship's bureau, there 
was a scrap with one line in her handwriting ‘ Drsule, Ursllle, le 
tyran rev ' and no more. 

‘■‘Ah'.’ Monsieur le Comte said, ‘she is gone to her foster 
sister in England I (jniek, ipiiek, horses I ' And L'fore two hours 
were passed he was on horseback, making the first stage ot that 
long journey.’' 
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CHAPTER III 


THE TRATELLERS 

T HE poor gentleman was in such lmste that the old proverb 
was realised in Ids ease, and his journey was anything but 
speedy. At IS'anci he fell ill of a fever, which had nearly 
carried him off, and in which he unceasingly raved about his child, 
and called upon his faithless wife to return her. Almost before 
la- was convalescent, he was on his way again, to lloulogne, where 
iie saw that English coast on which he rightly conjectured his 
fugitive wife was sheltered. 

And here, from my boyish remembrance, which, respecting 
these early days, remains extraordinarily clear, I can take up the 
story, in which I was myself a very young actor, playing in the 
grange, fantastic, often terrible, drama which ensued a not 
insignificant part. As I survey it now, the curtain is down, and 

the play long over ; as I. think of its surprises, disguises, mysteries, 

• capes, and dangers, i am amazed myself, and sometimes inclined 
to he almost as great a fatalist as Monsieur do la Motto, who vowed 
that a superior Power ruled our actions for us, and declared that 
he could no more prevent his destiny from accomplishing itself, 
than he could prevent his hair from growing. What a destiny it. 
"as | What a fatal tragedy was now about to begin ' 

thin evening in our Midsummer holidays, in the year 1Tb!*, I 
remember being seated ill my little chair at home, with a tempest 
of rain beating down the street. We had customers on most 
evenings, but there happened to be none on this night ; and 
1 remember I was puzzling over a bit of Latin grammar, to 
which Mother used to keep me stoutly when 1 came home from 
wins >1. 

It is fifty years since. ‘ I have forgotten who knows how 
many events of my life, which are not much worth the remember¬ 
ing: but I have as clearly before my eyes now a little scene 
which occurred on this momentous night, as though it. had linen 
acted within this hour. As we arc sitting at our various employ¬ 
ments. we hear steps coming up the street, which was empty, and 

* The narrative seems t<> have been written about the year 1 • s -0. 
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silent but for the noise of the wind and rain. We hear steps_ 

several steps—along the (lavement, and they stop at our door. 

“Madame Duval! It is Gregson ! ” cries a voice from without. 

“Ah, bon Dieu !” says Mother, starting up and turning quite 
white. 

And then I heard the cry of an infant. Dear heart! lb.u 
well 1 remember that little cry! 

As the door opens, a great gust of wind sets our two candles 
tlickering, and I see enter - 

A gentleman giving his arm to a lady who is veiled in cloaks 
and wraps, an attendant carrying a crying child, and Gregsou the 
boatman after them. 

My mother gives a great hoarse shriek, and crying out, 
“ 01aris.se! (Jlarisse !” rushes up to the lady, and lings and embraces 
her passionately. The child erics and wails. The nurse strives to 
soothe the infant. Thu gentleman takes off his hat and wrings tin; 
wet from it, and looks at me. It was then I felt a strange shock 
and terror. I have felt the same shock once or twice in my life: 
and once notably, the. person so alleeting me has been my enemy, 
and has come to a dismal end. 

“ We have had a very rough voyage,’’says the gentleman (in 
French) to my grandfather. “ We have been fourteen hours at sea. 
Madame has sull'ered greatly, and is much exhausted." 

“Thy moms are ready," says Mother fondly. “My poor 
Ilirlie, thou shalt sleep in comfort to-night, and need fear nothing, 
nothing ! " 

A few days before I had seen Mother and her servant mightih 
busy in preparing the rooms on the first Hour, and decorating them. 
When 1 asked whom she was expecting, she boxed my ears, and 
bade me be quiet; but these were evidently the expected visitors; 
and, of course, from tin* names which Mother used, I knew that the 
lady was the Countess of Saverne. 

“ And this is thy son, I'rsulef. says the lady. “He is a great 
boy ! My little wretch is always crying." 

“Oh, the little darling!" says Mother, seizing the child, which 
fell to crying louder than ever, “scared by the nodding plume and 
bristling crest, ” of Madame Duval, who wore a great cap in those 
days, and indeed looked as fierce as any Hector. 

When the pale lady spoke so harshly about the child, I remember 
myself feeling a sort of surprise and displeasure. Indeed, I have 
loved children all my life, and am a fool about them (as witness my 
treatment of my own rascal), and no one can say that I was ever 
a tyrant at school, or ever fought there except to hold my own. 

My mother produced what fool was in the house, and welcomed 
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Ii.t guests to her humble table. Wlmt trivial things remain im¬ 
pressed on the memory ! I remember laughing in my boyish way 
bemuse the lady said,’“All! cost ea du the? jo 11 ’en ai jamais 
L'oiite. Mai? e’est trbs mauvais, n’cst-ce pas, Monsieur le Chevalier l ” 
I suppose they had not learned to drink tea in Alsace yet. Mother 
stopped my laughing with her usual appeal to my ears. I was 
daily receiving that sort of correction from the good soul. Grand¬ 
father said, if Madame the Countess would like a little tasse of real 
Nantes brandy after her voyage, lie could supply her, but she would 
have none ot that either, and retired soon to her chamber, which 
had been prepared for her with my mother’s best sheets and diapers, 
and in which was a bed for her maid Martha, who had retired to it 
■frith the little crying child. For Monsieur le Chevalier do la Motto 
an apartment was taken at Mr. Billis’s the baker's, down the street: 

a friend who gave me many a plum-cake in my childhood, and 
"hose wigs Grandfather dressed, if you must know the truth. 

At morning and evening we used to have prayers, which Grand¬ 
father spoke with much eloquence ; but on this night, as he took 
■ait his great Bible, and was for having me read a chapter, my 
mother said, “No. This poor Clarisse is fatigued, and will go to 
i rd. ’ And to bed accordingly the stranger went. And as I read 
my little chapter, I remember how tears fell down Mother’s cheeks, 
and how she cried, “ All, limn Lieu, moil Lien! aye/, pitic d’elle,” 
and when [ was going to sing our evening hymn, “Nun ndien idle 
V,alder,” she told me to hush. Madame upstairs was tired, and 
wanted to sleep. And she went upstairs to look after Madame, and 
hade me be a little guide to tin- strange gentleman, and show him 
the way to Billis s house. < HI' 1 went, prattling by his side ; 1 
daresay I soon forgot the terror which I felt when 1 first saw him. 
Von may be sure all Winehelsea knew that a French lady, and her 
child, and her maid, were come to stay with Madame Laval, and a 
French gentleman to lodge over the baker’s 

I never shall forget my terror and astonishment when Mother 
fold me that this lady wlm came to us was a Papist. There were 
two gentlemen of that religion living in our town, at a handsome 
house called the Priory ; but they had little to do with persons in 
my parents’ humble walk of life, though of course my mother would 
dress Mrs. Weston’s head as well as any other lady’s. I forgot 
also to say that Mrs. Luval went out sometimes as ladies’ nurse, 
and in that capacity had attended Mrs. Weston, who, however, lost 
her child. The Westons had a chapel in their house, in the old 
grounds of the I’rinry, and Clergymen of their persuasion used to 
come over from my Lord Newburgh’s of rilindoti, or from Arundel, 
where there is another great Papist house ; and one or two Roman 
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Catholics—there were very few of them in our town—were buricii 
in a part of the old gardens of the Priory, where a monks’ burving- 
plaee had been before Harry VIII.’s time. 

The new gentleman was the first, Papist to whom I had ever 
spoken ; and as I trotted about the town with him, showing him 
the old gates, the church, and so forth, I remember saying to him. 
“And have you burned any Protestants?” 

“Oil, yes!” says he, giving a horrible grin, “I have roasted 
several, and eaten them afterwards." And I shrank back from him. 
and his pale grinning fare ; feeling once more that terror which had 
come over me when I first beheld him. He was a queer gentleman : 
he was amused by mv simplicity and odd sayings. He was never 
tired of having me with him. He said I should be his little English 
master ; and indeed he learned the language surprisingly quick, 
whereas poor Madame dr .Savorin' never understood a word of it. 

She was very ill — pair, with a red spot on either cheek, sitting 
for whole hours in silence, and looking round frightened, as if a 
prey to. some terror. I have seen my mother watching her, and 
looking almost asseared as the (dmntcss herself. At times, Madame 
could not bear the crying of the child, and would order it away 
from her. At other times, she would clutch it. cover it with cloaks, 
and lock her door, and herself into the chamber with her infant. 
She used to walk about the house of a night. I had a little room 
near Mother’s, which 1 occupied during the holidays, and on Sa tin' 
days and Sundays, when I came over from live. I remember quite 
well waking up one night and hearing Madame’s voice at Mother's 
door, crying out, ** I'rsida, 1'rsula ! quick! horses' 1 must go 
away. He is coming; I know he is coming!” And then there 
were remonstrances on Mother's part, and Mudainc's maid came out 
of her room, with entreaties to her mistress to return. At the cry 
of the child the pool’ mother would rush away from whatever place 
she was in, and hurry to the infant. Not that she loved it. At 
the next moment she would east the child down on the bed, and go 
to the window again, and look to the sea. For hours she sat at 
that window, with a curtain twisted round le r, as if hiding front 
someone. Ah' how have I looked up at that window since, and 
the light twinkling here! 1 wonder does the house remain yet ! 
I don't like now to think of the passionate grief 1 have passed 
through, as T looked up to yon glimmering lattice. 

It was evident our poor visitor was in a deplorable condition. 
The apothecary used to come and shake his le ad, and order medi 
cine. The medicine did little good. The sleeplessness continued. 
She was a prey to constant fever. She would make incoherent 
answers to questions put to her, laugh and weep at odd times and 
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j,i;i i'i's ; push her meals away from her, though they were the best. 
,!■ v poor mother could supply ; order my grandfather to go and sit 
in the kitchen, and not have the impudence to sit down before her ; 
max and scold my mother by turns, and take her up very sharply 
when she rebuked me. Poor Madame Duval was seared by her 
foster-sister. She, who ruled everybody, became humble before the 

j.. crazy lady. I ran see them both now: the lady in white, 

listless and silent as she would sit for hours taking notice of no one, 
and .Mother watching her with terrified dark eyes. 

The Chevalier de la Motte had his lodgings, and came and went 
between his house and ours. I thought lie was the lady's cousin, 
lie used to call himself her cousin : 1 did not know what our pastor 
Monsieur Bond meant when he came to Mother one day, and said, 
•• /’I. linin ', what a pretty business thou hast commenced, Madame 
Penis—thou, an elder's daughter of our Church ! 

“ What business ! " says Mother. 

“That of harbouring crime and sheltering iniquity,’’ says lie, 
naming the crime, viz. No. 7 oft lie Decalogue. 

Being a child, I did not then understand the word lie used, 
but as soon as he had spoken, Mother, taking up a saucepan of 
. 111 ) 1 , cries out, “Cet out of there, Monsieur, all pastor as you are, 
-■! 1 will send this soup at thy ugly head, and the saucepan after 
Cards." And she looked so fierce, that 1 am not surprised the little 
man trotted oil'. 

Shortlv afterwards < fraud fat her comes home, looking almost as 
: ightelied as his min innn </1 in/ nfimr , .Monsieur I.orel, (irahdtatlier 
expostulated with his daughter-in-law. He was in a great agitation, 
lb- wondered how she could speak so to the pastor ol the church. 
••All the town," says lie. "is talking about you and this unhappy 

holy ." 

"All the town is an old woman," replies .Madame Duval, 
■lamping her foot, and tin's/nn/ /nr ninnshn/n, 1 might, say, 

Mnmst. "What! These while Leaks of Drench cry out ..ansi; 

I receive my foster-sister! What ! It is wrong to shelter a poor 
foolish dving woman! till, tiie cowards, the cowards ! Listen, 
petit-papa: if vail hear a word said at the club against your Acm, 
and do not knock the man down, I will.’’ And, faith, I think 
lIrandfathcrs hrn would have kept her word. 

I fear my own unlucky simplicity brought part <>t the opprobrium 
lowti upon niv poor mother, which she had now to sutler in our 
French eolnnv : for one day a neighbour, Madame (Yoehu by name, 
stepping in and asking, "flow is your boarder, and how is her 
on-in the < 'mint ?” 

" Madame Clarissc i- no better than before, -aid I (shaking 
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my head wisely), “and the gentleman is not a count, and lie is not 
her cousin, Madame Orocliu ! ” 

“Oh, lie is no relation?” says the mantua-niaker. And that 
story was quickly told over the little town, and when we went to 
church next Sunday, Monsieur Borel preached a sermon which made 
all the congregation look to 11s, and poor Mother sat boiling red like 
a lobster fresh out of the pot. I did not quite know what I had 
done : I know what Mother was giving me for my pains, when wir 
poor patient, entering the room, hearing, I suppose, the hissing of 
the stick (and never wold from me—I used to bite a bullet, and 
hold my tongue), rushed into the room, whisked the cane out of 
Mother’s hand, Hung her to the other cud of the room with a 
strength quite surprising, and clasped me up in her arms and began 
pacing up and down the room, and glaring at Mother. “Strike 
your own child, monster, monster ! ” says the poor lady. “ Kneel 
down and ask pardon : or, as sure as t am the queen, I will order 
your head oil'! 

At dinner, she ordered me to come and sit by her. “ Bishop !" 
she said to grandfather, “ my lady of honour has been naughty. 
She whipped the little prince with a scorpion. I took it from her 
hand. Duke! if she does it again, there is a sword: I desire you 
to cut the Countess's head otf! ” And then she took a carving-knife 
and waved it, and gave one of her laughs, which always set poor 
Mother a-crying. She used to call us dukes and princes I don't 
know what poor soul I It was the Chevalier de la Motto whom 
she generally styled duke, holding out her hand, and saving, “ Kneel, 
sir, kneel, and kiss our Royal hand.” And Monsieur de la Motto 
would kneel with a sad sad face, and go through this hapless 
ceremony. As for Crand father, who was very bald, and without 
his wig, being one evening below her window culling a salad in hi- 
garden, she beckoned him to her smiling, and when the poor old 
man came, she upset a dish of tea over his bald pate and said, “ I 
appoint you and anoint you Bishop of Saint Denis ! " 

The woman Martha, who had been the companion of the 
Countess de Saverne in her unfortunate flight, from home I 
believe that since the birth of her child the poor lady had never 
been in her right senses at all broke down under the ceaseless 
watching and care her mistress's condition necessitated, and I have 
no doubt found her duties yet more painful and difficult when a 
second mistress, and a very harsh, imperious, and jealous one, was 
set. over her in the person of worthy Madame Duval. My mother 
was for ordering everybody who would submit to her orders, and 
entirely managing the affairs of all those whom she loved. Sim 
put the mother to bed, and the l»aby in her cradle ; she prepared 



THE TRAVELLERS 


47.') 


f.....I for Loth of them, dressed one and the other with an equal 
nfi, . tion, and loved tlyit. unconscious mother and ehild with a 
passionate devotion. But she loved her own way, was jealous of 
: ; 1 who came between her and the objects other love, and no doubt 
led her subordinates an uncomfortable life. 

Three months of Madame Duval tired out the Countess's 
Akitian maid, Martha. She revolted and said she would go home. 
Wilier said she was an ungrateful wretch, but was delighted to get 
ild other. She always averred the woman stole articles of dress, 
; t iid trinkets, and laces, belonging to her mistress, before she left 
u- : and in an evil hour this wretched Martha went away. I 
believe she really loved her mistress, and would have loved the 
child, had my mother's rigid arms not pushed her from its cot. 
I'oor little innocent, in what tragic gloom did thy life begin ! Rut 
mi unseen Power was guarding that helpless innocence : and sure a 
good angel watched it in its hour of danger ! 

So Madame Duval turned Martha out of her tent as Sarah 
thrust out TIagar. Are women pleased after doing these pretty 
tricks? Your ladyships know best. Madame D. not only thrust 
"lit Martha, but thing stones after Martha all her life. She went 
wav, not blameless perhaps, but. wounded to the quick with the 
ingratitude which had been shown to her, .and a link in that 
mysterious chain of destiny which was binding all these people 
me the hoy of seven years old ; yonder little speechless infant of 
- many months; that poor wandering lady bereft id reason: that 
dark inscrutable companion of hers who brought evil with him 
wherever he came. 

From Dungeness to Boulogne is but six and thirty miles, and 
■in- boats, when war was over, were constantly making journeys 
there. Even in war-time the little harmless cratt h it each other 
alone, and, I suspect, carried on a great, deal of peaceable and 
liaudulent trade together. <Irandlather had share of a “fishing 
boat with one Thomas (Iregson of Lydd. When Martha was 
determined to go, one of our boats was ready to take her to the 
place from whence she came, or transfer la r to a I' remit boat, 

' hieh would return into its own harbour. ' She was carried back 
o Boulogne and landed. 1 know the day lull well limn a document 
sow before me, of which the dismal writing and signing were 
■cejisioned by that very landing. 

As she stepped out from the pier (a crowd of people, no doubt, 
tearing the poor wretch’s slender luggage lrom her to carry it to 

* There were points for which our boa'- iced to mate, anil meet the* 
t rench 1 iicats when not disturbed, and d" a pood deal more hu-ines- than t 
'■aid then understand.—T>. I). 
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the Custom*) almost the first person on whom the woman’s eye, 
fell was her master the Count tie Saverne. He had actually only 
reached the place on that very day, and walked the pier, looking 
towards England, as many a man has done from the same spat, 
when ho saw the servant of his own wife come up the side of 
the pier. 

He rushed to her, as she started hack screamin'' and alnimt 
faintin';, lmt the crowd of beggars behind her prevented her retreat. 
“The child does the child live?” asked the poor Count, in the 
German tongue, which both spoke. 

The child was well. Thank God, thank God 1 The poor father's 
heart was freed that terror, then ! I can fancy the gentleman saying, 
“ Your mistress is at Winchelsen, with her foster-sister?" 

“Yes, Monsieur le Comte.” 

“The Chevalier de la Motto is always at Winehelsea ? ” 

“Ye -oh, no, no, Monsieur le Comte!” 

“Silence, liar! lie made the journey with her. They stopped 
at the same inns. Monsieur le I .run, merchant, need ,'i I ; his 
sister, Madame Dubois, aged '_M, with a female infant in her arms, 
and a maid, left this port, on "JOtli April, in the English tisliing 
boat Mato/, of Eye. lie litre embarking they slept at the 1 Ecu de 
Eranee.’ I knew I should find them.” 

“ liv all that is sacred, l never left Madame once during the 
voyage ! ” 

“Never till to-day f Enough. How was the lishing-boat 
called which brought you to Ismlogne ?" 

One of the boat's crew was actually walking behind the un 
happy gentleman at 1 ito time, with some packet which Martha had 
left in it.* It seemed as if Eate was determined upon suddenly 
and swiftly bringing the criminal to justice, and under the avenging 
sword of the friend he had betrayed. lie bade the man follow him 
to the hotel. There should be a good drink money for him. 

“ Does he treat her well 1" asked the poor gentleman, as he and 
the maid walked on. 

“ Dame! No mother can be more gentle than he is with her! 
Where Martha erred was in not saying that her mistress was 
utterly deprived of reason, and had been so almost since the child's 
birth. She owned that she had attended her lady to the cathedral 
when the Countess and the infant were christened, and that 
Monsieur de la Motto was also present. “ He has taken body and 
soul too," no doubt the miserable gentleman thought. 

lie happened to alight at the very hotel where the fugitives of 

* l h.ui this fruit the \v*tni:in herself, whom we saw when we j»ahl our vi»it 
to Lorraine ami AUuee in 1814. 
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uiumt he was in search had had their quarters four months before 
riiat for two months,at least poor Monsieur de Saverne must 
i i;i ve lain ill at Nanei at the commencement of his journey). The 
Wtman, the luggage people, and Martha the servant followed the 
fount to this hotel; and the femme-de-ehamhre remembered how 
Madame Dubois and her brother had been at the hotel—a poor sick 
lady, who sat up talking the whole night. Her brother slept in 
the right wing across the court. Monsieur has the lady’s room. 
How that child did cry ; See, the windows look on the port. 
•• Yes, this was the lady's room. ' 

“ And the child lay on which side ? ” 
u ()n that side.” 

Monsieur de Saverne looked at the place which the woman 
nointed out, stooped his head towards the pillow, and cried as if 
his heart would break. The fisherman's tears rolled down too over 
hi' hrown face and hands. Lr jmiirre /loinim, h hnuuu*' ! 

“Come into my sitting-room with me," he said to the fisher¬ 
man. The. man followed him and shut the door. 

His burst of feeling was now over. lb* became entirely calm. 
“You know the house from which this woman came, at 
W inehelsea, in England \ *’ 

“ Yes.” 

“ You took a gentleman and a lady thither f 
“ Yes.’’ 

“ You remember tin* man t " 

Perfectly.” 

“ For thirty louis will you go t<> sea to-night, take a passenger, 
and deliver a letter to Monsieur de la Motto ? 

The man agreed : and l take out from my secretary that letter, 
in its tawny ink of fifty years’ date, and read it with a strange 
interest always : — 

T<» t/n ('}(* m/ti )' /'/vz/o/o/.s .fn&'/i/t th hi M<h\ tit 
II / in'In fst 11 , III A in/htii'l. 

“ I knew Y should find you. I never doubted where you were. 
Hut for a sharp illness which I made at Nanei, I should have been 
with you two mouths earlier. After what has occurred between 
us, I know this invitation will be t<> you as a command, and 
that you will hasten as you did to my n >eue from the English 
bayonets at Hastenbeek. Between us. Mon>ieur h* Chevalier, it is 
to life or death. I depend upon you to communicate this to no 
one, and to follow the messenger, who will bring you to me. 

Col :.nt de Savekne." 
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This letter was brought to our house one evening as we s u t 
in the front shop. I had the child on my knee, which would have 
no other playfellow but me. The Countess was pretty quiet that 
evening—the night calm, and the windows open. Grandfather was 
reading his book. The Countess and Monsieur de la Motto wore 
at cards, though, poor tiling, she could scarce play for ten minutes 
at a time; and there comes a knock, at which Grandfather puts 
down his book.* 

“ All’s well,” says he. “ Entrez. Comment! e’est vuu>, 
Bidois ' ” 

“Dui, e'est bien moi, patron!” says Monsieur Bidois, a gnat 
fellow, in boots and petticoats, with an eelskin queue hanging down 
to his heels. “ ( "est, la le petit du pauv’ Jean Louis? Kst i genu 
le pti patron ! ” 

And as he looks at me, lie rubs a hand across his nose. 

At this moment Madame la Comtesse gave one, two, three 
screams, a laugh, and cries—“ Ah, e’est mon mari <|ui revient de 
la guerre. II est I,a - a la croisee. Bon jour, Monsieur le Comte! 
Bon jour, Vous avez line petite Idle Itieii laide, hien laide, quo je 
u’aiiue pas du tout, pas du tout, pas du tout ! He is there 1 I 
saw him at the window. There! there! Hide me from him ! 
lie will kill me, he will kill me!” she cried. 

“ Galmez volts, Claris.se,” says the Chevalier, who was weary, 
no doubt, of the poor lady’s endless outcries and follies. 

“ (Inline/vous, ma Idle!” sings out Mother, from the intici 
room, where she was washing. 

“ Ah, Monsieur is the Chevalier de la Motti?! ’’ says Bidois. 

“ Apris, .Monsieur!” says the Chevalier, looking haughtily up 
from the cards. 

“ In that case, I have a letter for .Monsieur le Chevalier.” And 
the sailor handed t" the Chevalier de la Motti' that letter which 
I have translated, the ink of which was black and wet then, though 
now it is sere and faded. 

This Chevalier had faced death and danger in a seme of dare 
devil expeditions. At the game of steel and lead there was no 
enoler performer. He put the letter which lie Imd received quietly 
into his pocket, finished his game with the Countess, and telling 
Bidois to tollow him to his lodgings, took leave of the company. 
I daresay the poor Countess built up a house with the cards, and 
took little more notice. Mother, going to close the shutters, said. 

It was droll, that little man, the friend to Bidois, was still 
standing in the street. ’ You see we had all sorts of droll friends. 

* There was a particular knock, as I tearneii later, in uso among Grandpapa's 
private friends, ami Monsieur Bidois no doubt had this signal. 
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S. .Taring men, speaking a jargon of English, French, Dutch, wore 
■ "'taiitly dropping in .upon us. Dear Heaven ! when I think in 
"hat a company I have lived, and what a <m/irr 1 rowed in, is it 
id a Wonder that I did not finish where some of my friends did ! 

I made a drole dr metier at this time. I was set by Grand 
tather to learn Ids business. Our apprentice taught me the com¬ 
mencement of the noble art of wig-weaving. As soon as I was 
tall enough to stand to a gentleman’s nose I was promised to lie 
I'ftini'itiil to be a shaver. 1 trotted on Mothers errands with her 
bandboxes, and what not : and 1 was made dry-nurse to poor 
Madames baby, who, as 1 said, loved me most of all in (lie house; 
aid who would put her little dimpled hands out and crow with 
'blight to see me. The first day 1 went out with this little buhv 
ir a little vheel-chair Mother girt for her, the town bovs made rare 
bui of me : and I had to tight one, as poor little Agnes sat sucking 
la i little thumb in her chair, f suppose; and whilst the battle was 
-"ing on, who should come up but Doctor Laniard, the English 
e tor of Saint Philips, who lent ns Ereneh Protestants the nave 
"* I'i* church for our service, whilst our tumbledown old church 
wa> being mended. Doctor Laniard (for a reason which I did 
lab know at that time, but which 1 am compelled to own now 
wa. a good one) did not like Grandfather, imr Mother, nor our 
lituily. Von may he sure our people abused him in return. He 
'■ns called a haughty priest a vilaiu lieeg-veeg, Mother used to 
iy. in her Ereiieh-English. And perhaps one of the causes of 
la i dislike to him was, that his Ini/ mj a fine eaulillower it was 
was powdered at another bather's. Well, whilst the battle 
i oal was going on between me and Tom Guilin (dear heart ! how 
well r remember the fellow, though - let me see it is liftv tour 
'ears since we punched each other’s little noses), Doctor Laniard 
Walks tip to us hoys and stops tile tight ing. *• You little rogues! 

1 II have you all put in the stocks and whipped by my lie,•idle,” 
■ays the Doctor, who was a magistrate too: “as for (his little 
french barber, lie is always in mischief." 

“They laughed at me and ealh-d me Dry nurse, and wanted 
>" upset the little cart, sir, and I wouldn’t bear it. And it’s 
"iy <luty to protect a poor child that can't help itself," said I, 
'cry stoutly. “Her mother is ill. Her nurse has inn a wav, 
aid she has nobody -nobody to protect her hut no- and ‘.Notre 
Ib re ijiti est aux eieux ; and I held up my little hand as Grand- 
bither useil to do; “and if those boys hurt the child l v-i/t light 
Dr her.” 

The Doctor rubbed his hand across his eyes; and he felt in 
bis pocket and gave me u dollar. 
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“And conic to see us all at the Rectory, child,” Mrs. Banian! 
says, who was with the Doctor ; and she looked at the little haliv 
that was in its cot, and said, “ Poor thills', poor thing ! ” 

And tlic Doctor, turning round to the English boys, still 
holding me by the hand, said, “Mind, all you boys! It' 1 hear 
of you being such cowards again as to strike this little lad for 
doing his duty, I will have you whipped by my beadle, as sure as 
my name is Thomas Barnard. Shake hands, you Thomas Catlin, 
with the French boy and I said, “I would shake hands or light 

it out whenever Tom (dallin liked ; ” and so took my place as puny 

again, and pulled my little cart down Sand gate. 

These stories got about amongst the townspeople, and fishermen, 
and seafaring folk, I suppose, and the people of our little circle ; 
and they were the means, (!od help me, of bringing me mi those 
very early days a Ay/ifcy which f have still. You see, the day 
lifter Bidois, the French tishennan, paid us a visit, as 1 was pulling 
my little Cart up the hill to a little farmer's house where t J ram 1 
father and a partner of his had some pigeons, of which I was 

very fond as a hoy, f met a little dark man whose face 1 cannot 

at all recall to my mind, but who spoke French and Herman P> 
me like (! mini tat 1 ut and Mother. “That is the child of Madame 
von Zaliern says he, trembling very much. 

“da, Herr !” says the little boy. . . . 

O Agnes, Agnes! How the years roll away! What strange 
events have befallen us : wliat passionate griefs have we had !" 
sillier: what a merciful Heaven lias protected us, since that day 
when your father knelt over the little ear, in which his child lay 
sleeping! I have the picture in my mind now. 1 see a winding 
road leading down to one of the gates of our town ; the blue marsh 
land, and yonder, across the marsh. Rye towers and gables ; a great 
silver sea stretching beyond; and that dark mans figure stooping 
and looking at the child asleep. He never kissed the infant or 
touched her. 1 remember it woke smiling, and held out its little 
arms, and he turned away with a sort of groan. 

Bidois, the French fisherman I spoke of as having been to see 
us on the night before, came up here with another companion, an 
Englishman 1 think. 

“Ah! we seek for you everywhere. Monsieur le ('mute,” sav¬ 
in'. "The tide serves and it is full time." 

"Monsieur le Chevalier is ion board.’" says the Count de 
Saveruo, 

“ II est bien la,” says the fisherman. And tlu-y went down the 
hill through the gate, without turning to look hack. 

Mother was quite quiet and gentle all that day. It seemed 
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if .something soared her. The poor Countess prattled and 
’auglicd, or cried in her unconscious way. But Grandfather at 
cvciiiiii? prayer that night making the exposition rather long, 
Mother stamped her foot, and said, “Assez bavarde coniine ea, moil 
and sank back in her chair with her apron over her face. 

She remained all next day very silent, crying often, and read¬ 
ing in our great German Bible. She was kind to me that day. 

I remember her saying, in her deep voice, “ Thou art a brave boy, 

| ii nikin.” It was seldom she patted my head so softly. That 
night our patient was very wild : and laughing a great deal, and 
dnging so that the people would stop in the streets to listen. 

I Motor Barnard again met me that day dragging my little 
carriage, and lie fetched me into the Rectory for the tirst time, 

; 11 id gave me cake and wine, and the book of the “ Arabian 
Nights,” and the ladies admired the little baby, and said it was 
•i pity it was a little Papist, and the Doctor hoped 1 was not. 
■j.ijng to turn Papist, and 1 said, “Oh, never.” Neither Mother 
nor l liked that darkling Roman Catholic clergyman who was 
fetched over from our neighbours at the Priory hy Monsieur de 
I, Motte. The Chevalier was very firm himself in that religion, 
i little thought tjien that I was to see him on a day when his 
courage and his faith were both to have an awful trial. 

... 1 was reading then in this tine hook of Monsieur Galland 
which the Doctor had given me. I had no orders to go to bed, 
-lrange to say, and I daresay was peeping into tin- cave of the. 
lortv Thieves along with .Master Ali llaha, when 1 heard the 
cf.ek whirring previously to striking twelve, and steps coming 
rapidly up our empty street. 

Mother started up, looking (piite haggard, and undid the bolt 
of the door. 

“ Cost lui ! ” says she, with her eyes starting, and the 
( iievalier de la Motte came in, looking as white as a corpse. 

Poor .Madame de Kaverne upstairs, awakened by the striking 
dock perhaps, began to sing overhead, and the Chevalier gave a 
great start, looking more ghastly than before, as my mother with 
an awful face looked at him. 

“ II Pa voulu,” says Monsieur de la Motte, hanging down his 
head ; and again poor Madame’s crazy voice lx-gan to sing. 

I IK PORT 

“Ox the “7th June of this year, 1709, the Comte de Saverne 
arrived at lioulogne-sur-Mer, vnd bulged at the Ecu de I ranee, 
where also was staving Monsieur le Marcpiis du put-sne .Menneville, 

12 52 It 
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Chef d’Eseadre of the Naval Armies of his Majesty. The Comte de 
Saveme was previously unknown to the Marquis du Quesne, hut 
recalling to Monsieur du Quesne’s remembrance the fact that his 
illustrious ancestor the Admiral du Quesne professed the Reformed 
religion, as did Monsieur de Savernc himself, Monsieur de Saveme 
entreated the Marquis du Quesne to be his friend in a rencontre 
which deplorable circumstances rendered unavoidable. 

“ At the same time, Monsieur de Saveme stated to Monsieur 
le Marquis du Quesne the causes of his quarrel with the Chevalier 
Francis Joseph de la Motte, late olHcer of the regiment of Soubise, 
at present residing in England in the town of Winchelsea, in tin- 
county of Sussex. The statement made by the Comte de Saverne 
was such as to convince Monsieur du Quesne of the Count’s right 
to exact a reparation from the Chevalier de la Motte. 

“A boat was despatched on the night of the 29th June, with 
a messenger bearing the note of Monsieur le Comte de Savernc. 
And in this boat Monsieur do la Motte returned from England. 

“ The undersigned Comte de Bdrigny, in garrison at Boulogne, 
and an acquaintance of Monsieur de la Motte, consented to serve as 
his witness in the meeting with Monsieur de Savernc. 

“The meeting took place at seven o’clock in the morning, on 
the sands at half a league from the port of Boulogne : and the 
weapons chosen were pistols. Both gentlemen were perfectly 
calm and collected, as one might expect from officers distinguished 
in the King’s service, who had faced the enemies of France as 
comrades together. 

“ Before firing, Monsieur le Chevalier de la Motte advanced 
four steps, and holding his pistol down, and laying his hand on 
his heart, he said,—‘I swear on the faith of a Christian, and 
the honour of a gentleman, that I am innocent of the charge laid 
against me by Monsieur de Savernc.’ 

“The Comte de Saverne said,—‘ Monsieur le Chevalier de la 
Motte, I have made no charge ; and if I had, a lie costs you 
nothing.’ 

“ Monsieur de la Motte, saluting the witnesses courteously, and 
with grief rather than anger visible upon his countenance, returned 
to his line on the sand which was marked out as the place where 
he was to stand, at a distance of ten paces from his adversary. 

“ At the signal being given both fired simultaneously. The 
ball of Monsieur de Savernc grazed Monsieur de la Motte’s side 
curl, while his ball struck Monsieur de Saverne in the right breast. 
Monsieur de Saverne stood a moment, and fell. 

“ The seconds, the surgeon, niu's 'rmsieur de la Motte advanced 
towards the fallen gentleman ; an ifitlonsieur de la Motte, holding 
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tt p his hand, again said,—‘I take Heaven to witness the person is 

innocent,’ , 

“The Comte de Saverae seemed to be about to speak, He 
lifted himself from the sand, supporting himself on one arm: but 
all he said was,—‘You, you—’ and a great issue of blood rushed 
from his throat, and he fell back, and, with a few convulsions, 

died. 

(Signed) “ Marquis du Quesne Mennevillk, 

" Chef d' Emlre am Armies 
Kami a du Itoj/. 

“ Comte de Bfutioxy, 

“ Brigadier dr Caraltrie 


SURGEON’S REPORT 

“ I, Jean Batiste Drouot, Surgeon-Major of the Regiment 
loyal Cravate, in garrison at Boulogne-sur-Mer, certify that I was 
present at the meeting which ended so lamentably. The death of 
the gentleman who succumbed was immediate; the ball, passing 
to the right of the middle of the breastbone, penetrated the lung 
and the large artery supplying it with blood, and caused death by 
immediate suffocation.” 



484 


DENIS DUVAL 


CHAPTER IV 
OUT or THU DF.PTHS 

T HAT hist night, which lie was to pass upon earth, Monsieur 
<le Saverne spent in a little tavern in Winchelsea, frequented 
by fishing people, and known to Bidois, who, even during 
the war, was in the constant habit of coining to England upon 
errands in which Monsieur (Irandpapa was very much interested 
precentor, elder, pernnpiier as he was. 

The Count, do Saverne had had some talk with the fishermen 
during the voyage from Boulogne, and more conversation took place 
on this last night, when the Count took Bidois partly into his con¬ 
fidence : and, without mentioning the precise cause of his quarrel 
with Monsieur de la Motto, said that it was inevitable ; that the 
man was a villain who ought not to he allowed to pollute the earth ; 
and that no criminal was ever more righteously executed than this 
Chevalier would he on the morrow, when it: was agreed that the 
two wore to meet. 

The meeting would have taken place on that very night, but 
Monsieur de la Motte demanded, as indeed he had a right to do, 
some hours for the settlement of his own affairs : and preferred to 
lighten French ground rather than English, as the survivor of the 
quarrel would be likely to meet with very rough treatment in this 
country. 

La Motte betook himself then to arranging his papers. As for 
the Count de Saverne, he said all his dispositions were made. A 
dowry that which his wife brought -would go to her child. His 
own property was devised to his own relations, and he could give 
the child nothing. He had only a few pieces in his purse, and, 
"'/Tin:," says he, "this watch. Should anything befall me, I 
desire it may be given to the little boy who saved my -that is, her 
child. And the voice of Monsieur le Comte broke as he said these 
words, and the tears ran over his fingers. And the seaman wept 
too, as he told the story to me, years after, nor were some of mine 
wanting. I think, for that poor, heart broken, wretched man. writhing 
in helpless agony, as the hungry sand drank his blood. Assuredly, 
the guilt of that blood was on thy head, Francis de la Motte. 
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Tin' watch is ticking on the table liefore me as [ write, it lias 
I*cc 11 my companion foy half a century. 1 remember my childish 
delight. when p.idois brought it to me, and told my mother the tale 
nt the meeting of the two gentlemen. 

v ‘Vou see her condition,” Monsieur do la Motto said to my 
mother at this time. “We are separated for ever, as hopelessly 
as though one or other were dead. My hand slew her husband. 
IVrhaps my fault destroyed her reason. I transmit misfortunes to 
those I love and would serve. Shall l marry her ! I will if you 
think 1 can serve her. As long as a guinea remains to me, 1 will 
halve it with her. I have hut very few left now. My fortune has 
crumbled under my hands as have my friendships, my once bright 
prospects, my ambitions. I am a doomed man. Somehow, I drag 
down those who love me into my doom.” 

And so indeed there was a I''tin murk, as it were, on this 
unhappy man. lie did bring wreck and ruin on those who loved 
him. He was as a lost soul, 1 somehow think, whose tortures had 
begun already. Predestined to evil, to crime, to gloom ; but now 
and again some one took pity upon this poor wretch, and amongst, 
those who pitied him was my stern mother. 

And here I may relate how it happened that I “saved” the 
child, for which act poor Monsieur de Suverne rewarded me. Hidois 
tin doubt told that story to Monsieur le ('unite in the course of 
their gloomy voyage. Mrs. .Martha, the < 'niinli.-.A attendant, had 
received or taken leave of absence one night, after putting the child 
and the poor lady, who was no better than a child, to bed. I went 
to ti i\ bed, and to sleep as Inns sleep; and I forget what business 
called away my mother likewise ; but w hen she came back to look 
l"i' her poor Piehe and the infant in its cradle both were gone. 

I have seen the incomparable Siddnus in the play, as, white and 
terrified, she passed through the darkened hall after King Duncan’s 
murder. My mother's face wore a look of terror to the full iis 
tragical when, starting up from my boyish sleep, I sat up in my 
bed and saw her. She was almost beside herself with terror. The 
poor insane lady and her child were gone who could say where ! 
Into the marshes- into the sea into the darkness it, was im 
possible to say whither tile Countess had lied. 

“We must get up. my boy, and find them, says Mother, in a 
hoarse voice; and I was sent over to Mr. Bliss's the grocer, in East 
Street, where the Chevalier lived, and where I found him sitting 
(with two priests, by the way, guests, no doubt, of Mr. Weston, at 
the Priory), and all these, and Mother, on her side, with me follow¬ 
ing her. went out to f.ok for the fugitives. 

Wc went by pairs, taking different roads. Mother's was the 
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right one as it appeared, for we had not walked many minutes, 
when we saw a white figure coining towards us, glimmering out of 
the dark, and heard a voice singing. 

“Ah, moil Dieu ! ” says Mother, and “ G-ott sey Dank!” and 
I know not what exclamations of gratitude and relief. It was the 
voice of the Countess. 

As we came up, she knew us with our light, and began to 
imitate, in her crazy way, the cry of the watchman, whom the poor 
sleepless soul had often heard under the windows. “ Past twelve 
o’clock, a starlight night ! ” she sang, and gave one of her sad 
laughs. 

When we came up to her, we found her in a white wrapper, 
her hair flowing down her back and over her poor pale face, and 
again she sang, “ Past twelve o’clock.” 

The child was not with her. Mother trembled in every limb. 
The lantern shook so in her hand I thought she would drop it. 

She put it down on the ground. She took her shawl off her 
back and covered the poor lady with it, who smiled in her childish 
way, and said, “ O’est lion ; e’est chain! ca ; ah ! que e’est bien ! ” 

Ah I chanced to look down at the lady’s feet, I saw one of them 
was naked. Mother, herself in a dreadful agitation, embraced and 
soothed Madame de Savcnie. “Tell me, my angel, tell me, my 
love, where is the child 1” says Mother, almost fainting. 

“ The child ! what child! That little brat who always cries! 
I know mulling about children,” says the poor thing. “Take me 
to my bed this moment, madam ! How dare you bring me into the 
streets with naked feet ! ” 

“Where have you been walking, my dear!” says poor Mother, 
trying to soothe her. 

“ I have been to Great Savcrne. 1 wore a domino. I knew 
the coachman quite well, though he was unfilled up all but his nose. 
I was presented to Monseigncur the Cardinal. I made him such 
a curtsey —like this. Oh, my foot hurts? me ! ” 

She often rambled about this ball and play, and hummed 
snatches of times and little phrases of dialogue, which she may 
have heard there. Indeed, I lielieve it was the only play and ball 
the poor thing ever saw in her life ; her brief life, her wretched life. 
”L'is pitiful to think how unhappy it was. When I recall it, it 
tears my heart-strings somehow, as it doth to see a child in pain. 

As she held up the poor bleeding foot, I saw that the edge of 
her dress was all wet, and covered with fund. 

“ Mother, mother ! ” said I, " she has been to the sea ! " 

“ Have you been to the sea, Clarisse f" asks mother. 

“ J ai eto an lud : jai danse ; j’ai chant'?. J'ai bien recount! 
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i iii* n rochet - . J’ai etc an bal ehez le Cardinal. But you must not 
1 .11 Monsieur de Saverue. Oh, no, you mustn't tell him ! ’’ 

A sudden thought* came to me. And, whenever I remember 
it. my heart is full of thankfulness to the gracious Giver of all 
good thoughts. Madame, of whom I was not afraid, and who 
sometimes was amused by my prattle, would now and then take a 
walk accompanied by Martha, her maid, who held the infant, and 
myself, who liked to draw it in its little carriage. We used to 
walk down to the shore, and there was a rock there on which the 
|mor lady would sit for hours. 

"You take her home, Mother,' 1 says I, all in a tremble. “You 
give me the lantern, and I'll go—I'll go" -I was oil before I said 
where. Down I went, through Westgate ; down I ran along the 
mad towards the place I guessed at. When I had gone a few 
hundred yards, I saw in the road something white. It was the 
i 'ok ntest's slipjier, that she had left there. I knew she had gone 
that way. 

I got down to the shore, running, running with all my little 
might. The muon had risen by this time, shining gloriously over 
n great silver sea. A tide of silver was pouring in over the sand. 
Yonder was that rock where we often had sat. The infant was 
sleeping on it under the stars unconscious. lie, who loves little 
children, had watched over it. ... I scarce can see the words as 
1 write them down. My little hahy was waking. She had known 
nothing of the awful sea coming nearer with each wave ; but she 
knew me as I came, and smiled, and warbled a little infant welcome. 

I took her up in my arms, and trotted borne with my pretty burden. 
As I paced lip the hill, Monsieur dc la Mottc and one of the French 
clergymen met me. By ones and twos, the other searchers after 
my little wanderer came home from their iptest. She was laid in 
her little crib, and never knew, until years later, the danger from 
which she had been rescued. 

My adventures became known in our town, and I made some 
acquaintances who were very kind to me, and were the means of 
advancing me in .after life. I was too young to understand much 
what was happening round about me ; but now, if the truth must 
hi* told, I must confess that old Grandfather, besides his business 
of perrui|iiier, which you will say is no very magnificent trade, 
followed others which were far less reputable. What do you say, 
for instance, of a church elder, who lends money a In /,elite semaine, 
and at great interest 1 The fishermen, the market-people, nay, one 
or two farmers and gentlemen round about, were beholden to Grand¬ 
father for supplies, and they came to him, to he ilmrnl in more 
ways than one. No good came out of his gains, as I shall presently 
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tell : lmt meanwhile his hands were for ever stretched out to claw 
other folks’ money towards himself; and it must he owned that 
Madame sa hru loved a purse too, and was by no means scrupulous 
as to the way of fillin'' it. Monsieur le Chevalier de la Motte was 
free handed and grand in his manner. He paid a pension, I know 
not. how much, for the maintenance of poor Madame de Saverne. 
He had brought her to the strait in which she was, poor thing! 
Had he not worked on her, she never would have left her religion : 
she never would have Hed from her husband : that fatal duel would 
never have occurred: right or wrong, he was the cause of her 
Calamity, and ho would make it as light as it might be. I know 
how, for years, extravagant and embarrassed as he was, he yet 
supplied means for handsomely maintaining the little Agues when 
she was presently left an orphan in the world, when mother and 
father both were dead, and her relatives at home disowned her. 

The ladies of Barr, Agnes’s aunts, totally denied that the 
infant was their brother’s child, and refused any contribution 
towards her maintenance. Her mother’s family equally disavowed 
her. They had been taught the same story, and I suppose we 
believe willingly enough what we wish to believe. The poor lady 
was guilty. Her child had been born in her husband’s absence. 
When his return was announced, she tied from her home, not daring 
to face him ; and the unhappy Count de Saverne died by (he pistol 
of tlu> man who had already robbed him of his honour. La Motte 
had to bear this obloquy, or only protest against it by letters from 
England. lie could not go over to Lorraine, where he was plunged 
in debt. “At least, Duval,” said he to me, when 1 shook hands 
with him, and with all my heart forgave him, “mad, and reckless 
as I have been, and fatal to all whom I loved, I have never allowed 
the child to want, and have supported her in comfort, when 1 was 
myself almost without a meal.” A bad man no doubt this was ; 
and yet not utterly wicked: a great criminal who paid an awful 
penalty. Let us be humble, who have erred too: and thankful, if 
we have a hope that we have found mercy. 

I believe it was some braggart letter, which La Motte Arotc to 
a comrade in Monsieur de Vaux’a camp, and in which he boasted of 
making the conversion of a petite l'nitestalife at Strasbourg, which 
came to the knowledge of poor Monsieur do Saverne, hastened his 
return home, and brought about this dreadful end. La Motte 
owned as much, indeed, in the last interview I ever had with him. 

Who told Madame de Saverne of her husband's death ? It was 
not tor years after that I myself (unlucky chatterbox, whose tongue 
was always blabbing) knew what had happened. My mother 
thought that she must have overheard Bidois the lioatman, who 



OUT OF THE DEFT I l,S 4S*) 

thr whole story over his Mass of geneva in our ]i;irlour. The 
Countess's elumiher wps overlieml, ;mil the door left o)ien. The 
poor thill*; used to he very angry at the notion of a locked door, 
;md since that awful escapade to the sea-shore, my mother slept 
in her room, or a servant whom she liked pretty well supplied 
Mother's place. 

In her condition the dreadful event alfeeted her hut little ; and 
we never knew that she was aware of it until one evening when it. 
happened that a neighbour, one of our French people of live, was 
talk in*; over the tea-table, and telling us of a dreadful thing he had 
-reii on Penenden Heath ;is he was coming home. lie there saw a 
fiimittii /turned at the- stake for the murder ot her husband. '! he 
story is in the (lenttcman's Matfa.me tor the year 1 i (>'.•, and that 
will settle pretty well the date of the evening when our uciglihnur 
related the horrible tale to us. 

Poor Madame de Saverne (who had a very grand air, and was 
perfectly like a lady) said ijiiite simply, “ In this ease, my good 
I rsule, 1 shall be burned too. for you know 1 was the cause of 
inv husband lining killed. Monsieur le t'hevalier went ami killed 
him in Corsica.” And she looked round with a little smile, and 
nodded ; and arranged her white dress with her slim hot hands. 

When the poor thing spoke, the t'hevalier sank hack as it he 
had been shot himself. 

“ (iood-night, neighbour Marion,” groans Mother; “she is \cry 
had to-night. fumr to bed, my dear, come to bed. And the 

... tiling followed Mother, curtseying very finely to the company, 

and saying, ijiiite softly, “ (hti, * mi, oui, they will burn me; they 
w ill burn me.'’ 

This idea seized upon her mind, and never lclt it. Madame la 
t r in 1 1 esse passed a nicht ot great agitation ; talk 111 ;; incessant]'. 
Mother and her maid were up with her all niahl. All niehl lone 
we could hear her songs, her screams. her terrible la iichtei. . . . 
till, pitiful was thy lot ill this world, poor cuihless, hartnh'ss ]ad.\ . 
In thy brief years, how little liappiiios ! For thy marriage portion 
oldv gloom, and terror, and submission, and captivity. I he awtul 

Will above us ruled it so. ... frightened spirit ! it has woke 

under serener skies now. ami ]»assed out of reach ot out teiioi.-, and 
tempttitimis, and troubles. 

At inv early ago 1 could only b*- expected to obey my elders 
and parents, and to eoinider all thine.- were right which were done 
round about me. Mother's cuffs on the head 1 le. cjved without 
malice, and if the truth must be owned, had not seldom to submit 
to the major operation which my grandfather used to perform with 
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a certain rod which he kept in a locked cupboard, and accompany 
with long wearisome sermons between each cut or two of his 
favourite instrument. These good people, as I gradually began to 
learn, bore but an indifferent reputation in the town which they 
inhabited, and were neither liked by the French of their own 
colony, nor by the English among whom we dwelt. Of course, 
being a simple little fellow, I honoured my father and mother as 
became me—my grandfather and mother, that is—father being dead 
some years. 

Grandfather, I knew, had a share in a fishing-boat, as numbers 
of people had, both at Rye and Winchelsea. Stokes, our fisherman, 
took me out once or twice, and I liked the sport very much : but it 
appeared that I ought to have said nothing about the boat and the 
fishing—for one night when we pulled out only a short way beyond 
a rock which we used to call the Bull Rock, from a pair of horns 
which stuck out of the water, and there were hailed by my old 
friend Bidois, who had come from Boulogne in his lugger—and 
then . . . well then, I was going to explain the whole matter 
artlessly to one of our neighbours who happened to step in to 
supper, when Grandpapa (who had made a grace of five minutes 
long before taking the dish-cover oil) fetched me a slap across the 
face which sent me reeling off my perch. And the Chevalier, who 
was supping with us, only laughed at my misfortune. 

This being laughed at somehow affected me more than the 
blows. I was used to those, from Grandfather and Mother too ; 
but when people once had been kind to me I could not bear a 
different behaviour from them. And this gentleman certainly was. 
He improved my French very much, and used to laugh at my 
blunders and bad pronunciation. He took a good deal of pains 
with me when I was at home, and made me speak French like a 
little gentleman. 

In a very brief time be learned English himself, with a droll 
accent to be sure, but so as to express himself quite intelligibly. 
His headquarters were at Winchelsea, though he would frequently 
be away at Deal, Dover, Canterbury, even London. He paid 
Mother a pension for little Agnes, who grew apace, and* was the 
most winning child I ever set eyes on. I remember, as well as 
yesterday, the black dress which was made for her after her poor 
mothers death, her pale cheeks, and the great solemn eyes gazing 
out from under the black curling ringlets which fell over her fore¬ 
head anil face. 

Why ilo I make zig-zag journeys ! Tis the privilege of old age 
to be garrulous, and its happiness to remember early days. As I 
sink lack in my arm-chair, safe and sheltered post tot discrimina , 
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and happier than it has been the lot of most fellow-sinners to ho, 
the past comes back to me—the stormy past, the strange unhappy 
v , t happy past—and I look at it scared and astonished sometimes ; 

huntsmen look at the gaps and ditches over which they have 
leapt, and wonder how they are alive. 

My good fortune in rescuing that little darling child caused the 
Chevalier to be very kind to me ; and when he was with us, 1 used 
to hang on to the skirts of his coat, and prattle for hours together, 
quite losing all fear of him. Except my kind namesake, the Captain 
and Admiral, this was the first gentleman I ever met in intimacy — 
a gentleman with many a stain, nay crime to reproach hiin ; but 
nut all lost, I hope and pray. I own to having a kindly fecliug 
tnwards that fatal man. I see myself a child prattling at his coat. 
skirts, and trotting along our roads and marshes with him. I see 
him with his sad pale face—and a kind of /</xjhtnm look he had 
looking at that unconscious lady, at that little baby. My friends 
[lie Neapolitans would have cabal his an evil eye, and exorcised it 
accordingly. A favourite walk we had was to a house about, a mile 
out of Winehelsea, where a grazing tanner lived. My delight then 
was to sec not his cattle, but bis pigeons, ot which he had a good 
stuck, of croppers, pouters, runts, and turbits ; anil amongst these 
1 was told there were a sort of pigeons called carriers, which would 
fly for prodigious distances, returning from the place t<> winch they 
were taken though it were ever so distant, to that whole they li\rd 
and wei'C bred. 

Whilst I was at Mr. Perreau's, one of these pigeons actually 
came in living from the sea, as it appeared to me: ami I cneau 
looked at it, and fondled it, and said to the Chevalier, “There is 
nothing. It is to be at the old place.” On which Monsieur le 
Chevalier only said, “ C’c-st bien [* and as we walked away told 
me all he knew about pigeons, which I daresay was no great 
knowledge. 

Why did he sav there was nothing? I asked in the inimceiire 
of my prattle. The Chevalier told me that these birds sometimes 
brought messages, written on a little paper, and tied under theii 
wings, and that Pcrreau said there was nothing because there was 
nothing. 

“Oh, then! lie sometimes does have messages with ins 

birds!”’ , . . 

The Chevalier .shrugged his shoulders, and took a groat pnu li 
out of his line snuff-box. “What did l’apa Duval do to you the 
"tlier day when you began to talk too last ? ’ says he. “ Learn to 
hold thy little tongue, Denis, won tjnr<;on. It thou li verst a little 
longer, and tellest till thou seest, the Lord help thee ! And I 
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suppose our conversation ended here, and he strode home, and [ 
trotted after him. 

1 narrate these things occurring in childliood by the help of an,, 
or two marks which have been left behind—as the ingenious I mv 
found his way home by the pebbles which lie dropped along hi- 
line of march. Thus I happen to know the year when poor 
Madame do Saverne must have been ill, by referring to the date nf 
the execution of the woman whom our neighbour saw burned i.n 
Peneiiden Heath. Was it days, was it weeks after this that 
Madame do Saverne’s illness ended as all our illnesses will cud 
one day ! 

During the whole course of her illness, whatever its length may 
have been, those priests from Slindon (or from Mr. Weston’s th. 
I’opish gentleman’s at the Priory) were constantly in our house, 
and 1 suppose created a great scandal among the Protestants of tin- 
town. Monsieur de la Motto showed an extraordinary zeal in the 
business ; and, sinner as he was, certainly was a most devout sinner, 
according to his persuasion. I do not remember, or was net 
cognisant, when the end came ; but I remember my astonishment 
its, passing by her open ehamher door, I saw candles lighted before 
her bed, and some of those clergy watching there, and the Chevalier 
de la Motto kneeling in the passage in an attitude of deep contrition 
and grief. 

On that last day there was, as it appeared, a great noise and 
disturbance round our house. The people took ollence at the 
perpetual coming in and out of the priest : and on the very night 

when ... was to bo taken from our lmnse, and the clergymen 

were performing the last services there, the windows of the room, 
where the poor lady lay, were broken in bv a great volley of stones, 
and a roaring mob shouting, “ Xo Popery ! Down with the priests! 

(Irandfather lost all courage tit these threatening demonstrations, 
and .screamed out at his /mi for bringing all this persecution and 
danger upon him. “Silence, miserable!?* says she. “Do sit in 
tin' hack kitchen, and count your money-bags ! ” S/ir, at least, did 
not lose her courage. 

Monsieur de la Motto, though not frightened, was much dis 
Imbed. The matter might be very serious. I did not know at 
the time bow furiously angry our townspeople were with my 
parents for harbouring a Papist. Had they known that the lady 
was a converted Protestant, they would, doubtless, have been more 
violent still. 

We were in a manner besieged in our house : the garrison 
being - the two priests in much terror : my grandfather, under 
the bed for wlmt I know, or somewhere where he would be equally 



OUT OF THE DEPTHS 


ervieeable; my mother and the Chevalier, with their wits about 
them ; and little Denis Duval, no doubt very much in the way. 
When the poor lady died it was thought advisable to send her 
little girl out of the way ; and Mrs. Weston at the Priory took her 
in, who belonged, as has before been said, to the ancient faith. 

We looked out with no little alarm for the time when the 
hearse should come to take the poor lady's body away ; fir the 
people would not leave the street, and barricaded either end of it, 
having perpetrated no actual violence beyond the smashing of the 
windows as yet, but ready no doubt for more mischief. 

Calling me to him, Monsieur de la Motto said, “Denis, thou 
ivmcmhcrest about the carrier pigeon the other day with nothing 
tinder his wing?” I remembered, of course. 

“Thou slialt be my carrier pigeon. Thou shalt carry no letter, 
hut a message. I can trust thee now with a secret.’’ And 1 kept 
it, find will tell it now that the people are quite out of danger from 
Onit piece of intelligence, as I can promise you. 

“You know Mr. Weston’s house?” Know the house where 
Agnes was—the best house in the town ? Of course I did. lie 
named eight or ten houses besides Weston's at which 1 was to go 
and say, “ The mackerel are coming in. Come as many of you as 
lain. " And 1 went to the houses, and said the words ; and when 
the people said “Where?” I said, “Opposite our house,” and so 
"nit on. 

The last and handsomest house (I had never been in it before) 
"as Mr. Weston’s, at the Priory : and there 1 went and called to 
see him. And I remember Mrs. Weston was walking up and down 
a gallery over the hall with a little crying child who would not. go 
! ■ sleep. 

“Agnes, Agnes!” says 1, and that baby was quiet in a minute, 
smiling, and crowing, and Hinging out her arms. Indeed, mine was 
l he first, name she could speak. 

The gentlemen came out of their parlour, where they were over 
their pipes, and asked me, surlily enough, what I wanted. .1 said, 
“ The mackerel are out, and the crews me wanted before Peter 
1 nival's, the barlier’s.” And one of them, with a .-row I on his 
fare, and an oath, said they would lie there, and shut the door in 
my face. 

As I went away from the Priory, and crossed the churchyard 
by the Rectory gate, who should come up but Inn-tor Raman! in 
his gig, with lamps lighted : and I always saluted him after he had 
Sion so kind to me, and had given me the books and the cake. 
“What,” says lie, “my little shrimper I Have you fetched any 
lid, off the rocks to-night ? 
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“Oh, no, sir!” says I. “I have been taking messages all 
round.” 

“ And what message, my boy ? ” 

I told him the message about the mackerel, &c.; but added 
that I must not tell the names, for the Chevalier had desired me 
not to mention them. And then I went on to tell how there was a 
great crowd in the street, and that they were breaking windows at 
our house. 

“ Breaking windows 1 What for?” I told him what had hap 
pened. “ Take Dolly to the stables. Don’t say anything to your 
mistress, Samuel, and come along with me, my little shrimper," 
says the Doctor. He was a very tall man in a great white wig. 
I see him now skipping over the tombstones, by the great ivy 
tower of the church, and so through the churchyard-gate towards 
our house. 

The hearse had arrived by this time. The crowd had increased, 
and there was much disturbance and agitation. As soon as the 
hearse came, a yell rose up from the people. “ Silence ! shame! 
Hold your tongue ! Let the poor woman go in quiet,” a few people 
said. These were the men of the mackerel fishery ; whom the 
Weston gentlemen presently joined. But the fishermen were a 
small crowd ; the townspeople were many and very angry. As we 
passed by the end of Port Street (where our house was) we could 
see the people crowding at either end of the street, and in the midst 
the great hearse with its black plumes before our door. 

it was impossible that the hearse could pass through the crowd 
at either end of the street, if the people were determined to bar the 
way. I “went in, as I had come, by the back gate of the garden, 
where the lane was still quite solitary, Doctor Barnard following 
me. We were awfully seared as we passed through the back 
kitchen (where the oven and boiler are) by the sight of an individual 
who suddenly leapt out of the copper, and who cried out, “ O 
mercy, mercy ! save me from the wicked men 1 ” This was my 
grandpapa, and with all respect for grandpapas (being of their age 
and standing myself now), I cannot but own that mine op this 
occasion cut rather a pitiful figure. 

“ Save my house ! Save my property ! ” shouts my ancestor, 
and the Doctor turns away from him scornfully, and passes on. 

In the passage out of this back kitchen we met Monsieur de la 
Motte, who says, “ Ah, e’est toi, inon gareon ! Thou hast been on 
thy errands ? Our people are well there ? ” and he makes a bow to 
the Doctor, who came in with me, and who replied by a salutation 
equally stiff. Monsieur de la Motte, reconnoitring from the upper 
room, had, no doubt, seen his people arrive. As I looked towards 
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him I remarked that he was armed. He had a belt with pistols in 
it. and a sword by his sjde. 

In the back room were the two Roman Catholic clergymen, and 
four men who had come with the hearse. They had been fiercely 
assailed as they entered the house with curses, shouts, hustling, and 
I believe even sticks and stones. My mother was serving them 
with brandy when we came in. She was astonished when she saw 
the Rector make his appearance in our house. There was no love 
between his Reverence and our family. 

He made a very grand obeisance to the Roman Catholic clergy¬ 
men. “Gentlemen,” said he, “as rector of this parish, and magis¬ 
trate of the county, I have come to keep the peace, and if there is 
any danger, to share it with yon. The lady will he buried iu the 
oh! cliurehyard, I bear. Mr. Trestles, are you ready to move?” 

The men said they would be prepared immediately, and went 
to bring down their melancholy burden. “ Open the door, you!” 
says the Doctor. The people within shrank back. “ / will do 
it.” says Mother. 

“ Et moi, parbleu ! ” says the Chevalier advancing, his hand 
on his hilt. 

“ I think, sir, I shall be more serviceable than you,” says the 
hector, very coldly. “If these gentlemen my eemfri-res are ready, 
we will go out; I will go first, as rector of this parish.” Anil 
-Mother drew the bolts, and he walked out and took oil' bis bat. 

A Babel roar of yells, shouts, curses came pouring into the 
hull as the door opened, and the Doctor remained on the steps, 
bareheaded and undaunted. 

“ How many of my parishioners are here ? Stand aside all who 
come to my church ! ” he called out very hold. 

At this arose immense roars of “No Popery! down with the 
priests ! down with them ! drown them ! ” and I know not what 
more words of hatred and menace. 

“You men of the French church,” shouted out the Doctor, 
“ are you here ? ” 

“We are here ! Down with Popery ' ” roar the Frenchmen. 

“Because you were persecuted a hundred years ago, you want 
to persecute in your turn. Is that what your Bible teaches you ! 
Mine doesn’t. When your church wanted repair, I gave you my 
nave, where you had your service, and were welcome. Is this 
the way > r ou repay kindness which has Isen shown to you, you 
who ought to know better? For shame on you! I say, for 
shame! Don’t try and frighten me. Roger Hooker, I know you, 
vou poaching vagabond ! Mho kept y-our wife and children when 
you were at Lewes Gaol ? How dare you Is- fiersecuting anybody, 
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Thomas Flint? As sure as my name is Barnard, if you stop this 
procession, l will commit you to-morrow.” 

Here was a cry of “ Iluzzay for the Doctor! liuzzay for the 
Rector ! ” which I am afraid came from the mitrltreh, who were 
assembled by this time, and were not mum, as tisli generally are. 

“ Now, gentlemen, advance, if you please ! ” This lie said to 
the two foreign clergymen, who came forward courageously enough, 
the (llievalier de la Motto walking behind them. “Listen, you 
friends and parishioners, Churchmen and Dissenters! These two 
foreign dissenting clergymen are going to bury, in a neighbouring 
churchyard, a departed sister, as you foreign dissenters have buried 
your own dead without harm or hindrance; and I will accompany 
these gentlemen to the grave prepared for the deceased ladv, and 
1 will see her laid in peace there, as surely as 1 hope myself tn 
lie in peace.” 

Here the people shouted; but it was with admiration for the 
Rector. There was no outcry any more. The little procession 
fell into an orderly rank, passed through the streets, and round 
the I’rotestant church to the old burying-ground behind the house 
of the I’riory. 'flic Rector walked between the two Roman 
Catholic clergymen. I imagine the scene before me now —the 
tramp of the people, the dicker of a torch or two; and then we 
go in at the gate of the Priory ground into the old graveyard ol 
the monastery', where a grave bail been dug, on which the stone 
still tells that Clarissa, born De Viomesnil, and widow of Francis 
Stanislas (burnt of Savcrne and Barr in Lorraine, lies buried 
beneath. 

When the service was ended, the Chevalier de la Motte (by 
whose side I stood, bolding by bis cloak) came up to the Doctor. 
“Monsieur le Doeteur,” says he, “you have acted like a gallant 
man ; von have prevented bloodshed-” 

" l am fortunate, sir,” says the Doctor. 

“ You have saved the lives of these two Worthy ecclesiastic!*, 
and rescued from insult the remains of one-” 

“Of whom l know the sad history,” says the Doctor, very 
gravely. 

“ l am not rich, but will you permit me to give this purse 
for your poor ! " 

“Sir, it is my duty to accept it,” replied the Doctor. The 
purse contained a hundred louis, as lie afterwards told me. 

"And may I ask to take your hand, sir?” cries the poor 
Chevalier, clasping his own together. 

“ No, sir ! " said the Doctor, putting bis own bands behind his 
back. " Your hands have that on them which the gift of a few 
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guineas cannot wash away.” The Doctor spoke very good French. 
••My chihl, good-night; and the best tiling I can wish thee is to 
wi-li thee out of the hands of that man.” 

•‘Monsieur!” says the Chevalier, laying his hand on his sword 
mechanically. 

" [ think, sir, the last time it was with the pistol you showed 
vmir skill ! ” says Doctor Barnard, and went in at Ins own wicket 
as he spoke, leaving poor La Motto like a man who has just been 
struck with a blow ; and then he fell to weeping and crying that 
tiic curse the curse of Cain was upon him. 

‘‘ My good boy,” the old Kcctor said to me in after days, while 
talking over these adventures, ‘‘thy friend the Chevalier was the 
most infernal scoundrel I ever set eyes on, and 1 never looked at 
his foot without expecting to see it was cloven." 

“And could he tell me anything about the poor Countess!" 
1 asked. He knew nothing. He saw her but once, he thought. 
"And faith,” says lie, with all arch look, “it so happened that 1 
was not too intimate with your own worthy family.” 

• 


2 I 
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CHAPTER V 

I HEAR THE SOUND OE BO IE BELLS 

W HATEVER may have been the Rector's dislike to my 
parents, in respect of us juniors and my dear little Agnes 
de Saverne lie had no such prejudices, and both of us 
were great favourites with him. He considered himself to be a 
man entirely without prejudices ; and towards Roman Catholics lie 
certainly was most liberal, lie sent his wife to see Mrs. Weston, 
and an acquaintance was made between the families, who had 
scarcely known each other before. Little Agnes was constantly 
with these Westons, with whom the Chevalier de la Motto also 
became intimate. Indeed, we have seen that he must have known 
them already, when he sent me on the famous “ mackerel ” message 
which brought together a score at least of townspeople. I remember 
Mrs. Weston as a frightened-looking woman, who seemed as if she 
had a ghost constantly before her. Frightened, however, or not, 
she was always kind to my little Agnes. 

The younger of the Weston brothers (he who swore at me 
the night of the burial) was a red-eyed, pimple-laced, cock- 
fighting gentleman for ever on the trot, and known, I daresay 
not very favourably, all the country round. They were said to 
be gentlemen of good private means. They lived in a pretty 
genteel way, with a post-chaise for the lady, and excellent nags 
to ride. ‘ They saw very little company ; but this may have 
been because they were Roman Catholics, of whom there were 
not many in the county, except at Arundel and Slindon, where 
the lords and ladies were of too great quality to associate with 
a pair of mere fox-hunting, horse-dealing squires. Monsieur de 
la Motto, who was quite the line gentleman, as I have said, 
associated with those people freely enough: but then he had 
interests in common with them, which I began to understand when 
I was some ten or a dozen years old, and used to go to see my 
little Agnes at the Priory. She was growing apace to be a tine 
lady. She had dancing-masters, music-masters, language-masters 
(those foreign tonsured gentry who were always about the Priory), 
and was so tall that Mother talked of putting powder in her 
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hair. Ah, belle dame! another hand hath since whitened it, 
though I love it, ebony, or silver ! 

I continued at Rye School, boarding with Mr. Budge and his 
drain-drinking daughter, and got a pretty fair smattering of such 
learning as was to be had at the school. I had a fancy to go to 
sea, Lut Doctor Barnard was strong against that wish of mine: 
unless indeed I should go out of Rye and Winehelsea altogether— 
get into a King’s ship, and perhaps on the quarter-deck, under the 
patronage of my friend Sir Peter Denis, who ever continued to be 
kind to me. 

Every Saturday night I trudged home from Bye, as gay as 
s.-hoolboy could be. After Madame de Savernc's death the 
Chevalier de la Motto took our lodgings on llie tirst-floor. He 
was of an active disposition, and found business in plenty to occupy 
him. He would be absent from his lodgings for weeks and months, 
lie made journeys on horseback into the interior of the country ; 
went to London often : and sometimes abroad with our fishermens 
hunts. As I have said, he learned our language well, and taught 

. his. Mother’s German was better than her French, and my 

hook for reading the German was Doctor Luther’s Bible: indeed, 
that very volume in which poor Monsieur de Havernc wrote down 
his prayer for the child whom he was to see only twice in this 
world. 

Though Agnes’s little chamber was always ready at our house, 
where she was treated like a little lady, having a servant specially 
attached to her, and all the world to spoil her, she passed a great 
deal of time with Mrs. Weston, of the Priory, who took a great 
affection for the child even before sin 1 lost her own dauglitei. I 
have said that good masters were here found for her. She learned 
to speak English as a native, of course, and French and music from 
the fathers who always were about the house. Whatever the 
i hiid’s expenses or wants were, Monsieur de la Motto generously 
defrayed them. After his journeys lie would bring her back toys, 
sweetmeats, knicknaeks tit for a little duchess. She lorded it 
over great and small in the Priory, in the as we may 

< all mv mother’s house, ay, and in the Beetory ton, where Doctor 
and Mrs. Barnard were her very humble servants, like all the rest 

of ns. , , 

And here I may as well tell you that 1 was made to become a 

member of the Church of England, because Mother took huff at our 
French Protestants, who would continue persecuting her for harbour- 
urn the Papists, and insisted that between the late poor f oun tess 
and the Chevalier there had been an unlawful intimacy. Monsieur 
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Borel, our pastor, preached at poor Mother several times, she said. 
I did not understand his innuendoes, being a, simple child, I fear not 
caring much for sermons in those days, For Grandpapa’s I know 
I did not; he used to give us halfau-hour at morning, and half-air 
hour at evening. I could not help thinking of Grandfather skipping 
out of the copper, and calling on us to spare his life on the day of 
the funeral ; and his preaching went in at one ear and out at t’other. 
One day -a /n-o/ms of some pomatum which a customer wanted tn 
buy, and which I knew Mother made with lard and bergamot her 
self—I heard him tell such a fib to a customer, that somehow I 
never could respect the old man afterwards. lie actually said the 
pomatum had just come to him from France, direct -from the 
Dauphin’s own hairdresser: and our neighbour, I daresay, would 
have bought it, but 1 said, “ Oh, Grandpapa, you must mean some 
other pomatum ! I saw Mother make this with her own hands." 
Grandfather actually began to cry when I said this. He said I was 
being his death. He asked that somebody should fetch him out 
and hang him that moment. Why is there no bear, says he, to cat 
that little monster’s head off and destroy that prodigy of crime 1 
Nay, 1 used to think I intis a monster sometimes : he would go on 
so fiercely about my wickedness and perverseness. 

Doctor Barnard was pausing by our pole one day, and our open 
door, when Grandfather was preaching upon this sin of mine, with 
a strap in one hand, laying over my shoulders in the intervals of 
the discourse. Down goes the strap in a minute, as the Doctor's 
lean figure makes its appearance at the door ; and Grandfather begins 
to smirk and bow, and hope his Reverence was well. My heart 
was full. [ had had sermon in the morning, and sermon at night, 
and strapping every day that week ; and Heaven help me, I loathed 
that old man, and loathe him still. 

“ How can I, sir,” says I, bursting out into a passion of tears— 
“ How can I honour my grandfather and mother, if Grandfather 

tells such d -lies as he does ! ” And I stamped with my feet. 

trembling with wrath and indignation at the disgrace put upon me. 
I then 1 nirst out with my story, which there was no controverting : 
and I will say Grandfather looked at me as if lie would kill me ; 
and I ended my tale sobbing at the Doctor's knees. 

"Listen, Mr. Duval,” says Doctor Barnard, very sternly: ‘‘I 
know a great deal more than you think about you and your doings. 
My advice to you is to treat this child well, and to leave off some 
practices which will get, you into trouble, as sure as your name is 
what it is. I know where your pigeons go to, and where they 
come from. And some day, when I have you in my justice-room, 
we shall see whether I will show you any more mercy than you 
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liavo shown to this child. I know yon to lie— " and the Doctor 

whispered something into Grandfather's ears and stalked away. 

(fan you guess l>y what name the Doctor called my grandfather ? 
If lie called him hypocrite, ma foi, he was not far wrong. Rut 
the truth is, he called him smuggler, and that was a name which 
titled hundreds of people along our coast, 1 promise you. At 
11 > the, at Folkestone, at Rover, Retd, Sandwich, there were scores 
and scores of these gentry. All the way to London they had 
depots, friends, and correspondents. Inland and along the Thames 
there were battles endless between them and the revenue people. 
Our friends “the mackerel,” who came out at .Monsieur de la 
Motto’s summons, of course were of this calling. One day when he 
came home from one of his expeditions, 1 remember .jumping forward 
to welcome him, for he was at one time very kind to me, and as 1 
ran into his arms he started hack, and shrieked out an oath and a 
were Men or two. He was wounded in the arm. There had been 
a regular battle at Deal between the dragoons and revenue otlieers 
on the one side, and the smugglers and their friends. Cavalry had 
charged cavalry, and Monsieur de la Motto (his smuggling name, 
he told me afterwards, was Mr. Paul, or Pole) had fought, on the 
itiar/'ercl side. 

•So were my gentlemen at the Priory of the Mackerel party. 
Why, I could mine yon great names of merchants and hankers at 
Canterbury, Dover, Rochester, who were engaged in this traffic. 
My grandfather, you see, howled with the wolves; but then he 
used to wear a snug tnwh'fy skin over his woil s hide. Ah, shall 1 
thank Heaven, like the Pharisee, that I am not as those men are? 

I hope there is no harm in being thankful that I have been brought 
out of temptation : that I was not made a rogue at a child's age ; 
and that I did not come to the gallows as a man. Such a late 
lias befallen more than one of the precious friends ot my youth, as 
I shall have to relate in due season. 

That habit I had of speaking out everything that was on my 
mind, brought me, as a child, into innumerable scrapes, but I do 
thankfully believe has preserved me from still greater. \\ hat 
could you do with a little chatterbox, who, when his grandfather 
offered to sell a pot. of pomatum as your true Poinmadc de < ytliele, 
must cry out, “ Xu, Grandpapa, Mother made it with marrow and 
bergamot”? If anvthing happened which 1 was not to mention, 1 
was sure to blunder out Some account ot it. Cood Doctor Laniard, 
and my patron Captain Denis (who was a great friend of our 
Rector). I suppose used to joke about this propensity of mine, and 
would laugh for ten minutes together, as I told my stories ; and I 
think the Doctor lmd a serious conversation with my mother on 
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the matter; for she said, “ He has reason. The boy shall not 
go any more. We will try and have oi\e honest man in the 
family.” 

Go any more where 1 Now I will tell you (and I am much 
more ashamed of this than of the barber’s pole, Monsieur mon fils, 
that I can promise you). When I was boarding at the grocer’s at 
Rye, I and other boys were constantly down at the water, and we 
learned to manage a boat pretty early. Rudge did not go out him¬ 
self, being rheumatic and lazy, but his apprentice would be absent 
frequently all night; and on more than one occasion I went out as 
odd boy in the boat to put my hand to anything. 

Those pigeons I spoke of anon came from Boulogne. When 
one arrived he brought a signal that our Boulogne correspondent 
was on his way, and we might lie on the look-out. The French 
boat would make for a point agreed upon, and we lay off until 
she came. We took cargo from her: barrels without number, I 
remember. Once wo saw her chased away by a revenue cutter. 
Once the same ship final at us. I did not know what the balls 
were, which splashed close alongside of us ; but I remember the 
apprentice of Rudgc’s (he used to make love to Miss R., and married 
her afterwards) singing out, “ Lord, have mercy ! ” in an awful 
consternation, and the Chevalier crying out, “ Hold your tongue, 
mis^ra/th:! You were never born to lie drowned or shot.” He 
had some hesitation about taking me out on this expedition. He 
was engaged in running smuggled goods, that is the fact • and 
“.smuggler” was the word which Doctor Barnard whispered in my 
grandfather’s ear. If we were hard pressed at certain points which 
we knew, and could ascertain by cross-bearings which we took, we 
would sink our kegs till a more convenient time, and then return 
and drag for them, and bring them up with line and grapnel. 

I certainly behaved much better when we were fired at, than 
that oaf of a Bevil, who lay howling his “Lord have mercy upon 
us!” at tin' bottom of the boat; but somehow the Chevalier dis¬ 
couraged my juvenile elforts in the smuggling line, from his fear of 
that unlucky tongue of mine, which would blab everything I knew. 
I may have been out / half-a-dozen times in all, but especi¬ 

ally after we had been fired at, La Motto was for leaving me at 
home. My mother was averse, too, to my becoming a seaman (a 
smuggler) by profession. Her aim was to make a gentleman of me, 
she said, and I am most unfeignedlv thankful to her for her keeping 
me out of mischiefs way. Had I been permitted to herd along 
with the black sheep, Doctor Barnard would never have been so 
kind to me as lie was ; and indeed that good man showed me the 
greatest favour. When I came home from school lie would often 
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1:;ivo me to the Rectory, and hear me my lessons, and lie was 
pleased to say I was lively boy of good parts. 

The Doctor received rents for his college at Oxford, which has 
considerable property in these parts, and twice a year would go 
to London and pay the moneys over. In my boyish times these 
journeys to London were by no means without danger; and if you 
will take a Gentleman’s Magazine from the shelf you will find a 
highway robbery or two in every month’s chronicle. We hoys at 
school were never tired of talking of highwaymen and their feats. 
As I often had to walk over to Rye from home of a night (so as to 

in time for early morning school), I must needs buy a little brass- 
barrelled pistol, with which I practised in secret, and which I had 
to hide, lest Mother, or Rudge, or the schoolmaster should take it 
away from me. Once as I was talking with a schoolfellow, and 
vapouring about what we would do, were we attacked, I fired my 
pistol, and shot away a piece of his coat. I might have hit his 
stomach, not his coat—Heaven be good to us 1--and this accident 
made me more careful in the use of my artillery. And now I used 
to practice with small shot instead of bullets, and pop at sparrows 
whenever I could get a chance. 

At Michaelmas, in the year 177*") (I promise you 1 remember 
the year), my dear and kind friend, Doctor Barnard, having to go 
to London with his rents, proposed to take me to London to see my 
other patron, Sir Peter Denis, between whom and the Doctor there 
was a great friendship ; and it is to those dear friends that 1 owe 
the great good fortune which has befallen me in life. Indeed, when 
1 think of what I might have been, and of what I have escaped, 
my heart is full of thankfulness for the great mercies which have 
fallen to my share. Well, at this happy ami eventful Michaelmas 
of 177G, Doctor Barnard says to me, “Denis, my child, if thy 
mother will grant leave, I have a mind to take thee to see thy 
godfather, Sir Peter Denis, in London. I am going up with my 
rents, my neighbour W ostou will share the horses with me, and 
thou sha'lt see the Tower and Mrs. Salmon’s waxwork before thou 
art a week older." 

You may suppose that this proposition made Master Denis 
Duval jump for joy. Of course I had heard of London all my 
life, and talked with people who had been there, but that I 
should go mvself to Admiral Sir Peter Denis's bouse, and see the 
plav, Saint Paul’s, and Mrs. Salmon’s, here was a height of bliss 
I never had hoped to attain. I could not sleep for thinking of 
my pleasure ; I had some money, and I promised to buy as many 
toys for Agnes as the Chevalier used to bring her. My mother 
said I should go like a gentleman, ami turned me out in a red 
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waistcoat with plate buttons, a cock to my hat, and ruffles to 
my shirts. How I counted the hours of, the niixht before our 
departure ! I was up before the dawn packing my little valise. 
I got iny little brass-barrelled pocket-pistol, and I loaded it with 
shot. I put it away into my breast-pocket; and if we met with 
a highwayman I promised myself he should have my charge of 
lead in his face. The Doctor’s post-chaise was at his stables not 
very far from us. The stable lanterns were alight, and Drown, 
the Doctor’s man, cleaning the carriage, when Mr. Denis Duval 
comes up to the stable door, lugging his portmanteau after him 
through the twilight. Was ever daylight so long a-coming '? All! 
there come the horses at last; the horses from the “King's Head,” 
.and old l’ascoe, the one-eyed postillion. How well I remember 
the sound of their hoofs in that silent, street ! I can tell every¬ 
thing that happened on that day : what we had for dinner—viz,, 
veal cutlets, and French beans, at Maidstone ; where we changed 
horses, and the colour of the horses. “Here, Drown! Here’s 
my portmanteau! I say, where shall I stow it!’’ My port¬ 
manteau was about as large as a good sized apple-pie. I jump 
into the carriage and we drive lip to the Dertory : and I think the 
Doctor will never come out. There lie is at last : with his month 
full of buttered toast, and I 1«>1> my head to him a hundred times 
out of the chaise window. Then I must jump out. forsooth. 
“ Drown, shall I give you a hand with the luggage!" says J, and 
1 daresay they all laugh. Well, I am so happy that anybody may 
laugh who likes. The Doctor comes out, his precious box under 
his arm. f see dear Mrs. Darnard's great, cap nodding at us out 
of the parlour window as we drive away from the Deetory door to 
stop a hundred yards farther on at the I’riory. 

There at the parlour window stands my dear little Agnes, in 
a white frock, in a great cap with a blue riband and how, and 
curls clustering over her face. I wish Sir Joshua Ueynolds had 
painted thee in those days, my dear ; but thou wort the very 
image of one of his little ladies, that one who became Duchess 
of Dueeleueb afterwards. There is my Agnes, .and now presently 
comes out Mr. Weston's man and luggage, and it is fixed on the 
roof. Him, his master, Mr. <!eorge Weston, follows. This was 
the most, good matured of the two, and I shall never forget my 
sensation of delight, when I saw him bring out two holster-pistols, 
which he placed each in a pocket of the chaise, is Tommy 
Ohapmati, the apothecary’s son of Westgate, alive yet, and does 
he remember my wagging my head to him as our chaise whirled 
by 1 He was shaking a mat at the door of his. father's shop as 
my lordship accompanied by my noble friends passed by. 
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First stage, 13am Street, “The Bear." A grey horse and a 
ki\ to change, / n'liiepther them. Second static, Ashford. Third 

iiul ,_I think I am asleep alnuit the third static; and no 

wonder, a poor little wretch who had lieen awake half the night 
1« lore, and no doubt many nights previous, thinking of this 
wonderful journey. Fourth stage, Maidstone, " The Bell." "And 
here we will stop to dinner, Master ,Sh rim pea teller," says the 
| i,,e!or, and I .jump down out of the carnage nothing loth. The 
Doctor followed with his hox, of which he never lost sight. 

The Doctor liked his ease in his inn, and took his sip ot punch 
nmifortalily, that I, for my part, thought lie never would he 
gone. I was out ill the stahles and looking at the horses, and 
talking to the ostler who was rubbing his nags down. I daresay 
1 had a peep into the kitchen, and at the pigeons in the inn yard, 
and at all things which were to lie seen at “ I he Bell, while my 
two companions were still at their intcrniinahle punch. It was 
an old-fashioned inn, with a gallery round the courtyard. Heaven 
1 1 less us! Falstalf and Bardolph may have stopped there on the 
load to fladshill. I was in the stable looking at the nags, when 
Mr. Weston collies out of the inn, looks round the court, "pens 
the door of the post-chaise, takes put. lf)s pistols, looks at the prim 
ill”, and puts them hack again. Then we are oil again, and time 
enough too. It seemed to me many hours since we had arrived 
at that, creaking old “ Bell." And away we go through Addington, 
Kvnosfnrd, by miles and miles of hopgardens. 1 daresay 1 did 
(jut look at the prospect, much, beautiful though it might be, my 
young eyes being for ever on the look out for Saint Raul's and 


I'ora great part of the way Doctor Barnard and his companion 
had a tineControversy a Unit their respective religions, for which each 
was alike zealous. Nay : it may he the Hector invited Mr. Weston 
to take, a place ill his post-chaise in order to have this battle, ha 
he never tired of arguing the question between the two ( 'imrehes. 
Towards the close of the day Master Denis Duval Ml n-loep on 
Doctor Barnard's shoulder, and the good nut nr. d clergyman did not 


disturb him. 

1 woke up with the sudden stoppage of the carriage I he eve,,, 
ing was falling. We were upon a ..-lv common, and a man on 

horseback was at the window of the ]>o,-t ehai-e. 

"(live us out that there box 1 and your money ! 1 heard him 

say in a very grid!'Voice. <1 heavens 1 we wen- actually stopped by 

a highwayman! B was delightful. , 

Mr Weston jumped at his pistol.- very quick. “ Meres our 
money, von scoundrel ! ' says he, and lire,I point blank at the rogues 
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head. Confusion ! The pistol missed fire. He aimed the second, 
and again no report followed ! 

“Some scoundrel has been tampering with these,” says Mr. 
Weston, aghast. 

“Come,” says Captain Maeheath, “come, your-” 

But the next word the fellow spoke was a frightful oath ; for I 
took out my little pistol, which was full of shot, and fired it into his 
face. The man reeled, and I thought would have fallen out of his 
saddle. The postillion, frightened no doubt, clapped spurs to his 
horse, and began to gallop. “Shan’t we stop and take that rascal, 
sir?” said I to the Doctor. On which Mr. Weston gave a peevish 
kind of push at me, and said, “No, no. It is getting quite dark. 
Let us push on.” And, indeed, the highwayman’s horse lmd taken 
fright, and we could see him galloping away across the common. 

I was so elated to think that I, a little boy, had shot a live high¬ 
wayman, that I daresay I bragged outrageously of my action. We 
set down Mr. Weston at his inn in the Borough, and crossed London 
Bridge, and there I was in London at last. Yes, and that was the 
Monument, and then we came to the Exchange, and yonder, yonder 
was Saint Paul’s. Wo went up Ilolborn, and so to Ormond Street, 
where my patron lived in a noble mansion ; and where his wife, my 
Lady Denis, received me with a great deal of kindness. You may 
be sure the battle with the highwayman was fought over again, and 
I got due credit from myself and others for my gallantry. 

Sir Peter and his lady introduced me to a number of their 
acquaintances as the little boy who shot the highwayman. They 
received a great deal of company, and I was frequently had in to 
their dessert. I suppose I must own that my home was below in 
the housekeeper's room with Mrs. Jell icon ; but my Lady took such 
a fancy to me that she continually had me upstairs, took me out 
driving in her chariot, or ordered one of the footmen to take me to 
the sights of the town, and sent me in his charge to the play. It 
was the last year (larrick performed ; anil I saw him in the play of 
“ Macbeth,’’in a gold-laced blue coat with scarlet plush waistcoat 
and breeches. Ormond Street, Bloomsbury, was on the outskirts 
of the town then, with open country behind, stretching as far as 
Hampstead. Bedford House, north of Bloomsbury Square, with 
splendid gardens, was close bv, and Montague House, where I saw 
stulicit camelopards, and all sorts of queer things from foreign 
countries. Then there were the Tower, and the Waxwork, and 
Westminster Abbey, and Vauxhall. What a glorious week of 
pleasure it was ! At the week's end the kind Doctor went home 
again, and all those dear kind people gave me presents, and cakes, 
and money, and spoilt the little boy who shot the highwayman. 
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The affair was actually put into the newspapers, and who should 
oolite to hear of it but; my gracious Sovereign himself. One day 
Sir Peter Denis took me to see Kew Gardens and the new Chinese 
pagoda her Majesty had put up. Whilst walking here, and survey¬ 
ing this pretty place, I had the good fortune to see his M-j-sty, 
walking with our most gracious Qu—n, the Pr-iiee of W—s, the 
Hi shop of Omctburg, my namesake, and, I think, two, or it may 
he three, of the Princesses. Her M-j-sty knew Sir Peter from 
having sailed with him, saluted him very graciously, and engaged 
him in conversation. And the Best of Monarch.?, looking towards 
his humblest subject and servant, said, “What, what? Little boy 
shot the highwayman! Shot him in the face! Shot him in the 
face ! ” On which the youthful Pr-nces graciously looked towards 
me, and the King asking Sir Peter what my profession was to be, 
the Admiral said I hoped to he a sailor and serve his Majesty. 

1 promise you I was a mighty grand personage when I went 
home ; and Loth at Rye and Winchelsea scores of people asked me 
what the King said. On our return, we heard of an accident which 
had happened to Mr. Joseph Weston, which ended most unhappily 
for that gentleman. On the very day when we set out for London 
he went out shooting—a sport of which he was very fond : but in 
climbing a hedge, and dragging his gun incautiously after him, the 
lock caught in a twig, and the piece discharged itself into the poor 
jfentlenian’s face, lodging a number of shot into iiis left cheek, and 
into his eye, of which he lost the sight, after suffering much pain 
and torture. 

“ Bless my soul A charge of small shot in his face! What 
an extraordinary thing ! ” cries Doctor Barnard, who came down 
to see Mother and Grandfather the (lay after our return home. 
Mrs. Barnard had told him of the accident at supper on the night 
previous Had he been shot or shot some one himself, the Doctor 
could scarce have looked more seared. He put me in mind of Mr. 
Garrick, whom I had just seen at the playhouse, London, when 
he comes out after murdering the King. 

“You look, Doeteur, as if you done it yourself, says Monsieur 
de la Motte, laughing, and in his English jargon. “ 1 wo time, 
three time, I say, Weston, you shoot yourself, you carry you gun 
that way, and he say he not born to be shot, and lie swear ! 

“But, my good Chevalier, Doctor Blades picked some bits 
of crape out of his eye, and thirteen or fourteen shot. What is the 
size of your shot, Denny, with which you fired at the highway¬ 
man ? ” 

“Quid autem vides festueam in oeulo fratris tni, Doctor? savs 
the Chevalier ; “that is good doctrine—Protestant or Popish, eh f 
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On which the Doctor held down his head, and said, “Chevalier, [ 
am corrected ■ I was wrong—very wrong.” 

“ And as for crape,” La, Motte resumed, “Weston is in mourn¬ 
ing. lie go to funeral at Canterbury four days ago. Yes, he tell 
me so. He and my friend Liitterloh go.” This Mr. Liit.terloh was 
a Herman living near Canterbury, with whom Monsieur de la, Motte 
had dealings. He had dealings with all sorts of people ; and very 
ipieer dealings, too, as I began to understand now that I was a stout 
hoy approaching fourteen years of age, and standing pretty tall in 
my shoes. 

De la, Motte laughed then at, the IMotor's suspicions. “ l’arsons 
and women all the same, save your respect, ma bonne Madame 
Duval: all tell tales: all believe evil of their neighbours. I tell 
you 1 see Weston shout twenty, thirty time. Always drag his gun 
through hedge.” 

“ But the crape-1” 

“Ball! Always in mourning, Weston is! For shame of your 
atiii-mix, little Denis! Never think such thing again. Don't 
make Weston your enemy, if a man say that of me, 1 would 
shoot him myself, /nichleii ” 

“ But if lie has done it?” 

“ I'nrhlcii 1 would shoot him so much ze mor! ” says the 
Chevalier, with a stamp of his foot. And the lirst time he saw 
me alone lie reverted to the subject. “Listen, Denisot!” says 
lie : “ thou becomes! a great boy. Take my counsel, and hold thy 
tongue. This suspicion against Mr. .Joseph is a monstrous crime, 
as well as a folly. A man say that of me -right or wrong—I burn 
hi in the brain. Oner I come home, and you run against me, and 
1 cry out, and swear and pest. 1 was wounded myself, i deny 
it not." 

“ And I said nothing, sir,” I interposed. 

“No, 1 do thee justice; tlum didst say nothing. You know 
the metier we make sometimes] That night in the boat” (“ :nl 
night in :e bout,” lie used to say), “when the revenue cutter fire, 
and your poor eamarade howl—all, how lie howl- you don't suppose 
we were there to look for lobstare pot, eh? Tu n’as pas bronchi!, 
toi. You did not crane; you show yourself a man of heart. And 
now, petit, appreuds it to taire ! ' And lie gave me a shake of the 
hand, and a couple of guineas in it too, and went oil' to his stables 
on his business. He had two or throe horses now, and was always 
on the trot ; he was very liberal with his money, and used to have 
handsome entertainments in his upstairs room, and never ipiarrelled 
about the bills which Mother sent in. “Hold thy tongue, Denisot,” 
said he. •• Never tell who comes in or who goes out. And mind 
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rlur, child, if thy tongue wags, little birds come and whisper me, 

■ md say, ‘ He tell.’” 

I tried to obey his advice, and to rein in that truant tongue 
ut' mine. When Doctor and Mrs. Barnard themselves asked me 
questions I was mum, and perhaps rather disappointed the good 
lady and the Rector too by my reticence. For instance, Mrs. 
Barnard would say, “That was a nice goose I saw going from 
market to your house, Denny.” 

“Goose is very nice, ma’am,” says I. 

“The Chevalier often has dinners ?” 

“Dines every day, regular, ma'am.” 

“Sees the Westons a great deal 1 ” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I say, with an indescribable heart-pang. And 
the cause of that pang 1 may as well tell. You see, though 1 was 
only thirteen years old, and Agnes but eight, 1 loved that little 
maid with all my soul and strength. Bov or man 1 never loved 
ativ other woman. 1 write these very words by my study lire in 
I’areport with madam opposite dozing over her mod till the 
neighbours shall come in to tea and their rubber. \\ lien my ink 

is run out, and my little tale is written, and ... church that 

is ringing to seven o’clock prayer shall toll lor a certain D. D., you 
will please, good neighbours, to remember that 1 never loved am 
but yonder lady, and keep a place by Darby tor .loan, "hen hei 
turn shall arrive. 

Now in the last year or two since she had been adopted at the 
Priory, Agnes came less and less otten to see us. Sin 1 did not go 
to church' with us, being a Catholic. She learned from the goo 1 
lathers her tutors. She learned music and french and dancing 
to perfection. All the country could not show a liner little lady. 
When she came to our shop, it was indeed a little countess honour¬ 
ing us with a visit. Mother was g.-ntle before her Grandfather 
obsequious I, of course, her most humble lit tie sen ant. ednesdaj 
(a half-holiday), and half Saturday, and all Sundae 1 might come 
home from school, and how I used to trudge, and how I longed to 
see that little maiden, any gentleman may imagine wlm has lost lus 
heart to an Agnes of his own. 

The first dav of my arrival at home, alter the memorable London 
.journey, I presented myself at the 1 Priory, with my pocket full of 
presents for Agnes. The footman let me into the hall civilly enough : 
hut the young lady was out with Mrs. Weston in the post chaise. 
I might ieave my message. 

I wanted to (/ire my message. Somehow in that fortnights 
absence from home, I had so got to long after Agnes that I never 
had mv little sweetheart quite out of my mind. It may have been 
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a silly thing, but I got a little pocket-book and wrote in French a 
journal of all I saw in London. I daresay, there were some petty 
faults in grammar. I remember a fine paragraph about my meeting 
the Royal personages at Kew, and all their names written down in 
order; and this little pocket-book I must needs send to Made¬ 
moiselle de Snvcrnc. 

The next day I called again. Still Mademoiselle de Saverne 
was not to be seen : but in the evening a servant brought a little 
note from her, in which she thanked her dear brother for his 
beautiful book. That was some consolation. She liked the pocket- 
book, anyhow. I wonder, can you young people guess what I did 
to it before I sent it away? Yes, I did. “One, tree, feefty time," 
as the Chevalier would say. The next morning, quite early, I had 
to go back to school, having promised the Doctor to work hard 
after my holiday ; and work I did with a \till, at my French and 
my English, and my Navigation. I thought Saturday would never 
conic : but it did at last, and I trotted as quick as legs would carry 
mo from school to Wiiiehelsua. My legs were growing apace now; 
and especially as they took me homewards, few could outrun them. 

All good women are match-makers at heart. My dear Mrs. 
Barnard saw quite soon what my condition of mind was, and was 
touched by my boyish fervour. I called once, twice, thrice at tilt* 
Priory, and never could get a sight of Miss Agnes. The servant 
used to shrug his shoulders and laugh at me in an insolent way, 
and the last time said --“You need not call any more. We don’t 
want our hair cut here, nor no pomatum, nor no soap, do you under¬ 
stand that?” and he slammed the door in my face. I was stunned 
by this insolence, and beside myself with rage and mortification. 
I went to Mrs. Barnard, and told her what had happened to me. 
1 burst into tears of passion and grief as I tiling myself on a sofa 
by the good lady. I told her how I had rescued little Agnes, how 
I loved the little tiling better than all the world. I spoke my 
heart out, and eased it somewhat, for the good lady wiped her eyes 
more than once, and finished by giving me a kiss. She did more ; 
she invited me to tea with her on the next Wednesday when I 
came home from school, and who should be there but little Agues. 
She blushed very much. Then she came towards me. Then she 
held up her little cheek to be kissed, and then she cried—oh, how 
she iliit cry ! There were three people whimpering in that room. 
(How well I recollect it opening into the garden, and the little old 
blue dragon teacups and silver pot!) There were three persons, I 
say, crying : a lady of fifty, a boy of thirteen, and a little girl of 
fight years of age. Can you guess what happened next ? Of course 
the lady of fifty remembered that she had forgotten her spectacles, 
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ami went upstairs to fetch them ; and then the little maiden began 
tn open her heart to yne, and told her dear Denny how she had 
been longing to see him, and how they were very angry with him 
at the Priory ; so angry that his name was never to he spoken. 
■■The Chevalier said that, and so did the gentlemen—imperially 
Mr. Joseph, who had been dreadful since his accident, and one day 
(says my dear) when you called, lie was behind the door with a 
great horsewhip, and said he would let you in, and flog your soul 
out of your body, only Mrs. Weston cried, and Mr. George said, 
■l>on’t be a fool, Joe!’ But something you have done to Mr. 
Joseph, dear Denny, and when your name is mentioned, he rages 
and swears so that it is dreadful to hear him. What can make the 
gentleman so angry with you ? ” 

“ So lie actually was waiting with a horsewhip, was lie ? In 
that case I know what I would do. I would never go about without 
my pistol. I have hit one fellow,” said I, “and if any other man 
threatens me 1 will defend myself.” 

My dear Agnes said that they were very kind to her at the 
1’riory, although she could not bear Mr. Joseph—that they gave 
her good masters, that she was to go to a good school kept by a 
Catholic lady at Arundel. And oh, how she wished her Denny 
would turn Catholic, and she prayed for him always, always ! And 
for that matter I know some one who never night, or morning on his 
knees has forgotten that little maiden. The father used to come 
and give her lessons three or four times in the week, and she used 
to learn her lessons by heart, walking up and down in the great 
green walk in the kitchen-garden every morning at eleven o’clock. 

1 knew the kitchen-garden ! the wall was in North Lane, one of 
tiic old walls of the convent : at the end of the green walk there 
was a pear tree. And that was where she always went to learn her 
lessons. 

And here, I suppose, Mrs. Barnard returned to the room, having 
found her spectacles. And as I take mine oli my nose and shut 
my eyes, that well-remembered scene of boyhood passes before them 
that garden basking in the autumn evening- that little maiden 
with peachy cheeks, and glistening curls, that, dear and kind 
old lady, who says, “’Tis time now, children, you should go 
home." 

I had to go to school that night : but before I went J ran up 
North Lane and saw the old wall and the pear tree behind it. And 
do you know I thought I would try and get up the wall, and easy 
enough it was to find a footing between those crumbling old stones ; 
and when on the top I could look down from the branches of the 
tree into the garden below, and see the house at the farther end. 
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I ESCAPE FROM A GREAT DANGER 
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CHAPTER VI 

I ESCAPE FROM A GREAT DANGER 

1 SPOKE of the affair of the brickbats, at home, to Monsieur 
do la Motte only, not earing to tell Mother, lest she should 
lie inclined to resume her box-on-the-ear practice, for which I 
thought I was growing too old. Indeed, I had heroine a great hoy. 
There were not half-a-dozen out of the sixty at Pocoek’s who could 
heat me when I was thirteen years old, and from these champions, 
were they ever so big, I never would submit to a thrashing, without 
a tight on my part, in which, though 1 might get the worst, 1 was 
pretty sure to leave some ugly marks on my adversary's nose and 
eyes. 1 remember one lad especially, Tom Parrot by name, who 
was three years older than myself, and whom I could no more 1 wut 
than a frigate can beat a seventy-four : but we hii/hi/k/ lieverthe 
less, and, after we had had some rounds together, Tom put one hand 
m his pocket, and, with a queer face and a great black eye I had 
given him, says, “ Well, Denny, 1 could do it you know I could : 
but Pm so lazy, 1 don't care about going on.'’ And one of the 
bottle-holders beginning to jeer. Tom fetches him such a tap on the 
ear, that I promise you he showed no inclination for laughing after 
wards; By the way, that knowledge of the noble art of (istieufls 
which 1 learned at school, I had to practise at sea presently, in the 
cockpit of more than one of his Majesty s ships o| w ar. 

In respect of the slapping and caning at home, 1 think Monsieur 
de la Motte remonstrated with my mother, and represented to her 
that l was now too old for that kind of treatment. Indeed, when 
1 was fourteen, T was as tall as (Irandlatlier, and in a tussle I am 
sure 1 could have tripped his old heels up easily enough, and got 
ihe better of him in five minutes. D<> I speak of him with undue 
familiarity? I pretend no Eve for him: I never could have any 
respect. Some of Ins practices which 1 knew of made me turn from 
him, and his loud professions only increased me distrust. *1 /oiis/em 
titop ti/s, if ever you marry, and have a son, I hope the little chap 
will have an lamest man for a grandfather, and that von will he. 
able to say, “I loved him,” when the daisies cover me. 

La Motto, then, caused “ the aliolition of torture ” in our house, 
12 2 k. 
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and I was grateful to him. I had the queerest feelings towards 
that man. He was a perfect fine gentleman when he so wished: 
of his money most liberal, witty (in a dry cruel sort of way)—most 
tenderly attached to Agnes. Eh lien ! As I looked at his yellow 
handsome face, cold shudders would come over me, though at this 
time I did not know that Agnes’s father had fallen by his fatal 
hand. 

When I informed him of Mr. Joe Weston’s salute of brickbats, 
he looked very grave. And I told him then, too, a thing which 
had struck me most forcibly—viz., that the shout which Weston 
gave, and the oath which he uttered when he saw me on the wall, 
were precisely like the oath and execration uttered by the man 
unth the craped face, at whom I fired from the postchaise. 

"Bah, hi'tise!” says La Motte. “What didst thou on the 
wall ? One does not steal pears at thy age.” 

I daresay I turned red. “ I heard somebody’s voice,” I said. 
“ I*> fact, I heard Agnes singing in the garden, and -and I got on 
the wall to see her.” 

“ What, you—you, a little barber’s boy, climb a wall to speak 
to Mademoiselle Agnes de Saverno, of one of the most noble houses 
ot Lorraine?” La Motte yelled, with a savage laugh. “ Parbleu 
Monsieur Weston has well done ! ” 

“ Sir 1 ” said I, in a towering rage, “ barber as I am, my fathers 
were honourable Protestant clergymen in Alsace, and we arc as 
good as highwaymen at any rate ! Barber, indeed ! ” I say again. 
“And now I am ready to smear that the man who swore at me, 
and the man I shot on the road, are one and the same ; and I'll go 
to Doctor Barnard’s, and swear it before him 1 ” 

The (thevalier looked aghast, and threatening for awhile, “ Tu 
me menaces, je crois, petit manant ! ” says he, grinding his teeth. 
“This is too strong. Listen, Denis Duval! Hold thy tongue, or 
evil will come to thee. Thou wilt make for thyself enemies the 
most unscrupulous, and the most terrible—do you hear? I have 
placed Mademoiselle Agnes tie Saverno with that admirable woman, 
Mistress \\ estou, because she can meet at the Priory with society 
more fitting her noble birth than that which she will find under 
your grandfather’s pole—parbleu. Ah, you dare mount on wall to 
look tor Mademoiselle de Saverno? (lare aux man-straps, men 
garcon ! Vive Dieu, if I see thee on that wall I will fire on thee, 
moi le premier ! You pretend to Mademoiselle Agnes. Ha 1 ha ! 
ha ! and he grinned and looked like that cAccn-footed gentleman 
of whom Doctor Barnard talked. 

I felt that henceforward there was war between La Motte and 
me. At this time I had suddenly shot up to be a young man, and 
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was not the obedient prattling child of last year. I told Grand¬ 
father that I would bear no more punishment, such as the old man 
had been accustomed'’ to bestow upon me; and once when my 
mother lifted her hand, I struck it up, and gripped it so tight that I 
frightened her. From that very day she never raised a hand to 
me. Nay, I think she was not ill pleased, and soon actually began 
to spoil me. Nothing was too good for me. I know where the 
silk came from which made my fine new waistcoat, and the cambric 
for my ruffled shirts, but very much doubt whether they ever paid 
any duty. As I walked to church, I daresay T cocked my hat, and 
strutted very consequentially. When Tom Riilis, the baker's boy, 
jeered at my fine clothes, “Tom,” says I, “I will take my coat and 
waistcoat off for half-an-hour on Monday, and give thee a beating 
if thou hast a mind; but to-day let us be at peace, and go to 
church.” 

On the matter of church I am not going to make any boast. 
That awful subject lies between a man and his conscience. I have 
known men of lax faith pure and just in their lives, as 1 have met 
very loud-professing Christians loose in their morality, and hard 
and unjust in their dealings. There was a little old man at home — 
Heaven help him !—who was of this sort, and who, when I came 
to know his life, would put me into such a rage of revolt whilst 
preaching his daily and nightly sermons, that it is a wonder I 
was not enlisted among the scoffers and evil-doers altogether. I 
have known many a young man fall away, and become utterly 
reprobate, because the bond of discipline was tied too tightly upon 
him, and because lie lias found the preacher who was perpetually 
prating over him lax in his own conduct. I am thankful, then, 
that I had a better instructor than my obi grandfather with bis 
straj) and bis cane ; and was brought (I hope and trust) to a tight 
state of thinking by a man whose brain was wise, as his life was 
excellently benevolent and pure. This was my good friend Doctor 
Barnard, and to this day I remember the conversations I had with 
him, and am quite sure they influenced my future life. Had I 
been altogether reckless and as lawless as many people of our 
acquaintance and neighbourhood, he would have ceased to fed an\ 
interest in me ; and instead of wearing bis Majesty s epaulets 
(which I trust I have not disgraced), I might have been swabbing 
a smuggler’s boat, or riding in a night caravan, with kegs beside 
me and pistols and cutlasses to defend me, as that indue kj T.a 
Mottc owned for his part that he had done. My good mother, 
though she gave up the practice of smuggling, nevci could see the 
harm in it ; hut looked on it as a game where you played your 
stake, and lost or won it. She ceased to play, not because it wan 
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wrong, but it was expedient no more; and Mr. Denis, her son, 
was the cause of her giving up this old trade.,. 

For me, I thankfully own that I was taught to see the matter 
in a graver light, not only by our Doctor’s sermons (two or three 
of which, on the text of “Render unto Caesar,” he preached, to the 
rage of a great number of his congregation), but by many talks 
which he had with me ; when he showed me that I was in the 
wrong to break the laws of my country to which I owed obedience, 
as did every good citizen. lie knew (though he never told me, 
and his reticence in this matter was surely very kind) that my 
poor father had died of wounds received in a smuggling encounter; 
but. lie showed me how such a life must be loose, lawless, secret, 
and wicked ; must bring a man amongst desperate companions, 
and compel him to resist Ciesar’s lawful authority by rebellion, and 
possibly murder. “To thy mother I have used other arguments, 
Denny, my boy,” lie said, very kindly. “I and the Admiral want 
to make a gentleman of thee. Thy old grandfather is rich enough 
to help us if he chooses. I won’t stop to inquire too strictly where 
all his money came from ;* but ’tis clear we cannot make a gentle¬ 
man of a smuggler’s boy, who may be transported any day, or, in 

case of armed resistance, may bo-” And here my good Doctor 

puts his hand to his ear, and indicates the punishment for piracy 
which was very common in my young time. “My Denny does 
not want, to ride with a crape over his face, and fire pistols at 
revenue olliccrs ! No ! I pray you will ever show an holiest counte¬ 
nance to the world. You will render unto Ciosar the things which 
arc (hesar’s, and —the rest, luy child, you know.” 

Now, l remarked about this man, that when lie approached 
a wrtain siitijirt, ail involuntary awe came over him, and lie 
hushed as it were at the very idea of that sacred theme. It was 
very different with poor Grandfather prating his sermons (aud 
with some other pastors I have heard), who used this Name as 

familiarly as any other, and-but who am I to judge ? and, 

my poor old Grandfather, is there any need at this distance of 
time that I should lie picking out the tmUm in oeulo tuo? . . . 
llowbeit, on that night, as I was walking home after drinking tea 
with my dear Doctor, I made a vow that I would strive henceforth 
to lead ail honest life ; that my tongue should speak the truth, 
and my hand should be sullied by no secret crime. And as I 
spoke I saw my dearest little maiden’s light glimmering in her 
chamber, and the stare shining overhead, and felt—who could feel 
more bold and happy than I ? 

That walk selmolwards by West Street certainly was a detour. 

* Eheu! where a part of it tccnt to, I shall have to say presently.—D. D. 
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I might have gone a straighten road, but then I should not have 
seen a certain window: a little twinkling window in a gable of the 
Priory House, where the light used to be popped out at nine o'clock. 
T’other day, when we took over the King of France to Calais (his 
Koval Highness the Duke of Clarence being in command), 1 must, 
needs hire a postchaise from Dover, to look at that old window in 
the Priory House at Winchelsea. I went through the old tears, 
despairs, tragedies. I sighed as sentimentally, after forty years, as 
though the inlandi do/ores were fresh upon me, as though I were 
the schoolboy trudging back to his task, and taking a last look at 
his dearest joy. I used as a boy to try and pass that window at 
nine, and I know a prayer was said for the inhabitant of yonder 
chamber. She knew my holidays, and my hours of going to school 
and returning thence. If my little maid hung certain signals in 
that window (such as a flower, for example, to indicate all was well, 
a eross-eurtajn, and so forth), l hope she practised no very unjustifi¬ 
able stratagems. We agreed to consider that she was a prisoner in 
the hands of the enemy ; and we had few means of communication 
save these simple artifices, which are allowed to be fair in love and 
war. Monsieur de la Motto continued to live at our house, when 
his frequent affairs did not call him away thence; but, as I said, 
few words passed between us after that angry altercation already 
described, and he and I were never friends again. 

He warned me that I had another enemy, and facts strangely 
confirmed the Chevalier’s warning. One Sunday night, as 1 was 
going to school, a repetition of the brickbat assault, was made upon 
me, and this time the smart cocked hat which Mother had given me 
came in for such a battering as effectually spoiled its modish shape. 

1 told Doctor Barnard of this second attempt, and the good Doctor 
was not a little puzzled. He began to think that lie was not, so 
very wrong in espying a beam in Joseph Weston’s eye. We agreed 
to keep the matter quiet, however; and a fortnight, after, on 
another Sunday evening, as I was going on my accustomed route 
to school, whom should I meet but the Doctor and Mr. Weston 
walking together! A little way beyond the town gate there is a 
low wall round a field; and Doctor Barnard, going by this field a 
(/muter 0/ an hour In fore mi/ nsmd time Jor /cts.o/o/, found Mr. 
Joseph W eston walking there behind the stone enclosure ! 

“Good night, Denny," says the Doctor, when lie and his com¬ 
panion met me; but surly Mr. Weston said nothing. “ Have you 
had any more brickbats at your head, my boy!" the Rector 
continued. 

I said I was not afraid. 1 had got a good pistol, and a hut let 
in it this time. 
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“ He shot that scoundrel on the same day you were shot, Mr. 
Weston,” says the Doctor. 

“Did he?” growls the other. 

“ And your gun was loaded with the same-sized shot which 
Denis used to pepper his rascal,” continues the Doctor. “I wonder 
if any of the crape went into the rascal’s wound 1 ” 

“ Sir,” said Mr. Weston, with an oath, “ what do you mean for 
to hint?” 

“ The very oath the fellow used whom Denny hit when your 
brother and I travelled together. I am sorry to hear you use the 
language of such scoundrels, Mr. Weston.” 

“If you dare to suspect me of anything unbecoming a gentle¬ 
man, I’ll have the law of you, Mr. Parson, that I will ! ” roars the 
other. 

“ Denis, mon garyon, tire ton pistolet de suite, ct vise-moi bien 
cct liomme-lh,” says the Doctor ; and gripping hold of Weston’s arm, 
what does Doctor Barnard do hut plunge his hand into Weston’s 
pocket, and draw thence another pistol ! He said afterwards lie 
saw the brass butt sticking out of Weston’s coat, as the two were 
walking together. 

“ What ! ” shrieks Mr. Weston ; “is that young miscreant to go 
about armed, and tell everybody he will murder me ; and ain’t I 
for to defend myself? I walk in fear of my life for him ! ” 

“You seem to me to he in the habit of travelling with pistols, 
Mr. Weston, and you know when people pass sometimes with 
money in their postchaises.” 

“You scoundrel, you—you, hoy! I call you to witness the 
words this man have spoken. He have insulted me, and libelled 
me, and I'll have the lor on him as sure as I am horn ! ” shouts 
the angry man. 

“ Very good, Mr. Joseph Weston,” replied the other fiercely. 
“And I will ask Mr. Blades, the surgeon, to bring the shot which 
he took from your eye, and the scraps of crape adhering to your 
face, and we will go to lor as soon as you like ! ” 

Again I thought with a dreadful pang how Agnes was staying 
in that man’s house, and how this quarrel would more than ever 
divide her from me ; for now she would not be allowed to visit the 
Rectory—the dear neutral ground where I sometimes hoped to 
see her. 

Weston never went to law with the Doctor, as he threatened. 
Some awkward questions would have been raised, which he would 
have found a difficulty in answering : and though he averred that 
his accident took place on the day before our encounter with the 
beau niasijite on Dartford Common, a little witness on our side 
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was ready to aver that Mr. Joe Weston left his house at the Priory 
before sunrise on the day when wc took our journey to London, 
and that iie returned’ the next morning with his eye bound up, 
when he sent for Mr. Blades, the surgeon of our town. Being 
awake, and looking from her window, my witness saw Weston 
mount his horse by the stable-lantern below, and heard him swear 
at the groom as he rode out at the gate. Curses used to drop 
naturally out of this nice gentleman’s lips ; and it is certain in his 
ease that bad words and bad actions went together. 

The Westons were frequently absent from home, as was the 
Chevalier our lodger. My dear little Agnes was allowed to come 
and see us at these times ; or slipped out by the garden-door, and 
ran to see her nurse Duval, as she always called my mother. 1 
did not understand for a while that there was any prohibition on 
the Westons’ part to Agnes visiting us, or know that there was 
such mighty wrath harboured against me in that house. 

I was glad, for the sake of a peaceable life at home, as for 
honesty’s sake too, that my mother did not oppose my determina¬ 
tion to take no share in that smuggling business in which our house 
still engaged. Any one who opposed Mother in her own In •use had, 
I promise you, no easy time: but she saw that it she wished to 
make a gentleman of her hoy, he must be no smugglers appren¬ 
tice; and when Monsieur le Chevalier, being appealed to, shrugged 
his shoulders and said he washed his hands ot me: “ i-h hirn. 
Monsieur do la Motte ! ’says she, ‘‘we shall see it wr ran t pass 
ourselves of you and your patronage. 1 imagine that people are 
not always the better for it.” “No," replied he, with a groan, 
and one of his gloomy looks, “my friendship may do people harm, 
but my enmity is worse— entnuh :-nnis l ” “ Bah, hah says the 

stout old ladv. “Denisot has a good courage ot his own. What, 
do you say to me about enmity to a harmless hoy, .Monsiem h* 
Chevalier 1 ” 

I have told how, on the night of the funeral of Madame do 
Saverne, Monsieur de la Motte sent me out to assemble his 
Mackerel men. Among these was the father of one of my town 
playfellows, by name Ilookbam, a seafaring man, who hail met 
with an accident at his business—strained his hack— and was in¬ 
capable of work for a time. Hookliam was an improvident man; 
the rent got into arrears. My grandtather was his landlunl, and 
I fear me, not the most humane creditor in the world. Now when 
I returned home after my famous visit to London, my patton, fair 
Peter Denis, gave me two guineas, and my Lady made me a present 
of another. ’ °No doubt I should have spent tins money had 1 
received it sooner in London ; but in <>ur little town ot W inchelsea 



520 


DENIS DUVAL 


there was nothing to tempt me in the shops, except a fowling, 
piece at the pawnbroker’s, for which I had a great longing. But 
Mr. Tribonlet wanted four guineas for the gun, and I had but three, 
and would not go into debt. He would have given me the piece on 
credit, and frequently tempted me with it, but I resisted manfully, 
though I could not help hankering about the shop, and going 
again and again to look at the beautiful gun. The stock fitted my 
shoulder to a nicety. It was of the most beautiful workmanship. 
“Why not take it now, Master Duval?” Monsieur Triboulet said 
to me: “and pay me the remaining guinea when you please. 
Ever so many gentlemen have been to look at it; and I should be 
sorry now, indeed I should, to see such a beauty go out of the 
town.” As I was talking to Triboulet (it may have been for the 
tenth time), some one came in with a telescope to pawn, and went 
away with fifteen shillings. “Don’t you know who that is?” says 
Triboulet (who was a chatterbox of a man). “That is John 
Hookham’s wife. It is but hard times with them since John’s 
accident. I have more of their goods here, and entve itoim, John 
has a hard landlord, and quartet-day is just at hand.” I knew 
well enough that John’s landlord was hard, as he was my own 
grandfather. “ If I take my three pieces to Hookham,” thought I, 
“ he may find the rest of the rent.” And so he did ; and my three 
guineas went into my grandfather’s pocket out of mine ; and I 
suppose some one else bought the fowling-piece for which I had so 
longed. 

“ What, it is i/on who have given me this money, Master 
Denis?” says poor Itookham, who was sitting in his chair, groan¬ 
ing and haggard with his illness. “ I can’t take it. I ought not 
to take it.” 

“ Nay,” said 1 ; “ I should only have bought a. toy with it, and 
if it comes to help you in distress, I can do without my plaything.” 

There was quite a chorus of benedictions from the poor family 
in consequence of this act of good-nature ; and I daresay I went 
away from Hookham’s mightily pleased with myself and my own 
virtue. 

It appears I had not been gone long when Mr. Joe Weston 
came in to see the man, and when he heard that I had relieved 
him, broke out into a flood of abuse against me, cursed me for a 
scoundrel and impertinent jackanapes, who was always giving 
myself the airs of a gentleman, and flew out of the house in a 
passion. Mother heard of the transaction, too, and pinched my 
ear with a grim satisfaction. Grandfather said nothing, but 
pocketed my three guineas when Mrs. Hookham brought them ; 
and, though 1 did not brag about the matter much, everything is 
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known in a small town, and I got a great deal of credit for a very 
ordinary good action. 

And now, strangely enough, Ilookham’s hoy continued to me 
what the Slindon priests had hinted to good Doctor Barnard. 
“Swear,” says Tom (with that wonderful energy we. used to have 
as boys)—“Swear, Denis, ‘So help you, strike you down dead!’ 
you never will tell I ” 

“So help me, strike me down dead ! ” said I. 

“ Well, then, those—you know who - the gentlemen want to 
do you some mischief.” 

“ What mischief can they' do to an honest hoy 1” 1 asked. 

“Oh, you don’t know what they are," says Tom. “If they 
mean a man harm, harm will happen to him. Father says no man 
ever comes to good who stands in Mr. doe's way. Where's John 
Wheeler, of Rye, who had a quarrel with Mr. doe! lie's in gaol. 
Mr. Barnes, of Playden, had words with him at Hastings market : 
and Barnes’s ricks were burnt down before six months were over. 
Ilow was Thomas Berry taken, after deserting trout the man-ol 
war ! He is an awful man, Mr. doe Weston is. Don't get into 
his way. Father says so. But you are not to tell no, never 
that he spoke about it. Don’t go alone to Bye o! nights, father 
says. Don’t go on any—and you know what any jhliiinj business, 
except, with those you know.” And so Tom leaves me with a linger 
to his lip and terror in his face. 

As for tlife. fis/iin;/, though 1 loved a sail dearly, my mind was 
made up by good Doctor Barnard’s advice to me. 1 would have no 
more night-fishing such as I had seen sometimes as a boy ; and 
when Budge’s apprentice one night invited me, and called me a 
coward for refusing to go, I showed him I was no coward as tar as 
fisticuffs went, and stood out a battle with him, in which I do 
believe I should have proved conqueror, though the tellow was tom 
years mv senior, had not his ally;, Miss Sukey Budge, joined him in 
the midst of our tight, and knocked me down with the kitchen 
bellows, when they both belaboured me, as I lav kicking on the 
ground. Mr. Elder Eudge came in at the close ot this dreadful 
combat, and his abandoned hussy ot a daughter had tin: impudeme 
to declare that the quarrel arose because I was rude to her 1, an 
innocent boy, who would as soon have made love to a negiefss as to 
that hideous, pock-marked, squinting, crooked, tipsy Sukey Budge. 
I fall in love with Miss Squintum, indeed I I knew a pair ot eyes 
at home so bright, innocent, and pure, that I should have been 
ashamed to look in them had I been guilty of such a rascally 
treason. My little maid of \\ inehelsea heard of this battle, as 
she was daily hearing slanders against me from tla.-e imrtlnj Mr. 
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Westons ; but .she broke into a rage at the accusation, and said to 
the assembled gentlemen (as she told my good mother in after days), 
“ Denis Duval is not wicked. He is brave and lie is good. And 
it is not true, the story you tell against him. It is a lie ! ” 

And now, once more it happened that my little pistol helped 
to confound my enemies, and was to me, indeed, a (jute IVehr uml 
Wafl'en. I was for ever popping at marks with this little piece of 
artillery. I polished, oiled, and covered it with the utmost care, 
and kept it in my little room in a box of which I had the key. 
One day, bv a most fortunate chance, I took my schoolfellow, Tom 
Parrot, who became a great crony of mine, into the room. We 
went upstairs, by the private door of Rudge’s house, and not 
through the shop, where Mademoiselle Figs and Monsieur the 
apprentice were serving their customers ; and arrived in my room, 
we boys opened my box, examined the precious pistol, screw, 
barrel, Hints, powder-horn, &<•., locked the box and went away to 
school, promising ourselves a good afternoon’s sport on that half- 
holiday. Lessons over, I returned home to dinner, to find black 
looks from all the inmates of the house where I lived, from the 
grocer, his daughter, his apprentice, and even the little errand 
boy who blacked the hoots and swept the shop stared at me im¬ 
pertinently, and said, “ Oh, Denis, ain't you going to catch it!” 

“ What is the matter ?” 1 asked, very haughtily. 

“Oh, my Lord! we’ll soon show your Lordship what is the 
matter.” (This was a silly nickname I had in the town and at 
school, where, I believe, I gave myself not a few airs since I had 
worn my line new clothes, and paid my visit to London.) “This 
accounts for liis laced waistcoat, and his guineas which he flings 
about. Does your Lordship know these here shillings, and this 
half-crown? Look at them, Mr. Beales! See the marks on them 
which 1 scratched with my own hand before I put them into tins 
till from which my Lord took ’em.” 

Shillings ?- -till ! What did they mean ? “ How dare you ask, 

you little hypocrite ! ” screams out Miss Rudge. “ I marked them 
shillings and that half-crown with my own needle, I did ; and of 
that f can take my Bible oath.” 

“Well, and what then?" I asked, remembering how this young 
woman had not scrupled to hear false witness in another charge 
against me. 

“ What then ! They were in the (ill this morning, young 
fellow ; and you know well enough where they were found after¬ 
wards," says Mr. Beales. “Come, mine! Tlii- is a bad job. This 
is a sessions job, my lad.' 

“ But where were they found I" again l asked. 
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“ We’ll tell you that before Squire Boroughs and the magistrates, 
vi m young vagabond ! ” , 

“ You little viper, that have turned and stung me ! " 

“You precious young scoundrel! ” 

“You wicked little story-telling, good-for-nothing little thief!” 
cry Budge, the apprentice, and Miss Rudge in a breath. And I 
stood bewildered by their outcry, and, indeed, not quite compre¬ 
hending the charge which they made against me. 

“ The magistrates are sitting at the Town Ilall now. We will 
take the little villain there at once,” says the grocer. “ You 
bring the box along with you, constable. Lord ! Lord ! what will 
bis poor grandfather say?” Ami, wondering still at the charge 
made against me, I was made to walk through the streets to the 
Town Hall, passing on the way by at least a score of our boys, who 
were enjoying their half-holiday. It was market-dav, too, and the 
town full. It is forty years ago, but. I dream about that dreadful 
day still; and, an old gentleman of sixty, fancy myself walking 
through Rye market, with Mr. Beales’s list clutching my collar! 

A number of our boys joined this dismal procession, and 
accompanied me into the magistrates’ room. “ Denis Duval up 
tor stealing money!” cries one. “This accounts tor his line 
clothes,” sneers another. “Hell be hung, says a third. the 
market people stare, and crowd round, and jeer. 1 led as ii in 
a horrible nightmare. We. pass under the pillars ot the Market 
House, up the steps to the Town Hall, where the magistrates 
were, who chose market-day for their sittings. 

How mv heart throbbed, as I saw my dear Doctor Barnard 
seated among them. 

“Oh, Doctor,” cries poor Denis, clasping his hands, “//«« don't 
believe me guilty ? ” 

“ Guilty of what ! ” cries the Doctor, troin the raised table 
round which the gentlemen sat. 

“ Guilty of stealing.” 

“Guilty of robbing my till.” 

“Guilty of taking two half-crowns, three shillings and twopence 
in copper, all marked,” shriek out Budge, the apprentice, and Miss 
Budge in a breath. 

“Denny Duval steal sixpences!” cries the Doctor: “I would 
as soon believe lie stole the dragon ot! the church-steeple , 

“Silence, you bovs ! Silence in the court there; or ilog ’em 
and turn ’em all out',” says the magistrates' clerk. Some of our 
bovs — friends of mine -who had crowded into the place, were 
hurraying at my kind Doctor Barnard s speech. 

“ It is a most serious charge,” says the clerk. 
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“ But what is the charge, my good Mr. Hickson 1 You might 
as well put me into the dock as that-”, 

“ Pray, sir, will you allow the business of the court to go on 1" 
asks the clerk testily. “ Make your statement, Mr. Budge, and don't 
be afraid of anybody. You are under the protection of the court, sir. 

And now for the first time I heard the particulars of the charge 
made against me. Budge, and his daughter after him, stated (on 
oath, I am shocked to say) that for some time past they had missed 
money from the till ; small sums of money, in shillings and half- 
crowns, they could not say how much. It might Ire two pounds, 
three pounds, in all; but the money was constantly going. At 
last, Miss Budge said, she was determined to mark some money, 
and did so ; and that money was found in that box which belonged 
to Denis Duval, and which the constable brought into court. 

“ Oh, gentlemen ! ” I cried out in agony, “ it’s a wicked wicked 
lie, and it’s not the first she has told about me. A week ago she 
said [ wanted to kiss her, and she and Bevil both set on me ; and 
[ never wanted to kiss the nasty thing, so help me-” 

“You did, you lying wicked boy!” cries Miss Sukey. “Ami 
Edward Bevil came to my rescue ; and you struck me, like a low 
mean coward ; and we beat him well and served him right, the 
little abandoned boy.” 

“ And lie kicked one of my teeth out—you did, you little 
villain ! ” roars Bevil, whose jaws had indeed suffered in that scuttle 
in the kitchen, when his precious sweetheart came to his aid with 
the bellows. 

“ He called me a coward, and I fought him fair, though he is 
ever so much older than me,” whimpers out the prisoner. “ Ami 
Sukey Budge set upon me, and beat me too ; and if I kicked him, 
he kicked me.” 

“ And since this kicking match they have found out that you 
stole their money, have they !” says the Doctor, and turns round, 
appealing to his brother magistrates. 

“ Miss Budge, please to tell the rest of your story,” calls out 
the justices’ clerk. 

The rest of the Budges’ story was, that, having their suspicions 
roused against me, they determined to examine my cupboards ami 
boxes in my absence, to see whether the stolen objects were to be 
found, and in my box they discovered the two marked half-crowns, 
the three marked shillings, a brass-barrelled pistol, which were now 
in court. “ Me and Mr. Bevil, the apprentice, found the money in 
the box ; and we called my papa from the shop, and we fetched 
Mr. Beales, the constable, who lives over the way ; and when the 
little monster came back from school, we seized upon him, and 
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brought him before your worships, and hanging is what l said lie 
would always come to,’’ ■shrieks my enemy Miss Rudge. 

“Why, I have the key of that box in my pocket now!” L 
cried out. 

“We had means of opening it,” says Miss Rudge, looking 
very red. 

“Oh, if you have another key-” interposes the Doctor. 

“ We broke it open with the tongs and poker," says Miss 
Rudge, “me and Edward did - I mean Mr. Eevil, the apprentice. ’ 

“When?” said I, in a great tremor. 

“When? When you was at school, you little miscreant! 
Ilalf-an-hour before you came back to dinner.” 

“Tom Parrot, Tom Parrot!” 1 cried. “('all I'om Parrot, 
gentlemen. For goodness’ sake call Tom!” I said, my heart heat¬ 
ing so that I could hardly speak. 

“Here lam, Denny,” pipes Tom in the. crowd ; and presently 
he comes up to their honours on the bench. 

“Speak to Tom, Doctor, dear Doctor Barnard! " I continued. 
“Tom, when did I show you my pistol !” 

“Just before ten o’clock school.” 

“ What did 1 do ? ” 

“You unlocked your box, took the pistol out of a handkerchief, 
showed it to me, and two Hints, a powder-horn, a ladle! mould, and 
some bullets, and put them back again, and locked the box. 

“Was there any money in the Isix?” 

“There was nothing in the box but the pistol, and the bullets 
and things. I looked into it. It was as empty as m\ hand. 

“And Denis Duval has been sitting by you in school ever since?” 

“ Ever since except, when I was called up and caned for my 
Corderius,” says Tom, with a roguish look ; and there was a great 
laughter and shout of applause from our boys of Pocock’s when 
this testimony was given in their schoolfellow s la\oui. 

My kind Doctor held his hand over the. railing to me, and 
when I took it, my heart was so full that my eyes overflowed. I 
thomdlt of little Agnes. What would she have felt, if her Denis 
had been committed as a thief! I had such a rapture of thanks 
and gratitude that. I think the pleasure of the acquittal was more 
than equivalent, to the anguish of the accusation. What a shout 
all Pocoek’s bovs set up, as I went out of the justice-room ! We 
trooped joyfully down the stairs, and there were fresh shouts and 
luizzays as we got down to the market. I saw Mr. Joe \\ eston 
buying corn at a stall. He only looked at me once. His grind¬ 
ing teeth and his clenched riding-whip did not frighten me in the 
least now. 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE LAST OF MY SCHOOLDAYS 

A S our joyful procession of boys passed by Partlett’s the 
pastry-cook’s, one of the boys—Samuel Arbin—I remem- 
^ ber the fellow well—a greedy boy, with a large beard 
and whiskers, though only fifteen years old—insisted that I ought 
to stand treat in consequence of my victory over my enemies. 
As far as a groat went, I said I was ready: for that was all the 
money I had. 

“ Oh, you story-teller ! ” cries the other. “ What have you done 
with your three guineas which you were bragging about and showing 
to the bovs at school l I suppose they were in the box when it 
was broken open.” This Samuel Arbin was one of the boys who 
had jeered when I was taken in charge by the constable, and would 
have liked me to be guilty, I almost think. I am afraid I had 
bragged about my money when I possessed it, and may have shown 
my shining gold pieces to some of the boys in school. 

“ I know what he has done with his money ! ” broke in my 
steadfast crony Tom Parrot. “ He has given away every shilling 
of it to a poor family who wanted it, and nobody ever knew you 
give away a shilling, Samuel Arbin,” he says. 

“Unless he could get eighteenpenee by it!” sang out another 
little voice. 

“ Tom Parrot, I’ll break every bone in your body, as sure as 
my name is Arbin ! ” cried the other, in a fury. 

“Sam Arbin,” said I, “after you have finished Tom, you must 
try me ; or we’ll do it now, if you like.” To say the truth, I had 
long had an inclination to try my hand against Arbin. He was an 
ill friend to me, and amongst the younger boys a bully and a usurer 
to boot. The rest called out, “ A ring ! a ring ! Let us go on the 
green and have it out ! ” being in their innocent years always ready 
for a fight. 

But this one was never to come off: ami (except in later days, 
when I went to revisit the old place, and ask for a half-holiday for 
my young successors at Pocock’s) I was never again to see the 
ancient schoolroom. While we boys were brawling in the market- 
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place before the pastrycook’s door, Doctor Barnard came up, and 
our quarrel was hushed* in a moment. 

“What! fighting and quarrelling already?" says the Doctor 
sternly. 

“ It wasn’t Denny’s fault, sir ! ’’ cried out several of the boys. 

“ It was Arbin began.” And, indeed, I can say for myself that in 
all the quarrels I have had in life—and they have not boon few—I 
consider I always have been in the right. 

“Come along with me, Denny,” says the Doctor, taking me by 
the shoulder: and he led me away and we took a walk in the town 
together, and as we passed old Ypres Tower, which was built by 
King Stephen, they say, and was a fort in old days, but is used as 
the town-prison now, “ Suppose you had been looking from behind 
those bars now, Denny, and awaiting your trial at assizes? Yours 
would not have been a pleasant plight, 1 ' Doctor Barnard said. 

“But I was innocent, sir ! You know I was ! 

“Yes. Praise be where praise is due. But if you had not 
providentially been able to prove your innocence—il you and your 
friend Parrot had not happened to inspect your box, you would 
have been in yonder place, Ha ! there is the bell ringing for altci- 
noon service, which my good triend Doctor \\ ing keeps up. ^ hat 
Say you 1 Shall we go and—and—oiler up our than) \o, 1 >cnny - 
for the—the immense peril from which— you hav e been delivered ! 

I remember how my dour friend s voice trembled as he spoke, 
and two or three drops fell from his kind eyes on my hand, "Inch 
he held. I followed him into the church. Indeed and indeed I 
was thankful for my deliverance from a great danger, and even 
more thankful to have the regard of the true gentleman, the wise 
and tender friend, who was there to guide, and cheer, and help nit*. 

As we read the last psalm appointed for that evening service, I 
remember how the good man, bowing his own head, put Ins hand 
upon mine; and we recited together the psalm of thanks to the 
Highest, who had had respect unto the lowly, and who had 
stretched forth His hand upon the furiousiiess ot my enemies, and 

whose right hand had saved me. 

Doctor Wing recognised and greeted his comrade when service 
was over: and the one Doctor presented me to the other, who had 
been one of the magistrates on the bench at the time of my tna . 
Doctor Wing asked us into his house, where dinner was served at 
four o’clock, and of course the transactions ol the morning were 
again discussed. What could be the reason of the persecution 
against me? Who instigated it? There were matters connected 
with this storv regarding which I could not speak Should I do 
so, I must betray secrets which were not mine, and which unpU- 



528 


DENIS DUVAL 


cated I knew not whom, and regarding which I must hold my 
peace. Now, they are secrets no more. That old society of 
smugglers is dissolved long ago : nay, I shall have to tell presently 
how I helped myself to break it up. Grandfather, Rudge, the 
Chevalier, the gentlemen of the Priory, were all connected in that 
great smuggling society of which I have spoken ; which had its 
depots all along the coast and inland, and its correspondents from 
Dunkirk to Havre do Grace. I have said as a boy how I had been 
on some of these “fishing” expeditions; and how, mainly hy the 
effect of my dear Doctor’s advice, I had withdrawn from all par¬ 
ticipation in this lawless and wicked life. When Bcvil called me 
coward for refusing to take a share in a night-cruise, a quarrel 
ensued between us, ending in that battle royal which left us 
all sprawling, and cutting and kicking each other on the kitchen 
floor. Was it rage at the injury to her sweetheart’s teeth, or 
hatred against myself, which induced my sweet Miss Sukey to 
propagate calumnies against me? The provocation I had given 
certainly did not seem to warrant such a deadly enmity as a pro¬ 
secution and a. perjury showed must exist. Howbeit, there was a 
reason for the anger of the grocer’s daughter and apprentice. They 
would injure me in any way they could; and (as in the before- 
mentioned case of the bellows) take the first weapon at hand to 
overthrow me. 

As magistrates of the county, and knowing a great deal of 
what was happening round about them, and the character of their 
parishioners and neighbours, the two gentlemen could not, then, 
press m<‘ too closely. Smuggled silk and lace, rum and brandy ? 
Who had not these in his possession along the Sussex and Kent 
coast? “And, Wing, will you promise me there are no ribbons 
in your house but such as have paid duty?” asks one Doctor of 
the other. 

“ My good friend, it is lucky my wife lias gone to her tea- 
table,” replies Doctor Wing, “ <jr I would not answer for the peace 
being kept.” 

“My dear Wing,” continues Doctor Barnard, “this brandy 
punch is excellent, and is worthy of being smuggled. To run an 
anker of brandy seems no monstrous crime ; but when men engage 
in these lawless ventures at all, who knows how far the evil will 
go? I buy ten kegs of brandy from a French fishing-boat, I land it 
under a lie on the coast, I send it inland ever so far, be it from 
here to York, ami all my consignees lie and swindle. I land it, 
and lie to the revenue officer. Under a lie (that is, a mutual 
secrecy) I sell it to the landlord of ‘The Bell’ at Maidstone, say — 
where a good friend of ours, Denny, looked at his pistols. You 
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remember the day when his brother received the eliarge of shot in 
his face 1 My landlord sells it to a customer under a Fie AW 
all engaged in crime, conspiracy, and falsehood ; nay. if the revenue 
looks too closely after us, we out with our pistols, and to crime and 
conspiracy add inuider. Do you suppose men engaged in lyin ,r 
every day will scruple about a false oath in a witness-box ! Crime 
engenders crime, sir. Round about m, AVing, I know there exists 
a vast confederacy of fraud, greed, and rebellion. I name no 
names, sir. I fear men high placed in the world’s esteem, and 
l.ugely endow cd with its riches too, are concerned in the pursuit of 
this godless traffic of smuggling, and to what does it not lead them ! 
To falsehood, to wickedness, to murder, to-” 

“Tea, sir, if you please, sir,” says John, entering. ‘ My 
mistress and the young ladies are waiting.” 

The ladies had previously heard the story of poor Denis Duval's 
persecution and innocence, and had shown him great kindness. By 
the time when we joined them after dinner, they had had time to 
perform a new toilette, being engaged to cards with some neigh 
hours. I knew Mrs. AVing was a customer to my mother for some 
of her French goods, and she would scarcely, on an ordinary 
occasion, have admitted such a lowly guest to her table as the 
humble dressmaker’s boy : but sbe and the ladies were very kind, 
and my persecution and proved innocence had interested them in 
my favour. 

“You have had a long sitting, gentlemen,” says Mrs. Wing: 
“ I suppose you have been deep in polities, and the i|uarrel with 
France.” 

“ We have been speaking of France and French goods, my 
dear,” said Doctor AA'ing drily. 

“And of the awful crime of smuggling .and encouraging 
smuggling, my dear Mrs. AA'ing ! ” cries my Doctor. 

“Indeed, Doctor Barnard !” Now Nils. AVing and the young 
ladies were dressed in smart new caps, and ribbons, which my 
poor mother supplied ; and they turned red, and I turned as red 
as the cap-ribbons, as I thought bow my good ladies bad been 
provided. No wonder Mrs. AVing was desirous to change the 
subject of conversation. 

“ AA r hat is this voting man to do after his persecution ! she 
asked. “He can’t go back to Mr. Budge—that horrid AN esleyan 
who has accused him of stealing.” 

No, indeed, I could not go hack. AAV had not thought about 
the matter until then. There had been a hundred things to agitate 
ain^ interest me in the half-dozen hours since my apprehension and 
dismissal. 

12 2 1, 
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The Doctor would take me to Winchelsea in his chaise. I 
could not go back to my persecutors, that was clear, except to 
reclaim my little property and my poor little boxes, which they 
had found means to open. Mrs. Wing gave me a hand, the young 
ladies a stately curtsey; and my good Doctor Barnard putting a 
hand under the arm of the barber’s grandson, we quitted these kind 
people. I was not on the quarter-deck as yet, you see. I was but 
a humble lad belonging to ordinary tradesmen. 

By the way, I had forgotten to say that the two clergymen, 
during their after-dinner talk, had employed a part of it in 
examining me as to my little store of learning at school, and my 
future prospects. Of Latin I had a smattering; French, owing to 
my birth, and mainly to Monsieur do la Motto’s instruction and 
conversation, I could speak bettor than either of my two examiners, 
and with quite the good manner and conversation. I was well 
advanced, too, in arithmetic and geometry ; and Dainpicr’s Voyages 
were as much my delight as those of Sinbad or my friends Robinson 
(Jrnsoe and Man Friday. I could pass a good examination in 
navigation and seamanship, and could give an account of the 
different sailings, working-tides, double-altitudes, and so forth. 

“And you can manage a boat at sea, tot)'!’’ says Doctor 
Barnard drily. I blushed, I suppose. I could do that, and 
could steer, reef, and pull an oar. At least 1 could d-o so two 
years ago. 

“ Denny, my boy,” says my good Doctor, “ I think ’tis time 
for thee to leave this school, at any rate, and that our friend Sir 
Peter must provide for thee.” 

However he may desire to improve in learning, no boy, I fancy, 
is very sorry when a proposal is made to him to leave school. I 
said that I should be too glad if Sir Peter, my patron, would 
provide for me. With the education I had, I ought to get on, the 
Doctor said, and my grandfather he was sure would find the means 
for allowing me to appear like a gentleman. 

To fit a boy for appearance the quarter-deck, and to enable 
him to rank with others, I had heard would cost thirty or forty 
pounds a year at least. I asked, did Doctor Barnard think my 
grandfather could afford such a sum ! 

“ I know not your grandfather’s means,” Doetor Barnard 
answered, smiling. “ He keeps his own counsel. But I am very 
much mistaken, Denny, if he cannot, afford to make you a better 
allowance than many a fine gentleman can give his son. I believe 
him to be rich. Mind, I have no precise reason for my belief; but 
I fancy, Master Denis, your good Grandpapa’s Jis/iin;/ has been yery 
profitable to him.” 
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How rich was he? I began to think of the treasures in n,v 
favourite “Arabian Nights.” Did Doctor Barnard think Grand¬ 
father was very rich 1 Well—the Doctor could not tell. The notion 
in Wmchclsea was that old Mr. Peter was very well-to-do. At any 
rate, I must go back to him. It was impossible that I should sta'v 
with the Rudge family after the insulting treatment I had had from 
them. The Doctor said he would take me home with him in his 
cliaise, if I would pack my little trunks; and with this talk we 
reached Rudge’s shop, which I entered not without a beating heart. 
There was Rudge glaring at me from behind his desk, where he was 
posting his books. The apprentice looked daggers at me as he came 
up through a trap-door from the cellar with a string of dip-candles : 
and my charming Miss Susan was behind the counter tossing up her 
ugly head. 

“Ho! lie’s come back, have lie?” says Miss Rudge. “As all 
the cupboards is locked in tin 1 parlour, you can go in, and get your 
tea there, young man.” 

“I am going to take Denis home, Mr. Rudge," said my kind 
Doctor. “He cannot remain with you, after the charge which you 
made against him this morning.” 

“Of having our marked money in his hox ? Do you go for to 
dare for to say we put it there > ” cries Miss, glaring now at me, now 
at Doctor Barnard. “Go to say that! Please to say that once. 
Doctor Barnard, before Mrs. Barker and Mrs. Scales” (these were 
two women who happened to lie in the shop purchasing goods). 
“ Just be so good for to say before these ladies, that we have put the 
money in that boy’s box, and we'll see whether there is not, justice 
in Heiiglaml for a poor girl whom you insult, because you are a 
doctor and a magistrate indeed ! Fill, if I was a man, i wouldn’t let 
some people’s gowns, and cassocks, and bands, remain long on their 
backs—that I wouldn’t. And some people wouldn't see a woman 
insulted if they wasn’t cowards!” As she said this, Miss Sukey 
looked at the cellar-trap, above which the apprentice's head had 
appeared, but the Doctor turned also towards it with a glance so 
threatening, that Bevil let the trap fall suddenly down, not a little 
to my Doctor’s amusement. 

“Go and pack thy trunk, Denny. I will come back for thee in 
half-an-liour. Mr. Rudge must see that after being so insulted as 
you have been, you never as a gentleman can stay in this house.” 

“A pretty gentleman, indeed ! " ejaculates Mi.-s lindcc. “ Pray 
how long since was barbers gentlemen, I should like to know? Mrs. 
Scales mum, Mrs. Barker mum,—did you ever have your hair 
dressed by a gentleman? If you want for to have it, you must go 
to Mounseer Duval, at Winehelsea, which one of the name was 
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hung, Mrs. Barker mum, for a thief and a robber, and he won’t bo 
the last neither.” 

There was no use in bandying abuse wit'll this woman. “ I will 
go and get my trunk, and bn ready, sir,” I said to the Doctor; but 
Ids back was no sooner turned than the raging virago opposite me 
burst out witli a fury of words, that I certainly can’t remember after 
tive-and-forty years. I fancy I sec now the little green eyes gleam¬ 
ing hatred at me, the lean arms akimbo, the feet stamping as she 
hisses out every imaginable imprecation at my poor head. 

“ Will no man help me, and stand by and see that barber’s boy 
insult me ? ” she cried. “ Bevil, I say—Bevil ! ’Elp me ! ” 

I ran upstairs to my little room, and was not twenty minutes in 
making up my packages. I had passed years in that little room, 
and somehow grieved to leave it. The odious people had injured 
me, and yet l would have liked to part friends with them. I had 
passed delightful nights there in the company of Robinson (Jrusoe, 
Mariner, and Monsieur (lalland and his Contes Arabes, and Hector 
of Troy, whose adventures and lamentable death (out of Mr. Pope) 
1 could recite bv heart; and I had had weary nights, too, with 
my school-books, cramming that crabbed Latin grammar into my 
puzzled brain. With arithmetic, logarithms, and mathematics I 
have said I was more familiar. I took a pretty good place in our 
school with them, and ranked before many boys of greater age. 

And now my boxes being packed (my little library being stowed 
away in that which contained my famous pistol). I brought them 
downstairs, with nobody to help me, and had them in the passage 
ready against Doctor Barnard's arrival. The passage is liehind the 
back shop at Budge’s—(dear me ! how well I remember it !) and a 
door thence leads into a side street. On the other side of this 
passage is the kitchen, where had been the fight, which has been 
described already, and where we commonly took our meals. 

I declare I went into that kitchen disposed to part friends 
with all these people- to forgive Miss Sukey her lies, and Bevil 
his culls, and all the past quarrels between us. Old Budge was 
by the fire, having his supper ; Miss Sukey opposite to him. Bevil, 
as yet, was minding the shop. 

“ I am come to shake hands before going away," I said. 

‘•You're a-going, are you ( And pray, sir, wherehever are you 
a going off” says Miss Sukey over her tea. 

"I am going home with Doctor Barnard. I can’t stop in this 
house after you have accused me of stealing your money." 

“Stealing! Wasn't the money in your box. you little beastly 
thieff ” 

“ Oh, you young reprobate, I am surprised the bears don’t 
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come in and eat you,” groans old Kudgo. “ You have shortened 
my life with your wickedness, that you have ; and if you don't 
bring your good grandfather’s grey hairs with sorrow to the grave, 
1 shall he surprised, that I shall. You, who come of a pious 
family—I tremble when I think of you, Denis Duval !" 

“Tremble! Faugh! the wicked little beast! he makes me 
sick, he do!” cries Miss Sukey, with looks of genuine loathing. 

“Let him depart from among us!” cries Kudgo. 

“Never do I wish to see his ugly face again!" exclaims the 
gentle Susan. 

“I am going as soon as Doctor Laniards chaise conics, 1 said. 
“My boxes are in the passage now, ready packed." 

“ Ready packed, are they ? Is there any more of <>nr money 
in them, you little miscreant! Fa, is your silver tankard in the 
cupboard, and is the spoons safe ? ” 

I think poor Sukey had been drinking to drive away the 
mortifications of the morning in the court-house. She became 
more excited and violent with every wand she spoke, and shrieked 
and clenched her lists at me like a madwoman. 

“Susanna, you have had false witness bore against you, my 
child j and you are not the first of your name. lint be calm, be 
calm ; it’s our duty to lie calm 

“Eh!” (here she gives a grunt). "(‘aim with that sneak 
that pig—that liar—that beast! \\ here s Edward Hevil? 
Why don’t he come forward like a man, and Hog the young 
scoundrel's life out ?” shrieks Susanna. “ < >h, with this here 
horsewhip, how I would like to give it you ! (She clutched her 
father’s whip from the. dresser, where it commonly hung on two 
hooks.) “Oh, you —you villain! you have got your pistol, have 
you? Shoot me, you little coward, 1 ain't afraid of you! You 
have your pistol in your box, have yon? (I uselessly said as much 
in reply to this taunt.) “Stop ! I say, pa, that young thief isn’t 
going away with them boxes, and robbing the whole house as he 
may. Open the boxes this instant ! AN ell sec lies stole nothing ! 
Open them, I say ! ” 

1 said I would do nothing of the kind. My blood was boiling 
up at this brutal lielmviour ; and as she dashed out of the room 
to seize one of my boxes, I put myself before her, and sat down 
on it. 

This was assuredly a bad position to take, for the furious 
vixen Ixigan to strike me and lash at my face with the riding 
whip, and it was more than I could do to wrench it from her.. 

Of course, at this act of defence on my part, Miss Sukey yelled 
for help, and called out, “Edward! Ned Hevil! The coward is 
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a-striking me ! Help, Ned ! ” At this, the shop door flies open, 
and Sukev’s champion is about to rush on me, but he breaks down 
over my other box with a crash of his shins, and frightful execra¬ 
tions. His nose is prone on the pavement; Miss Sukev is wildly 
laying about her with her horsewhip (and I think Devil's jacket 
came in for most of the blows) ; we are all 
plunging and soutlling in the dark—when a carriage drives up, which 
I had not heard in the noise of action, and as the hall door opened, 
I was pleased to think that Doctor Barnard had arrived, according 
to his promise. 

It was not the Doctor. The new-comer wore a gown, but not 
a cassock. Soon after my trial before the magistrates was over, 
our neighbour John Jephson, of Winehelsea, mounted his cart and 
rode home from Dye market, lie straightway Went to our house, 
and told my mother of the strange scene which had just occurred, 
and of my accusation before the magistrates ami ac<|iiittal. She 
begged, she ordered Jephson to lend her his cart. She seized whip 
and reins ; she drove over to Dye; and I don't envy Jephson’s old 
grey mare that journey with such a charioteer behind her. The 
door, opening from the street, flung light into the passage; and 
behold, we three warriors were sprawling on the floor in the 
higgledy-piggledy Stage of the battle as my mother entered \ 

What a scene for a mother with a strong arm, a warm heart, 
and a high temper! Madame Duval rushed instantly at Miss 
Susan, and tore her shrieking from my body, which fair Susan was 
pummelling with the whip. A part of Susan's cap and tufts of her 
rod hair were torn oil' by this maternal Amazon, and Susan was 
hurled through the open door into the kitchen, where she fell before 
her frightened father. I don’t know how many blows my parent 
inflicted upon this creature. Mother might have slain her, but that 
the chaste Susanna, screaming shrilly, rolled under the deal kitchen 
table. 

Madame Duval had wrenched away from this young person the 
horsewhip with which Susan had been operating upon the shoulders 
of her only son, and snatched the weapon as her fallen foe dropped. 
And now my mamma, seeing old Mr. Budge sitting in a ghastly 

state of terror in the corner, rushed at the grocer, ami in one 

minute, with butt and thong, inflicted a score of lashes over his 
face, nose, and eyes, for which anybody who chooses may pity him. 

“ Ah, you will call my boy a thief, will you Ah, you will take 

my Denny before- the justices, will you! Prends-moi ea, gredin ’ 
Attrape, laehe ! Nirnin noeh ein l’aar Schlage, Spitzbube ! ” cries 
out Mother, in that pdyglot language of English, French, High- 
Dutch, which she always used when excited. My good mother 
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could shave and dress gentlemen's heads as well as any man ; and 
faith, I am certain that no man in all Europe got a better dressing 
than Mr. Rudge on that evening. 

Bless me ! I have written near a page to describe a battle 
which could not have lasted live minutes. Mother’s cart was drawn 
up at the side-street whilst she was victoriously engaged within. 
Meanwhile, Doctor Barnard’s chaise had come to the front door 
of the shop, and he strode through it, and found us eoinpierors in 
possession of both fields. Since my last battle with Bevil, we both 
knew that I was more than a match for him. "In the King's 
name, I charge you drop your daggers,’’ as the man says in the 
play. Our wars were over on the appearance of the man of peace. 
Mother left oil'plying the horsewhip over Budge ; Miss Sukev came 
out from under the table; Mr. Bevil rose, and slunk oil'to wash his 
bleeding face ; and when the wretched Budge whimpered out that 
he would have ihe law for this assault, the Doctor sternly said, 
“You were three to .one during part of the battle, three to two 
afterwards, and after your testimony to-day, you perjured old mis¬ 
creant, do you suppose any magistrate will believe you ?" 

No. Nobody did believe them. A punishment fell on these 
bad people. I don't know who gave the name, but Budge and his 
daughter were called Ananias and Sapphira in Rye ; and from that 
day the old man's allairs seemed to turn to the had. When our 
hoys of I’crock's met the grocer, his daughter, or iiis apprentice, 
the little miscreants would cry out, “Who put the money in 
Denny's box!' “ Who bore false witness against his neigh¬ 
bour?” " KBs tln> book, Sukev my dear, and tell the truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing Imt the truth, do you hear?" They had 
a dreadful life, that, pour grocer’s family. As for that rogue Turn 
Parrot, he comes into the shop one market-day when the place was 
full, and asks for a penn’orth of sugar-randy, in payment, for which 
he oilers a penny to old Rudge sitting at his hooks behind his high 
desk. “ It' s a good bit of money,'' says Tom (us bold as tlie brass 
which he was tendering). “It unit mnrhnl, Mr. Rudge, like 
Denny Duval's money!' 1 And, no doubt, at a signal from the 
young reprobate, a chorus of boys posted outside began to Ring, 

“ Ananias, Ananias ! He pretends to be so pious ! Ananias and 

Saphia-" Well, well, the Saphia of these young wags was 

made to rhyme incorrectly with a word beginning with L. Nor 
was this the only punishment which befell the unhappy Rudge: 
Mrs. Wing and several of his chief patrons took away their custom 
from him and dealt henceforth with the opposition grocer. Not 
long after my affair. Miss Sukev married the toothless apprentice, 
who got a bad bargain with her, sweetheart or wife. I shall have 
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to toll presently what a penalty they (and some others) had to pay 
for their wickedness ; and of an act of contrition on poor Miss 
Snkey’s part, whom, I am sure, I heartily forgive. Then was cleared 
up that mystery (which I could not understand, that Doctor Barnard 
could not, or would not) of the persecutions directed against a humble 
lad, who never, except in self-defence, did harm to any mortal. 

I shouldered the trunks, causes of the late lamentable war, and 
put them into mother’s cart, into which I was about to mount, blit 
the shrewd old lady would not let me take a place beside her. “ 1 
can drive well enough. On thou in the chaise with the Doctor. 

He can talk to thee better, my son, than an ignorant woman like 

mo. Neighbour Jephson told me how the good gentleman stood 
by thee in the justice-court. If ever I or mine can do anything 
to repay him, he may command me. Houp, Sehimmel ! Fort' 
Shalt soon be to house ! ” And with this she was off with my bag 
and baggage, as the night was beginning to fall. 

1 went out of the Budges’ house, into which I have never 

since set foot. 1 took my place in the chaise by my kind Doctor 

Barnard. We passed through Winchelsea gate, and dipped down 
into the marshy plain beyond, with bright glimpses of the Channel 
shining beside us, and the stars glittering overhead. We talked of 
the affair of the day, of course -the affair most interesting, that is, 
to me, who could think of nothing but magistrates, and committals, 
and acquittals. The Doctor repeated his firm conviction that there 
was a great smuggling conspiracy all along the coast and neigh¬ 
bourhood. Master Budge was a member of the fraternity (which, 
indeed, 1 knew, having been out with his people once or twice, as 
I have told, to my shame). “ Perhaps there were oilier people of 
my acquaintance who belonged to the same society!" the Doctor 
said drily. ‘Mice up, Daisy! There were other people of my 
acquaintance, who were to be found at Winchelsea as well as at 
Bye. Your precious one eyed enemy is in it ; so, I have no doubt, 
is Monsieur le Chevalier do la Motto ; so is—can you guess the 
name of any one lies ides, Denny 1” 

“ Yes, sir,” I said sadly ; I knew my own grandfather was 
engaged in that traflic. “But if if others are, 1 promise you, on 
my honour, I never will embark in it," I added. 

“ 'Twill lie more dangerous now than it has been. There will 
be obstacles to crossing the Channel which the contraband gentle¬ 
men have not known for some time past. Have you not heard 
the news ! ” 

“What news!" Indeed I had thought of none but my own 
affairs. A post had come in that very evening from London, 
bringing intelligence of no little importance even to poor me, as it 
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turned out. And the news was that His Majesty the King, having 
been informed that a treaty of amity and eonuneree had been 
signed between the Court of Franee and certain persons employed 
by His Majesty's revolted subjects in North America, K has judged 
it necessary to send orders to his Ambassador to withdraw from the 
French Court, . . . and relying with the firmest confidence upon 
the zealous and affectionate support of his faithful people, he is 
determined to prepare to exert, if it should be necessary, all the 
forces and resources of his kingdoms, which he trusts will be 
adequate to repel every insult and attack, and to maintain and 
uphold the power and reputation of this country. 

So as I was coming out of live court-house, thinking ot nothing 
but my enemies, and my trials, and my triumphs, post boys were 
galloping all over the land to announce that we were at war with 
Franee. One of them, as we made our way home, clattered past 
us with his twanging horn, crying his news of war with Franee. 
As we wound along the plain, we could see the French lights across 
the Channel. My life has lasted for fifty years since then, and 
scarcely ever since, but for very very brief intervals, lias that bale¬ 
ful war-light ceased to burn. 

The messenger who bore this important news arrived after we 
left live, but riding at a much quicker pace than that which our 
Doctor's nag practised, overlook us ere we had reached our own town 
of Winehclsca. All our town was alive u ith the news in ball an hour: 
and in the market-place, the public-houses, and from house to house, 
people assembled and talked. So we were at war again with our 
neighbours across the Channel, as well as with our rebellious 
children in America: and the rebellious children were having the 
better of the parent at this time. We boys at I’oeoeks had fought 
the war stoutly and with great elation at first. Over our maps we 
had pursued the rebels, and beaten them in repeated encounters. 
We routed them on bong Island. We conquered them at brandy- 
wine. We vanquished them gloriously at bunkers Hill. We 
marched triumphantly into Philadelphia with Howe. We were 
quite bewildered when we had to surrender with Oeneral burgoyne 
at Saratoga; being, somehow, not acem-tomed to hear of bliti-h 
armies surrendering, and british valour being beat. We had a 
half-holiday for Long Island,’' says Tom Parrot, sitting next to me 
in school. “I suppose we shall be flogged all round for Saratoga.” 
As for those Frenchmen, we knew of their treason for a long time 
past, mid were gathering up wrath against them. /’roh stunt, 
Frenchmen, it was agreed, were of a dillerent sort ; and I think the 
banished Huguenots of France have not been unworthy subjects of 
our new sovereign. 
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There was one dear little Frenchwoman in Winchclsea who I 
own was a sad rebel. When Mrs. Barnard, talking about the war, 
turned round to Agnes and said, “ Agnes, my child, on wlmt side 
are you?” Mademoiselle de Barr blushed very red, and said, “I am 
a French girl, and I am of the side of iny country. Vive la France ! 
vive le Itoi ! ” 

“Oli, Agnes 1 oh, you perverted, ungrateful, little, little 
monster!” cries Mrs. Barnard, beginning to weep. 

But the Doctor, far from being angry, smiled and looked 
pleased; and making Agnes a mock reverence, lie said, “Made¬ 
moiselle de Saverne, I think a little Frenchwoman should bo for 
France ; and here is the tray, and we won’t fight until after supper.” 
And as In; spoke that night the prayer appointed by his Church for 
the time of war —prayed that we might be armed with His defence 
who is the only Diver of all victory -I thought I never heard the 
good man’s voice more touching and solemn. 

When this daily and nightly ceremony was performed at the 
Rectory, a certain little person who belonged to the Roman Catholic 
faith used to sit aloof, her spiritual instructors forbid;ling her to 
take part, in our English worship. When it was over, and the 
Doctor’s household had withdrawn, Miss Agnes had a flushed, 
almost angry face. 

“But what am 1 to do, Aunt Barnard!” said the little rebel. 
“ It I pray for you, I prav that my country may be conquered, and 
that you may be saved and delivered out of our bauds.” 

“ No, faith, my child, 1 think we will not call upon thee for 
Amen,” says the Doctor, patting her check. 

“ 1 don't know why you should wish to prevail over my 
country,” whimpers the little maid. “ t am sure 1 won’t pray that 
any harm may happen to you, and Aunt Barnard, and Denny— 
never, never!’’ And in a passion of tears she buried her bead 
against, the. breast of the good man, and we were all not a little 
moved. 

Hand in band we two young ones walked from the Rectory to 
the I’riorv House, which was only too near. 1 paused ere I rang 
at the bell, still holding her wistful little band in mine. 

“ You will never be my enemy, Denny, will you?’’she said, 
looking up. 

My dear. 1 faltered out, " I will love you for ever and ever ! ” 

L thought of the infant whom I brought home in my arms from the 
sea-shore, and once more my dearest maiden was held in them, and 
my heart throbbed with an exquisite bliss. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

1 ESTER IllS MAJESTY'S XA f'V 

I PROMISE you there was no doubt or hesitation next Sunday 
regarding our good Rector’s opinions. Ever since the war with 
America began, lie had, to the best ot his power, exhorted his 
people to be loyal, and testified to the authority ot ( a'sar. “Mai, 
he taught, “is not altogether an evil ; and ordained ot Heaven, as 
our illnesses and fevers doubtless are, for our good. It teaches 
obedience and content men t under privations: it lortilles courage; 
it tests loyalty ; it gives occasion for showing mercitulness ot heart ; 
moderation in victory : endurance and cheerfulness under deteat. 
The brave who do battle victoriously in their country's cause leave 
a legacy of honour to their children. We English ot the picsent, 
day are the letter for ( They, and Agincourt, and Elenheim. I do 
not grudge the Scots their day ot Bannockburn, noi the 1 lentil 

their" Fontcnoy. Such valour proves the manhood of nut.. 

When we have. eoni|Uered the American rebellion, as 1 have no 
doubt we shall do, I trust it will be found that these rebellious 
children of ours have comported themselves in a manner becoming 
our English race, that thev have been hardy and resolute, merciful 
and moderate. In that Declaration .if War against France which 
has just reached us, and which interests all England, and the men 
of tliis coast espeeiallv, l have no more doubt m my mind that the 
right is on our side, than I have that t,»ueen Elizabeth had a right, 
to resist the Spanish Armada. In an hour ot almost e.|iial peiil, 1 
pray wc mav show the same watchfulness, constancy, and valour: 
bracing ourselves to do the duty before us, and leaving the issue to 

the Diver of all Victory.” 1 , 1,1 

Ere he left the pulpit, our good Rector announced that lie 
would call a meeting for next market-day in our Town Hall—n 
mootin'' of gentry, farmers, and seafaring men, to devise means tor 
the defence of our coast and harbours. The French might lie upon 
us any day ; and all our people were in a buzz of excitement, 
Volunteers and Fencibles patrolling our shores, and fishermen s 
glasses for ever on the look-out towards the opposite coast. 

We had a great meeting in the Town Hull, and of the speakers 
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it was who should he most loyal to King and country. Subscrip¬ 
tions for a Defence Fund were straightway set afoot. It was 
determined the Cinque Port towns should' raise a regiment of 
Feneibles. In Winchelsea alone the gentry and chief tradesmen 
agreed to raise a troop of volunteer horse to patrol along the shore 
and communicate with depots of the regular military formed at 
Dover, Hastings, and Deal. The fishermen were enrolled to serve 
as coast and look-out men. From Margate to Folkestone the coast 
was watched and patrolled : and privateers were equipped and sent 
to sea from many of the ports along our line. On the French shore 
we heard of similar warlike preparations. The fishermen on either 
coast did not harm each other as yet, though presently they ton 
fell to blows: and I have sad reason to know that a certain 
ancestor of mine did not altogether leave off his relations with his 
French friends. 

However, at the meeting in the Town Hall, (Grandfather came 
forward with a subscription and a long speech. He said that he 
and his co-religionists and countrymen of France had now for near 
a century experienced British hospitality and freedom ; that when 
driven from home by Papist persecution, they had found protection 
here, and that now was the time for French Protestants to show 
that they were grateful and faithful subjects of King (ieorge. 
(Grandfather's speech was very warmly received; that old man had 
lungs, and a knack of speaking, which never failed him. He could 
spin out sentences by the yard, as I knew, who had heard hint 
expound for half-hours together with that droning voice which bad 
long ceased (Heaven help me!) to carry conviction to the heart of 
grandfather's graceless grandson. 

When he hud done, Mr. (Ieorge Weston, of the Priory, spoke, 
and with a good spirit too. (lie and nn/ dan- friend Mr. doe were 
both present, and seated with the gentlefolk and magistrates at the 
raised end of the hall.) Mr. (ieorge said that as Mr. Duval had 
spoken for the French Protestants, he, for his part, could vouch for 
the loyalty of another body of men, the Roman Catholics of England. 
In the hour of danger he trusted that he and his brethren were as 
good subjects as any Protestant in the realm. And as a trifling 
test of his loyalty—though he believed his neighbour Duval was a 
richer man than himself ((Grandfather shrieked a “No, no ! ” and 
there was a roar of laughter in the hall)—he offered as a con¬ 
tribution to a defence fund to lay down two guineas for Mr. 
Duval’s one ! 

" 1 will give my guinea, I am sure,” says Grandfather, very 
meekly, “and may that poor man’s mite be accepted and useful 

“ One guinea ! ” roars Weston ; “ I will give a hundred guineas ! ” 
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“ And I another hundred,” says his brother. “ We will show, 
as Roman Catholic gentry of England, that we are not inferior in 
loyalty to our Protestant brethren.” 

“ Put my fazer-in-law Peter Duval down for one ’ondred guinea ! ” 
rails out my mother, in her deep voire. “ Put me down for twenty- 
fife guinea, and my son Denis for twenty-fife guinea 1 We have 
eaten of English bread, and we are grateful, and we sing with all 
our hearts, God save King George!” 

Mother’s speech was received with great applause. Farmers, 
gentry, shopkeepers, rich and poor, crowded forward to offer their 
subscription. Before the meeting broke up, a very handsome sum 
was promised for the arming and equipment of the Winchelsea 
Fencibles- and old Colonel Evans, who had been present- at Minden 
and Fontenoy, and young Mr. Barlow, who had lost a leg at Brandy¬ 
wine, said that they would superintend the drilling of the Winchel¬ 
sea Fencibles, until such time as His Majesty should send officers 
of his own to command the corps, It was agreed that everybody 
spoke and acted with public spirit. “ Bet the French laud ! ’ was 
our cry. “The men of Rye, the min of Winchelsea, the men of 
Hastings, will have a guard of honour to receive them on the 
shore!” 

That the French intended to try and land was an opinion pretty 
general amongst us, especially when llis Majesty s proclamation 
came, announcing the great naval and military armaments which 
the enemy was preparing. We had crrlmii cumm u incut outs with 
Boulogne, Calais, and Dunkirk still, and our fishing boats sometimes 
went as far as Ostend. Our informants brought us lull news of all 
that was going on in those ports ; of the troops assembled there, 
and Royal French ships and privateers fitted out. I was not much 
surprised one night to find our old Boulogne ally Bidois smoking 
his pipe with Grandfather in the kitchen, and regaling himself with 
a glass of his own brandy, which I know had not paid unto ( a-sai 
Ca'sar’s due. The pigeons on the hill were making their journeys 
still. Once, when I went up to visit Farmer I’errcau, I found 
Monsieur dc la Mottc and a companion of his sending off one of 
these birds, and La Motte’s friend said sulkily, in German, “What 
does the little Sjutz/tith^ do here ? ’ “ f ersteht vielleieht I teutsi h, 

murmured La Mottc hurriedly, and turned round to me with a 
grin of welcome, and asked news of Grandfather and my mother. 

This ally of the Chevalier's was a Lieutenant Liitterloh, who 
had served in America in one of the Hessian regiments on our side, 
and who was now pretty often in Winchelsea, wheie he talked 
magnificently about war and his own achievements, both on the 
Continent and in our American provinces. He lived near Canter- 
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bury as I heard. I guessed, of course, that he was one of the 
“ Mackerel ” party, and engaged in smuggling, like La Motte, the 
Westons, and my graceless old grandfather and his ally, Mr. Rudge, 
of Rye. I shall have presently to tell how bitterly Monsieur do la 
Motte had afterwards to rue his acquaintance with this German. 

Knowing the Chevalier’s intimacy with the gentlemen connected 
with the Mackerel fishery, I had little cause to be surprised at 
seeing him and the German captain together; though a circumstance 
now arose, which might have induced me to suppose him engaged in 
practices yet more lawless and dangerous than smuggling. I was 
walking up to the hill—must I let. slip the whole truth, madame, 
in my memoirs? Well, it never did or will hurt anybody; and, as 
it only concerns you and me, may be told without fear. I frequently, 

I say, walked up the hill to look at these pigeons, for a certain 
young person was a great lover of pigeons too, and occasionally 
would come to see Farmer Pcrreau’s columbarium. Did I love the 
sight of this dear white dove more than any other? Did it come 
sometimes lluttering to my heart ? Ah ! the old blood throbs there 
with the mere recollection. I feel—shall wo say how many years 
younger, my dear l In line, those little walks to the pigeon-house 
are among the sweetest of all our stores of memories. 

I was coming away, then, once from this house of billing and 
cooing, when I chanced to espy an old schoolmate, Thomas Measom 
by name, who was exceedingly proud of his new uniform as a private 
of our regiment of Winehelsea Fencibles, was never tired of wearing 
it, and always walked out witli his firelock over his shoulder. As 
I came up to Tom, he had just discharged his piece, and hit his 
bird too. One of Farmer Perreau’s pigeons lay dead at Tom’s feet 
—one of the carrier pigeons, and the young fellow was rather seared 
at what he had done, especially when he saw a little piece ot paper 
tied under the wing of the slain bird. 

He could not read the message, which was written in our German 
handwriting, and was only in three lines, which l was better able 
to decipher than Tom. I supposed at first that the message had to 
do with the smuggling business, in which so many of our friends 
were engaged, and Measom walked off rather hurriedly, being by no 
means anxious to fall into the farmer's hands, who would be but ill 
pleased at having one of his birds killed. 

I put the paper in my pocket, not telling Tom what I thought 
about the matter: but 1 did have a thought, and determined to 
converse with my dear Doctor Barnard regarding it. I asked to 
see him at the Rectory, and there read to him the contents of the 
paper which the poor messenger was bearing when Tom's ball brought 
him down. 
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My good Doctor was not a little excited and pleased when I 
interpreted the pigeon’s message to him, and especially praised me 
tor my reticence with Tom upon the subject. “ It may be a mare’s 
nest we have discovered, Penny, my boy,” says the Doctor ; *• it 
may be a matter of importance. I will see Colonel Evans on this 
subject to-night.” We went off to Mr. Evans’s lodgings : he was 
the old officer who had fought under the Duke of Cumberland, and 
was, like the Doctor, a justice of peace for our county. I translated 
for the Colonel the paper, which was to the following effect 

[Left blank by Mr. Thackeray.) 

Mr. Evans looked at a paper before him, containing an authorised 
list of the troops at the various Cinque I’ort stations, and found the 
poor pigeon’s information quite correct. “ V as this the Chevalier’s 
writing?” the gentleman asked. No, 1 did not think it was 
Monsieur do la Motte’s bandwriting. Then 1 mentioned the other 
Centum in whose company 1 had seen Monsieur de la Motte : the 
Monsieur Liitterloh whom Mr. Evans said he knew quite well. 
"If Liitterloh is engaged in the business,” said Mr. Evans, “we 
shall know more about it and lie whispered something to Doctor 
Barnard. Meanwhile he praised me exceedingly for my caution, 
enjoined me to say nothing regarding the matter, and to tell my 
comrade to hold his tongue. 

As for Tom Mcusom he was less cautious, Tom talked about 
his adventures to one or two cronies : and to his parents, who were 
tradesmen like my own. ’t hey occupied a snug house in V inchelsoa, 
with a garden and a good paddock, due day their horse was found 
dead in the stable. Another day their cow burst and died. Then- 
used to be strange acts of revenge perpetrated in those days ; and 
farmers, tradesmen, or gentry, who rendered themselves obnoxious 
to certain /«irti>s, bad often to rue the enmity which they pro¬ 
voked. That my unhappy old grandfather was, and remained in 
the smugglers’ league, I tear is a fact which I cant deny or palliate. 
He’paid a heavy penalty to lie sure, but my narrative is not advanced 
far enough to allow of my telling bow the old man was visited for 
his sins. 

There came to visit our Vineholsea magistrates Captain Pearson, 
of the Serapis frigate, then in the Downs; and I remembered 
this gentleman, having seen him tit the house of my kind patron, 
Sir Peter Denis, in London. Mr. Pear-on also recollected me as 
the little boy who had shot the highwayman ; and was much 
interested when lie heard of the carrier pigeon, and the news which 
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he bore. It appeared that lie, as well as Colonel Evans, was 
acquainted with Mr. Liitterloh. “You arc a good lad,” the 
Captain said; “but we know,” said the Captain, “all the news 
those birds carry.” 

All this time our whole coast was alarmed, and hourly expectant 
of a French invasion. The French ileet was said to outnumber 
ours in the Channel : the French army, we knew, was enormously 
superior to our own. I can remember the terror and the excite, 
incut; the panic of some, the braggart behaviour of others; and 
especially I recall the way in which our church was cleared one 
Sunday, by a rumour which ran through the pews, that the French 
were actually lauded. How the people rushed away from the 
building, and some of them whom I remember the loudest amongst 
the braggarts, and singing their “Come if you dare!” Mother 
and I in our pew, and Captain Pearson in the Rector’s, were the 
only people who sat out the sermon, of which Doctor Barnard 
would not abridge a line, and which, I own, I thought was ex¬ 
tremely tantalising and provoking. He gave the blessing with 
more than ordinary slowness and solemnity ; and had to open his 
own pulpit-door and stalk down the steps without, the accompani¬ 
ment of his usual escort, the clerk, who had skipped out of his 
desk, and run away like the rest of the congregation. Doctor 
Barnard had me home to dinner at the Rectory; my good mother 
being much too shrewd to be jealous of this kindness shown to 
me and not to her. When she waited upon Mrs. Barnard with 
her basket of lares and perfumeries, Mother stood as became her 
station as a tradeswoman. “ For thee, my son, 'tis different,’’ she 
said. “ l will have thee lie a gentleman.'’ And faith, F hope I 
have done the best of my humble endeavour to fulfil the good 
lady’s wish. 

The war, the probable descent of the French, and the means 
of resisting the invasion, of course formed the subject of the gentle 
men’s eonversatiou ; and though I did not understand all that 
passed, 1 was made to comprehend subsequently, and may as well 
mention facts here which only came to lie explained to me later. 
The pigeons took over certain information to France, in return for 
that which they brought. Bv these and other messengers our 
(lovernment was kept quite well instructed as to the designs and 
preparations of the enemy, and I remember bow it was stated that 
His Majesty had occult correspondents of his own in France, whose 
information was of surprising accuracy. Master Liitterloh dabbled 
in the information line. He had been a soldier in America, a 
recruiting-crimp here, and I know not what besides : but the in¬ 
formation he gave was given under the authority of his employers, 
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to whom in return he communicated the information he received 
from France. The worthy gentleman was, in fact, a spy by trade ; 
and though he was not born to be hanged, came by an awful pay¬ 
ment for his treachery, as I shall have to tell in due time. As 
tor Monsieur do la Motte, the gentlemen were inclined to think 
that his occupation was smuggling, not treason, and in that business 
the Chevalier was allied with scores, nay hundreds, of people round 
about him. One I knew, my pious grandpapa : other two lived 
at .the Priory, and I could count many more oxen in our small 
town, namely, all the Mackerel men to whom I had been sent on 
the night of poor Madame tie Savernc’s funeral. 

Captain Pearson shook me by the hand very warmly alien I 
rose to go home, and I saw, by the way in which the good Doctor 
regarded me, that lie was meditating some special kindness in mv 
behalf. It came very soon, and at a moment when I was plunged 
in the very distnulest depths of despair. My dear little Agnes, 
though a boarder at the house of (hose odious \\ eslous, had leave 
given to her to visit .Mrs. ]laniard ; and that kind lady never failed 
to give rue some signal by which I knew that my little sweetheart 
"'as at the Rectory. One day the message would be, “The Rector 
wants back his volume of the * Arabian Nights,' and Iicnis hud 
better bring it.” Another time, my dearest Mrs. llarnard would 
write oil a ran], “You may eonie to ten, if you have done your 
mathematics well,” or “You may have a French lesson, and so 
forth—and there, sure enough, would be lav sweet, little tutoress. 
How old, niy dear, was .Juliet when she and young (’apidet began 
their loves! My sweetheart had not done playing with dolls when 
our little passion began to bud : and the sweet talisman of innocence 
I wore in my heart, li.ith never left me through life, and shielded 
me from many a temptation. 

Shall I make a clean breast of ir ! We young hypocrites used 
to write each other little notes, and pop them in certain cunning 
corners known to us two. Juliet used to \xiite in a great round 
hand in French ; Romeo replied, I daresay, with doubtful spelling. 

We had devised sundry ipieer receptacles where our letters lay 
jioste rcstantr. There was the china pot pourri jar on the Japan 
cabinet in the drawing-room. There, into the midst of the roses 
and spices, two running young people used to thrust their hands, 
and stir about spice and rose-leaves, until they lighted upon a little 
bit of folded paper more fragrant and precious than all your (lowers 
and cloves. Then in the hull we had a famous post-other, namely, 
the barrel of the great blunderbuss over the mantelpiece; from which 
hung a ticket on which “loaded” was written, only I knew better, 
having helped Martin, the Doctor's man, to clean the gun. Then 
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in the churchynrd under the wing of the left eherub on Sir Jasper 
Hilling’s tomb, there was a certain hole in which we put little scraps 
of paper written in a cipher devised by ourselves, and on these 
scraps of paper we wrote: -well, can you guess what? We wrote 
the old song which young people have sung ever since singing began. 
We wrote “Amo, amas,” in our childish handwriting. Ah! 
thanks be to Heaven, though the hands tremble a little now, they 
write the words still ! My dear, the last time I was in Winehelsea, 

1 went and looked at Sir Jasper’s tomb, and at the hole under 
the cherub’s wing ; there was only a little mould and moss there. 
Mrs. Halliard found and read one or more of these letters, as the 
dear lady told me afterwards, but there was no harm in them ; and 
when the Doctor put on his i/rand se'rinit.i• (as to be sure he had a 
right to do), and was for giving the culprits a scolding, his wife 
reminded him of a time when lie was captain of Harrow school, 
and found time to write other exercises than Greek and Latin to a 
young lady who lived in the village. Of these matters, I say, she 
told me in later days ; in all days, after our acquaintance began, 
she was my truest friend and protectress. 

Hut this dearest and happiest season of my life (for so I think 
it, though 1 am at this moment luippv, most happy, and thankful) 
was to come to an abrupt ending, and poor lluinpty Dumpty having 
climbed the wall of bliss, was to have a great and sudden fall, 
which, for a while, perfectly crushed and bewildered him. I have 
said what harm came to my companion Tom Measom, for meddling 
in Monsieur Liitterloh's affairs and talking of them. Now there 
were two who knew Meinhcrr's secret, Tom Measom, namely, and 
Denis Duval; and though Denis held his tongue about the matter, 
except in conversing with the Hector and < ’aptain Pearson, Liitterluh 
came to know that I had read and explained the pigeon-despatch of 
which Measom had shot the bearer ; and, indeed, it was Captain 
Pearson himself, with whom the German had sundry private deal¬ 
ings, who was Liitterloh’s informer. Liitterloh's rage, and that of 
his accomplice, against me, when they learned the unlucky part I 
had had in the discovery, were still greater than their wrath against 
Measom. The Chevalier do la Motto, who had once been neutral, 
and even kind to me, was confirmed in a steady hatred against me, 
and hold me as an enemy whom he was determined to get out of 
his way. And lienee came that catastrophe which precipitated 
llumpty Dumpty Duval, Esquire, olf the wall from which lie was 
gazing at his beloved, as she disported in her garden below. 

One evening—shall I ever forget that evening? It was 
Friday. [Left Wank Ly Mr. Thackeray] —after mv little maiden had 
been taking tea with Mrs. Barnard, I had leave to escort her 
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to her home at Mr. Weston's at the Priory, which is not a hundred 
cards from the Rectory door. All the evening the company had 
been talking about battle and danger, and invasion, and the war 
news from France and America ; and my little maiden sat silent, 
with her great eyes looking at one speaker, and another, and 
stitching at her sampler. At length the clock tolled the hour of 
nine, when Miss Agnes must return to her guardian. I had the 
honour to serve as her escort, and would have wished the journey 
to be ten times as long as that brief one between the two houses. 
“Good-night, Agnes!” “Good-night, Denis! On Sunday 1 shall 
see you ! ” We whisper one little minute under the stars ; the 
little hand lingers in mine with a soft pressure; we hear the 
servants’ footsteps over the marble lloor within, and 1 am gone. 
Somehow, at night and at morning, at lessons and play, I was 
always thinking about this little maid. 

“ 1 shall see you on Sunday," and this was Friday ! Even 
that interval seemed long to me. Little did either ot us know 
what a. long separation was before u>s, and what strange changes, 
dangers, adventures, [ was to undergo ere I again should press 
that dearest hand. 

The gate closed on her, and I walked away by the church wall, 
and towards my own home. 1 was thinking ot that happy, that 
unforgotten night of my childhood, when I had been the means ot 
reselling the dearest little maiden from an awful death : how, since 
then, I had cherished her with my love of love ; and w hat a blessing 
she had been to my young lile. For many years she was its only 
eheercr and companion. At home I had food and shelter, and, 
from Mother at least, kindness, hut no society : it was not until 
f became a familiar of the good Doctor's roof that. 1 knew friend 
ship and kind companionship. W hat gratitude ought I not to 
feel for a boon so precious as there was conferred on me ? Ah, 
1 vowed, I prayed, that I might make myself worthy of such 
friends ; and so was sauntering homewards, lost in these happy 
thoughts, when when something occurred which at once decided 
the whole course of my after-life. 

This something was a blow with a bludgeon across my ear and 
temple which sent me to the ground utterly insensible. I remember 
half-a-dozen men darkling in an alley by which I had to pass, then 
a scuttle and an oath or two, and a voice er\ing, Gi\e it him, 
curse him ! " and then I was down on the pavement as ilat anil 
lifeless as the Hags on which I lay. When I woke up, I was 
almost blinded with blood ; I was in a eoveied cart with a few 
more groaning wretches i and when I uttered a moan, a brutal 
voice growled out with many oaths an instant order to be silent, 
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or my head should be broken again. I woke up in a ghastly pain 
and perplexity, but presently fainted once more. When I awoke 
again to a half-consciousness I felt myself being lifted from the 
cart and carried, and then Hung into the bows of a boat, where I 
suppose I was joined by the rest of the dismal cart’s company. 
Then some one came and washed my bleeding head with salt-water 
(which made it throb and ache very cruelly). Then the man, 
whispering, “ I’m a friend,” bound my forehead tight with a 
handkerchief, and the boat pulled out to a brig that was lying 
as near to land as she could come, and the same man who had 
struck and sworn at me would have stabbed me as I reeled up 
the side, but that my friend interposed in my behalf. It was Tom 
Hookham, to whose family I had given the three guineas, and who 
assuredly saved my life on that day, for the villain who attempted 
it afterwards confessed that he intended to do me an injury. I 
was thrust into the forepeak with three or four more maimed and 
groaning wretches, and, the wind serving, the lugger made for her 
destination, whatever that might be. What a horrid night of fever 
and pain it was. I remember I fancied I was carrying Agnes out 
of the water ; I called out her name repeatedly, as Tom Hookham 
informed me, who came with a lantern and looked at us poor 
wretches huddled in our shed. Tom brought me more water, and 
ill pain and fever I slept through a wretched night. 

In the morning our tender came up with a frigate that was 
lying oft'a town, and I was carried up the ship’s side on Hookham’.* 
arm. The Captain’s boat happened to pull from shore at the very 
same time, and the Captain and his friends, and our wretched party 
of pressed men with their captors, thus stood face to face. My 
wonder and delight were not a little aroused when I saw the 
Captain was no other than my dear Rector’s friend, Captain 
Pearson. My face was bound up, and so pale and bloody as to 
be scarcely recognisable. “ So, my man,” he said, rather sternly, 
“ you have been for lighting, have you ! This comes of resisting 
men employed on his Majesty’s service.” 

“ I never resisted,” I said : “ I was struck from behind, Captain 
Pearson.” 

The Captain looked at me with a haughty surprised air. In¬ 
deed a more disreputable-looking lad he scarcely could sec. After 
a moment he said, “ Why, bless my soul, is it you, my boy ? Is 
it young Duval ! ” 

Yes, sir," I said ; and whether from emotion, or fever, or loss 
of blood and weakness, I felt my brain going again, and once more 
fainted and fell. 

When I came to myself, I found myself in a berth in the 
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Serapis, where there happened to he but one other patient. I 
had had fever and delirium for a day, during which it appears I 
was constantly calling out, “Agnes, Agnes !" and offering to shoot 
highwaymen. A very kind surgeon’s mate had charge of me, and 
showed me much more attention than a poor wounded lad could 
have had a right to expect in my wretched humiliating position. 
On the fifth day I was well again, though still very weak and pale ; 
but not too weak to be unable to go to the Captain when he seut 
for me to his cabin. My friend the surgeon's mate showed me 
tiie way. 

Captain Pearson was writing at his table, but sent away bis 
secretary, and when the latter was gone shook hands with me very 
kindly, and talked unreservedly about the strange accident which 
had brought me on board bis ship. Ilis ollicer had information, he 
said, “and I had information,” the Captain went on to say, “that 
some very good seamen of what we called the Mackerel party were 
to be taken at a public-house in Winchelsca,” and his ollicer netted 
a half-dozen of them there, “ who will be much bettor employed” 
(says Captain Pearson) “ in serving the King in one of his 
Majesty’s vessels, than in cheating him on hoard their own. You 
were a stray fish that was caught along with the rest. I know 
your story. I have talked it over with our good friends at the 
Rectory. For a young fellow, you have managed to make yourself 
some queer enemies in your native town ; and you are best out of 
it. On the night when I first saw you, I promised our friends to 
take you as a first-class volunteer. In due time you will pass your 
examination, and be rated as a midshipman. Stay--your mother 
is in Deal. You can go ashore, and she will fit you out. Here 
are letters for you. I wrote to I tool or Parnard as soon as I found 
who you were.” 

With this, I took leave of my good patron and captain, and 
ran off to read my two letters. One, from Mrs. Parnard and the 
Doctor conjointly, told how alarmed they had been at my being lost., 
until Captain Pearson wrote to say how I hud been found. The 
letter from my good mother informed me, in her rough way, how 
she was waiting at the “Pine Anchor Inn” in ileal, and would 
have come to me : but my new eomradi s would laugh at a rough 
old woman coming off in a shore boat to look after her boy. It 
was better that I should go to her at Deal, where I should be fitted 
out ill a way becoming an officer in his Majesty's service. To 
Deal accordingly I went by the next boat; the good-natured 
surgeon’s mate, who had attended me and taken a fancy to me, 
lending me a clean shirt, and covering the wound on my head 
neatly, so that it was scarcely seen under my black hair. “ Le 
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pauvre cher enfant! commc il cst pale ! ” How my mother's eyes 
kindled with kindness as she saw me! The,good soul insisted on 
dressing my hair with tier own hands, and tied it in a smart queue 
with a black ribbon. Then she took me off to a tailor in the town, 
and provided me with an outfit a lord’s son might have brought 
on board. My uniforms were ready in a very short time. Twenty- 
four hours after they were ordered Mr. Levy brought them to our 
inn, and I had the pleasure of putting them on; and walked on 
the Parade, with my hat cocked, my hanger by my side, and 
Mother on my arm. Though I was perfectly well pleased with 
myself, [ think she was the prouder of the two. To one or two 
tradesmen and their wives, whom she knew, she gave a most digni¬ 
fied nod of recognition this day; but passed on without speaking, 
as if she would have them understand that they ought to keep 
their distance when she was in such fine company. “ When I am 
in the shop, I am in the shop, and my customers’ very humhle 
servant,” said she ; “but when I am walking on Deal Parade with 
thee, I am walking with a young gentleman in His Majesty’s navy. 
And Heaven has blessed ns of late, my child, and thou slialt have 
the means of making as good a figure as any young officer in the 
service.” And she put such a great heavy purse of guineas into my 
pocket, that I wondered at her bounty. “ Remember, my son,” 
added she, “ thou art a gentleman now. Always respect yourself. 
Tradespeople are no company for thee. For me ’tis different. I 
am but a poor hairdresser and shopkeeper.” We supped together 
at the “ Anchor,” and talked about home, that was but two days 
olf, and vet so distant. She never once mentioned my little maiden 
to me, nor did l somehow dare to allude to her. Mother had pre¬ 
pared a nice bedroom for me at the inn, to which she made me 
retire early, as 1 was still weak and faint after my fever : and when 
T was in my bed she came and knelt down by it, and with tears 
rolling down her furrowed face, offered up a prayer in her native 
Herman language, that He who had been pleased to succour me 
from perils hitherto, would guard me for the future, and watch over 
me in the voyage of life which was now about to begin. Now, 
as it is drawing to its close, I look back at it with an immense 
awe and thankfulness, for the strange dangers from which I have 
escaped, the great blessings 1 have enjoyed. 

1 wrote a long letter to Mrs. Barnard, narrating my adventures 
as cheerfully as l could, though, truth to sav, when I thought of 
home and a little Someone there, a large tear or two blotted my 
paper, but I had reason to be grateful for the kindness I had 
received, and was not a little elated at being actually a gentleman, 
and in a fair way to be an officer in His Majesty’s navy. 
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As I was strutting on the Mall, on the second day of my visit 
to Deal, what should I see hut my dear Doctor Barnard’s well- 
known post-chaise ne&ring us from the Dover Road. The Doctor 
and his wife looked with a smiling surprise at my altered appear¬ 
ance ; and as they stepped out of their chaise at the inn, the good 
lady fairly put her arms round me, and gave me a kiss. Mother, 
from her room, saw the embrace, I suppose. “ Thou hast found 
good friends there, Denis, my son,” she said, with sadness in her 
deep voice. “ 'Tis well. They can befriend thee better than 1 
can. Now thou art well, I may depart in peace. When thou art 
ill, the old mother will come to thee, and will bless thee always, 
my son.” She insisted upon setting out on her return homewards 
that afternoon. She had friends at IIythe, Folkestone, anil Dover 
(as I knew well), and would put up with one or other of them. 
She had before packed my new chest with wonderful neatness. 
Whatever her feelings might be at our parting, she showed no signs 
of tears or sorrow, but mounted her little chaise in the inn yard, 
and, without looking back, drove away on her solitary journey. 
The landlord of the “ Anchor” and his wife bade her farewell, very 
cordially and respectfully. They asked me, would I not step into 
the bar and take a glass of wine or spirits 1 1 have said that I 

never drank either ; and suspect that my mother furnished my host 
with some of these stores out of those fishing-boats of which she 
was owner. “ If I had an only sou, and such a good looking one,” 
Mrs. Boniface was pleased to sav (can 1, after such a fine compli¬ 
ment, bo so ungrateful as to forget her name 1) “ If 1 had an only 

son, and eottld leave him as well oil' as Mrs. Duval can leave you, 
/ wouldn’t send him to sea in war time, that I wouldn’t.” “ And 
though you don't drink any wine, some of vonr friends on board 
may,” my landlord added, “and they are always welcome at the 
‘Blue Anchor.’” This was not the first time I had heard that, my 
mother was rich. “ If she lie. so,” I said to my host, “indeed it is 
more than I know.” On which lie and his wife both commended 
me for my caution ; adding with a knowing smile, “We know more 
than we tell, Mr. Duval. Have you ever heard of Mr. Weston 1 
Have you ever heard of Monsieur do la Motte ? We know where 

Boulogne is, and Ost-” “ Hush, wife ! ” here breaks in my 

landlord. “If the Captain don't wish to talk, why should he! 
There is the bell ringing from the ‘ Benbow ’ and your dinner going 
up to the Doctor, Mr. Duval.” It was indeed as lie said, and 1 sat 
down in the company of my good friends, bringing a fine appetite to 
their table. 

The Doctor on his arrival had sent a messenger to his friend 
Captain Pearson, and whilst we were at our meal, the Captain 
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arrived in his own boat from the ship, and insisted that Doctor 
and Mrs. Barnard should take their dessert in his cabin on board. 
This procured Mr. Denis Duval the honour of an invitation, and 
I and my new sea-chest were accommodated in the boat and taken 
to the frigate. My box was consigned to the gunner’s cabin, where 
my hammock was now slung. After sitting a short time at Mr. 
Pearson’s table, a brother-midshipman gave me a hint to withdraw, 
and I made the acquaintance of mv comrades, of whom there were 
about a dozen on board the Serapis. Though only a volunteer, 
I was taller and older than many of the midshipmen. They knew 
who I was, of course—the son of a shopkeeper at Winchelsea. 
Then, and afterwards, I had my share of rough jokes, you may 
be sure ; but I took them with good-liumour ; and I had to fight 
my way as I had learned to do at school before. There is no 
need to put down here the number of black eyes and bloody noses 
which I received and delivered. I am sure I bore but little 
malice : and, thank Heaven, never wronged a man so much as to 
be obliged to hate him afterwards. Certain men there were who 
hated me : but they are gone, and I am here, with a pretty clear 
conscience, Heaven be praised ; and little the worse for their 
enmity. 

Tin' first lieutenant of our ship, Mr. Page, was related to Mrs. 
Barnard, and this kind lady gave him such a character of her very 
grateful humble servant, and narrated my adventures to him so 
pathetically, that Mr. Page took me into his special favour, and 
interested some of my messmates in my behalf. The story of 
the highwayman caused endless talk and jokes against me, which 
I took in good part, and 1 established my footing among my 
messmates by adopting the plan I had followed at school, and 
taking an early opportunity to tight a well-know n bruiser amongst 
our company of midshipmen. You must know they called me 
“ Soapsuds,’' “ Powderpulf,” and like names, in consequence; of my 
grandfathers known trade of hairdresser ; and one of my comrades 
bantering me one day, cried, “ I say, Soapsuds, where was it 
you hit the highwayman?" ‘‘There!" said I, and gave him a 
clean left-handed blow on his nose, which must have caused him 
to see a hundred blue lights. I know about five minutes after¬ 
wards he gave me just such another blow ; and we fought it out 
and were good friends ever after. Wliat is this? Did I not vow 
as I was writing the last page yesterday that I would not say 
a word about my prowess at fisticuffs ! You see we are ever 
making promises to be good, and forgetting them. I suppose other 
people can say as much. 

Before leaving the ship my kind friends once more desired to 
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sec me, and Mrs. Barnard, putting her finger to her lip, took out 
from her pocket a little packet, which she placed in my hand. I 
thought she was givirig me money, and felt somehow disappointed 
at being so treated by her. But when she was gone to shore I 
opened the parcel, and found a locket there, and a little curl 
of glossy black hair. Can you guess whose ! Along with the 
locket was a letter in French, in a large girlish hand, in which 
the writer said, that night and day she prayed for her dear Denis. 
And where, think you, the locket is now ? where it has been for 
forty-two years, and where it will remain when a faithful heart that 
beats under it hath ceased to throb. 

At gunfire our friends took leave of the frigate, little knowing 
the fate that was in store for many on board her. In three weeks 
from that day what a change! The glorious misfortune which 
befell us is written in the annals of our country. 

On the very evening whilst Captain l’earson was entertaining 
his friends from AYinehelsoa, he received orders to sail for Hull, and 
place himself under the command of 11 le Admiral there. From the 
Humber we presently were despatched northward to Scarborough. 
There had been not a little excitement along the whole northern 
coast for some time past, in consequence of the appearance of some 
American privateers, who had ransacked a Scottish nobleman’s 
castle, and levied contributions from a Cumberland seaport town. 
As wo were close in with Scarborough a boat came off with letters 
from the magistrates of that place, amiouncing that this squadron 
had actually been seen oil' the coast. The commodore of this 
wandering piratical expedition was known to be a rebel Scotchman ; 
who fought with a rope round his neck to be sure. No doubt 
many of us youngsters vapoured about the courage with which we 
would engage him, and made certain, if we could only meet with 
him, of seeing him hang from his own yard-ana. It was JJiis 
alitcr visum, as we used to say at Poeoek s : and it was we threw 
deuemee too. Traitor, if you will, was Monsieur John Paul Jones, 
afterwards knight of llis Most Christian Majesty’s Order o| Merit ; 
but a braver traitor never wore sword. 

AYe had been sent for in order to protect a fleet of merchantmen 
that were bound to the Baltic, and were to sail under the convoy of 
our ship and the. (,'rmni<'s& oj Sc<ir/mrov<jh, commanded by Captain 
Piercv. And thus it came about, that, after being twenty-five days 
in His Majesty's service, 1 had the fortune to 1« present at one of 
the most severe and desperate combats that has been fought in our 
or any time. 

I shall not attempt to tell that story of the battle of the 2.‘ird 
September, which ended in our glorious Captain striking Ids own 
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T HE readers of tlie Cornhill Mai/azine have now read the last 
line written by William Makepeace Thackeray. The story 
breaks off as his life ended—full of vigour, and blooming 
with new promise like the apple-trees in this month of May :* the 
only difference between the work and the life is this, that the last 
chapters of tin; one have their little pathetical gaps and breaks 
of unfinished effort, the last chapters of the other were fulfilled and 
complete. But the life may he left alone ; while as for the gaps 
and breaks in his last pages, nothing that we can write is likely 
to add to their significance. There they are; and the reader’s 
mind has already fallen into them, with sensations not to be 
improved by the ordinary commentator. If Mr. Thackeray him¬ 
self could do it, that would be another thing. Preacher lie called 
himself in some of the lloundahont discourses in which his softer 
spirit is always to be heard, but he never had a text after his own 
mind so much as these last broken chapters would give him noir. 
There is the date of a certain Friday to be tilled in, and Time is 
no more. Is it vmj presumptuous to imagine the Roundabout 
that Mr. Thackeray would write upon this imlinished work of 
his, if he could come back to do it f We do not think it is, or 
very difficult cither. What Carlyle calls the divine gilt ol speed) 
was so largely his, especially in his maturcr years, that lie made 
(dear in what lie dhl say pretty much what he would say about 
anything that engaged his thought; and we have only to imagine 
a discourse “On the Two Women at the Mill, ’+ to read oil' upon 
our minds the sense of what Mr. Thackeray alone could have found 
language for. 

Vain are these speculation' or are they vain { Not it we try 
to think what he would think of his broken labour.-, con-idcrmg 

* The last number of "Denis Duval” appeip-d in the (’..rnhill Mwrnine 
of June 1804. 

f “Two women shall he grinding at the mill, one ‘■hall he taken and lho 
other left.” 
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that one of these days our labours must be broken too. Still, there 
is not much to be said about it: and we pass ,on to the real business 
in hand, which is to show as well as we may what “ Denis Duval ” 
would have been had its author lived to complete his work. Frag¬ 
mentary as it is, the story must always be of considerable impor¬ 
tance, because it will stand as a warning to imperfect critics never 
to be in haste to cry of any intellect, “His vein is worked out: 
there is nothing left in him but the echoes of emptiness.” The 
decriers were never of any importance, yet there is more than satis¬ 
faction, there is something like triumph in the mind of every honest 
man of letters when he sees, and knows everybody must see, how a 
genius which was sometimes said to have been guilty of passing 
behind a cloud toward the evening of his day, came out to shine 
with new .splendour before the day was done. “Denis Duval” is 
unfinished, but it ends that question. The fiery genius that blazed 
over the city in “ Vanity Fair,” and passed on to a ripe afternoon 
in “ Esmond,” is not a whit less great, it is only broader, more 
soft,, more mellow and kindly, as it sinks too suddenly in “Denis 
Duval.” 

This is said to introduce the settlement of another too hasty 
notion which we believe to have been pretty generally accepted : 
namely, that Mr. Thackeray took little pains in the construction of 
his works. The truth is, that he very industriously did take pains. 
We find that out when we inquire, for the benefit of the readers of 
his Magazine, whether there is anything to tell of his designs for 
“Denis Duval.” The answer comes in the form of'many most 
careful notes, and memoranda of inquiry into minute matters of 
detail to make the story true. How many young novelists are 
there who ha re.n’t much genius to fall back upon, who yet, if they 
desired to set their hero down in Winchelsea a hundred years ago 
for instance, would take the trouble to learn how the town was 
built, and what gate led to Kye (if the hero happened to have any 
dealings with that plane), and who were its local magnates, and 
how it was governed ? .\nd yet this is what Mr. Thackeray did, 
though his investigation added not twenty lines to the story and 
no “interest" whatever: it was simply so much conscientious 
effort to keep as near truth in feigning as lie could. That Winchel¬ 
sea had throe gates, “Newgate on S.W., Landgate on N.E., Strand- 
gate (tend in ;/ t<> Hj/e) on S. K. ; ” that “ the government was vested 
in a mayor and twelve jurats, jointly ; " that “ it sends canopy- 
bearers on occasion of a coronation,” &r. &c. &e., all is duly 
entered in a note-hook with reference to authorities. And so about 
the refugees at live, and the French Reformed Church there : 
nothing is written that history cannot vouch for. The neat and 
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orderly way in which the notes are set down is also remarkable. 
Each has its heading, as thus:— 

“Refugees at R>/c .—At Rye is a small settlement of French 
refugees, who are for the most part fishermen, and have a minister 
of their own. 

“ French Reformed Church. - Wherever there is a sufficient 
number of faithful there is a church. The pastor is admitted to 
his office by the provincial synod, or the colloquy, provided it lie 
composed of seven pastors at least. Pastors are seconded in their 
duties by laymen, who take the title of Ancients, Elders, and 
Deacons precentors. The union of Pastors, Deacons, and Elders 
forms a consistory.” 

Of course there is no considerable merit in care like this, hut 
it is a merit which the author of “ Denis Duval” is not popularly 
credited with, and therefore it may as well be set down to him. 
Besides, it may serve as an example to fledgeling geniuses of what 
he thought necessary to the perfection of his work. 

But the chief interest of these notes and memoranda lies in 
the outlook they give us upon the conduct of the story. It. is not 
desirable to print them all ; indeed to do so would be to copy a 
long list of mere references to books, magazines, and journals, where 
such byway bits of illustration are, to be found as lit Mr. Thackeray’s 
mind to so vivid an insight into manners anil character. Still, we 
are anxious to give the reader as complete an idea of the atory 
as we can. 

First, here is a characteristic, letter, in which Mr. I hackeray 
sketches his plot for the information of his publisher: 

“ JIv t>ea n >S-, 1 was born in the year ldil, at Min 

chclsea, where my father was a grocer ami dork of the church. 
Everybody in the place was a good deal connected with smuggling. 

“There used to come to our house a very noble I'reach gentle¬ 
man, called the Count tut t..v Mottk, and with him a (<erman, 
the B.\l:oN I>K LCttkhi.oii. My father used to take packages to 
Ostend and Calais for these two gentlemen, and perhaps T went to 
Paris once anil saw the French queen. 

“The squire of our town was Squint: \\ kston ol the Priory, 
who, with his brother, kept one of the gcnteclest houses in the 
country. He was churchwarden of our church, and much re¬ 
spected. Yes, but if you read the Annual Itei/istcr ol 17^1, you 
will find that on the llfth .Tidy the sheriffs attended at the low tit 
OF London to receive custody of a De la Motte, a prisoner charged 
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with high treason. The fact is, this Alsatian nobleman being in 
difficulties in his own country (where he had 4 commanded the Regi¬ 
ment Soubise), came to London, and under pretence of sending 
prints to France and Ostend, supplied the French Ministers with 
accounts of the movements of the English fleets and troops. His 
go-between was Lutterloh, a Brunswicker, who had been a crimping 
agent, then a servant, who was a spy of France and Mr. Franklin, 
and who turned King’s evidence on La Motto, and hanged him. 

“This Lutterloh, who had been a crimping-agent for German 
troops during the American war, then a servant in London during 
the Gordon riots, then an agent for a spy, then a spy over a spy, I 
suspect to have been a consummate scoundrel, and doubly odious 
from speaking English with a German accent. 

“ What if he wanted to marry that cjiaumim: ciihi., who lived 
wih Mr. Weston at Winchclsea? Ha! I see a mystery here. 

“ What if this scoundrel, going to receive his pay from the 
English Admiral, with whom he was in communication at Ports¬ 
mouth, happened to go on board the Royal, (leonje the day she 
went down ? 

“As for George and Joseph Weston, of the Priory, I am sorry 
to say they were rascals too. They were tried for robbing the 
Bristol mail in 1780 ; and being acquitted for want of evidence 
were tried immediately after on another indictment for forgery 
Joseph was acquitted, but George was capitally convicted. But 
this did not help poor Joseph. Before their trials, they and some 
others broke out of Newgate, and Joseph tired at, and wounded, 
a porter who tried to stop him, on Snow Hill. For this lie was 
tried and found guilty on the Black Act, and hung along with his 
brother. 

“ Now, if I was an innocent participator in I.)e la Motte’s 
treasons, and the Westons’ forgeries and robberies, what pretty 
scrapes l must have been ill ! 

“ I married the young woman, whom the brutal Liitterloh would 
have had for himself, and lived happy ever after.” 

Here, it will lie scon, the general idea is very roughly sketched, 
and the sketch was not in all its parts carried out. Another letter, 
never sent to its destination, gives a somewhat later account of 
1 >enis - 


“ My grandfather's name was Duval ; he was a barber and 
perruquier by trade, and elder of the French Protestant church 
at Winchclsea. I was sent to board with his correspondent, a 
Methodist grocer, at Rye. 
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“These two kept a fishing-boat, but the fish they caught was 
many and many a barrel of Nantz brandy, which we landed--never 
mind where —at a place to us well known, in the innocence of my 
heart, I—a child—got leave to go out fishing. We used to go out 
at night and meet ships from the French coast. 

“ I learned to seuttlo a marlinspike, 
reef a lee-scupper, 
keelhaul a bowsprit 

as well as the best of them. How well I remember the jabbering 
of the Frenchmen the first night as they handed the kegs over to 
us ! One night we were tired into by Ilis .Majesty’s revenue cutter 
Lynx. I asked what those balls were tizzing in the water, ike. 

“ I wouldn’t go mi with the smuggling ; being converted bv Mr. 
Wesley, who came to preach to us at Eye but that is neither here 
nor there. . . 


In these letters neither “my mother "nor the Count dc iSaverne 
and his unhappy wife appear: while Agnes exists only as “that 
charming girl.” Count dc la Motte, the Haron dc Lutterloh, and 
the Westons, seem to have figured foremost in the author's mind : 
they are historical characters. In the first, letter, we are referred 
to the Annual Neyistcr for the story of Dc la .Motte and Cutterloh : 
and this is what we read there — 

“ Januar;/ f>, 17*1. -A gentleman was taken into custody for 
treasonable practices, named Henry Francis de la Motte, which lie 
bore with the title of baron annexed to it. He lias resided in 
Bond Street, at a Mr. Utley's, a woollen draper, lor some time. 

“When he was going upstairs at the Secretary of State's office, 
in Cleveland Row, he dropped several pa pel's on the staircase, which 
were immediately discovered by the messenger, and carried in with 
him to Lord Hillsborough. After his examination, lie was com¬ 
mitted a close prisoner for high treason to the Tower. The papers 
taken from him are reported to be of the highest importance. 
Among them are particular lists of every ship of force in any of 
our yards and docks, &c. &e. 

“In consequence of the above papers being found, Henry 
Lutterloh, Esquire, of Wickham, near l’ortsmouth, was afterwards 
apprehended and brought to town. The messengers found Mr. 
Liitterloh ready booted to go a hunting. When lie understood 
their business, he did not discover the least embarrassment, but 
delivered his keys with the utmost readiness. . . . Mr. Liitterloh 
is a German, and had lately taken a house at Wickham, within a 
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few miles of Portsmouth; and as he kept a pack of hounds, ami 
was considered as a good companion, he was, well received by the 
gentlemen in the neighbourhood. 

“July 14, 1781.—Mr. Liitterloh’s testimony was of so serious 
a nature, that the court seemed in a state of astonishment during 
the whole of his long examination. He said that he embarked 
in a plot with the prisoner in the year 1778, to furnish the French 
Court with secret intelligence of the Navy ; for which, at first, he 
received only eight guineas a month ; the importance of his in¬ 
formation appeared, however, so clear to the prisoner, that he 
shortly after allowed him fifty guineas a month, besides many 
valuable gifts ; that, upon any emergency, he came post to towu 
to Monsieur do la Motto, but common occurrences relative to their 
treaty, he sent by the post. He identified the. papers found in his 
garden, and the seals, he said, were Monsieur de la Motto’s, and 
well known in France. He had been to Paris bv direction of the 
prisoner, and was closeted with Monsieur Sartine, the French 
Minister. He had formed a plan for capturing Governor John¬ 
stone’s squadron, for which lie demanded 8000 guineas, and a third 
share of the ships, to be divided amongst the prisoner, himself, 
and his friend in a certain otliee, but the French Court would not 
agree to yielding more than an eighth share of the squadron. 
After agreeing to enable the French to take the commodore, he 
went to Sir Hugh Palliser, and ottered a plan to take the French, 
and to defeat his original project with which he had furnished the 
French Court. 

“The trial lasted for thirteen hours, when the jury, after a 
short deliberation, pronounced the prisoner guilty, when sentence 
was immediately passed upon him ; the prisoner received the awful 
doom (he was condemned to be hanged, drawn, and quartered) 
with great composure, but inveighed against Mr. Liitterloh in 
warm terms. . . . His behaviour throughout the whole of this 
trying scene exhibited a combination of manliness, steadiness, and 
presence of mind. He appeared at the same time polite, conde¬ 
scending, and unaffected, and, we presume, could never have stood 
so firm and collected at so awful a moment, if, when he felt him¬ 
self fully convicted as a traitor to the State which gave him pro¬ 
tection, lie had not, however mistakenly, felt a conscious innocence 
within his own breast that he had devoted his life to the service of 
his country. 

“ M. tie la Motto was about rive feet ten inches in height, fifty 
years of age, and of a comely countenance ; his deportment was 
exceedingly genteel, and his eye was expressive of strong penetra- 
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tion. He wore a white cloth coat, and a linen waistcoat worked in 
tambour .”—A nnual Jlepixter, vol. xxiv. p. 181. 

It is not improbable that from tins narrative of a trial for 
high treason in 1781 the whole story radiated. Those are the 
very men whom we have seen in Thackeray's pages : and it is 
a fine test of his insight and power to compare them as they lie 
embalmed in the Annual Rajistn \ and as they breathe again in 
“ Denis Duval.” * The part they were to have played in the 
story is already intelligible, all but the way in which they were 
to have confused the lives of Denis and his love, “‘At least, 
Duval,’ Do la Motto said to me when I shook hands with him 
and with all my heart forgave him, ‘mad and reckless as I have 
been and fatal to all whom I loved, I have never allowed the child 
to want, and have supported her in comfort when 1 myself was 
almost without a meal. ” What was the injury which Denis 
forgave with all his heart ? Fatal to all whom lie loved, there 
are evidences that De la Motto was to have urged Liittcrloh's 
pretensions to Agnes : whose story at this period we find inscribed 
in the note-book in one word—‘‘lleiiriette Iphigcnia." For Agnes 
was christened lleiiriette originally, and Denis was called Blaise. 

As for Monsieur Liittcrloh, “that consummate scoundrel, and 
doubly odious from speaking English with a (let-man accent”— 
having hanged De la Motto, while confessing that he had made a 
solemn engagement with him never to betray each other, and then 
immediately laying a wager that De la Motte irnu/i/ be hanged, 
having broken open a secretaire, and distinguished himself in various 
other ways- he seems to have gone to Winohelsea, where it was 
easy for him to threaten or cajole the Westons into trying to force 
Agnes into Iris arms. She was living with these people, and we 
know how they discountenanced her faithful affection for Denis. 
Overwrought by the importunities of Liittcrloh and the Westons, 
she escaped to Doctor Barnard for protection ; and soon unexpected 

* Among the notes there is a little chronological table of event* ns they 
occur— 

“ Blaise, horn 17GR. 

Henrietto »ie Barr was horn in 1700-7. 

Her father went to Corsica. 08. 

Mother tied, ‘08. 

Father killed at B., ’GO. 

Mother died, '7<t- 

Blaise turned out, 79. 

Henrietto I«£cy*i'ta, Si. 

Ln Motto’s catastrophe, *>*2. 

Rodney’s action, 82.” 

2 N 


12 
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help arrived. The De ViumesniLs, her mother’s relations, became 
suddenly convinced of the innocence of the. Countess. Perhaps 
(and when we say perhaps, we repeat such hints of his plans as 
Mr. Thackeray uttered in conversation at his fireside) they knew of 
certain heritages to which Agnes would he entitled were her mother 
absolved : at any rate, they had reasons of their own for claiming 
her at this opportune moment—as they did. Agnes takes Doctor 
Barnard’s advice and goes off to these prosperous relations, who, 
having neglected her so long, desire her so much. Perhaps Denis 
was thinking of the sad hour when he came home, long years after¬ 
wards, to find his sweetheart gone, when he wrote :—O Agnes, 
Agnes! how the years roll away! What strange events have 
befallen us ; what passionate griefs have we had to suffer ; what a 
merciful Heaven has protected us, since that day when your father 
knelt over the little cot in which his child lay sleeping ! ” 

At the time she goes home to France, Denis is far away fighting 
on board the Arethusa, under his old captain, Sir Richard Pearson, 
who commanded the Sera/nx in the action with Paul Jones. Denis 
was wounded early in this fight, in which Pearson had to strike his 
own colours, almost every man on board being killed or hurt. Of 
Pearson’s career, which Denis must have followed in after days, there 
is more than one memorandum in Mr. Thackeray’s note-book:— 

“Seraph, R. Pearson. ‘ Beatson’s Memoirs.’ 

“Gentleman* Magazine, 41), pp. 484. Account of action with 
Paul Jones, 1771*. 

“ Gentleman's Magazine, 502, pp. 84. Pearson knighted, 1780. 

“Commanded the Arethum off Ushant, ( ‘ Field of Mars,’ 

1781, in Kempenfeldt's action. j art. Ushant.” 

Anil then follows the question — 

“ Qy. How did Pearson get away from Paul Jones 1 ” 

But before that is answered we will quote the “story of the 
disaster ” as Sir Richard tells it, “in words nobler than any I could 
supply ; ” and, indeed, Mr. Thackeray seems to have thought much 
of the letter to the Admiralty Office, and to have found Pearson’s 
character in it. 

After some preliminary fighting 

“We dropt alongside of each other, head and stern, when the 
fluke of our spare anchor hooking his quarter, we became so close, 
fore and aft, that the muzzles of our guns touched each other’s 
sides. In this position we engaged from half-past eight till half- 
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past ten ; during which time, from the great quantity and variety 
of combustible, mattes which they threw in upon our docks, chains, 
and, in short, every part of the ship, we were on fire no less than 
ten or twelve times in different, parts of the ship, and it was with 
the greatest difficulty and exertion imaginable at times, that we 
were able to get. it extinguished. At the same time the largest, of 
the two frigates kept sailing round us the whole action and raking 
us fore and aft, by which means she killed or wounded almost every 
man on the quarter and main decks. 

“About half-past nine, a cartridge of powder was set on fire, 
which, running from cartridge to cartridge all the way aft, blew up 
the whole of the people and officers that were quartered abaft the 
mainmast. ... At ten o’clock they called for quarter from tlm 
ship alongside ; hearing this, I called for the hoarders and ordered 
them to board her, which they did ; but the moment they were on 
board her they discovered a superior number laying under cover 
with pikes in their hands ready to receive them ; our people re¬ 
treated instantly into our own ship, and returned to their guns (ill 
past ten, when the frigate coming across our stern and pouring her 
broadside into us again, without our being able to bring a gun to 
boar on her, I found it. in vain, and, in short, impracticable, from 
the situation we were in, to stand out any longer with the least, 
prospect of success. I therefore Struck. Our mainmast, at the 
same time went by the board. . . . 

“ I am extremely sorry for the misfortune that has happened 
that of losing His Majesty's ship 1 had the honour to command ; 
but at the same time, T flatter myself with the hopes that, their 
Lordships will be convinced that she has not been given away, but, 
that on the contrary every exertion lias been used to defend her.” 

’flic Sent/a'. s and the f 'oint/> ss of Sea I'/itiroiitfh, after drifting 
about in the North Sea, were brought, into the Te.xel by Paul Jones; 
when Sir Joseph Yorke, our ambassador at the Hague, memorialised 
their High Mightinesses the States-fleneral of the Low < 'ountries, 
requesting that these, prizes might be given up. Their High Mighti¬ 
nesses refused to interfere. 

Of course the late of the Sn-a/o’s was Denis's fate: and the 
question also is, how did he get away from Paul Jones I A note 
written immediately after the query suggests a hairbreadth escape 
for him after a double imprisonment. 

“Some sailors are lately arrived from Amsterdam on hoard the 
Lii’titia , Captain March. They were taken out of the hold of a 
Dutch East Indiaman by the captain ot the hnijsion. privateer, 
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who, having lost some of his people, gained some information of 
their fate from a music-girl, and had spirit enough to board the 
ship and search her. The poor wretches were all chained down in 
the hold, and but for this would have been carried to perpetual 
slavery.” (luntlcman's Mar/azine, 50, pp. 101. 

Do we see how truth and fiction were to have been married 
here’ Suppose that Denis Duval, escaping from one imprisonment 
in Holland, fell into the snares of Dutch East Indiamen, or was 
kidnapped with the men of the Kiiu/ston privateer ? Denis chained 
down in the hold, thinking one moment of Agues and the garden 
wall which alone was too much to separate them, and at the next 
moment of how he was now to be carried to perpetual slavery, 
beyond hope. And then the music-girl ; and the cheer of the 
Kinystoitk men as they burst into the hold and set the prisoners 
free. It is easy to imagine what those chapters would have been 
like. 

At liberty, Denis was still kept at sea, where he did not rise to 
t he heroic in a day, but progressed through all the commonplace duties 
of a young seaman’s life, which we find noted down accordingly :— 

“He must serve two years on board before lie can be rated 
midshipman. Such volunteers are mostly put under the care of 
the gunner, who eaters for them ; and are permitted to walk the 
quarter-deck and wear the uniform from tlie beginning. When 
fifteen, and rated midshipmen, they form a mess with the mates. 
When examined for their commissions they are expected to know 
everything relative to navigation and seamanship, are strictly ex¬ 
amined in the different sailings, working tides, days’ works, and 
double-altitudes —and are expected to give some account of the 
dilferent methods of finding the longitudes by a time-keeper and 
the lunar observations. In practical seamanship they must show 
hmv to conduct a ship from one place to another under every dis¬ 
advantage of wind, tide, Ac. After this, the candidate obtains a 
certificate from the captain, ami hi# commission when he can get it.” 

Another note describes a personage whose aci|uaintanee we have 
missed : — 

“ A seaman of the old school, whose hand was more familiar 
with the tar-brush than with Hadley's quadrant, who laid peeped 
into the mysteries of navigation as laid down by .J. Hamilton 
Moore, and who acquired an idea of the rattletraps and rigging of a 
ship through the famous illustrations which adorn the pages of 
Darcy Lever." 
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Denis was a seaman in stirring times. “ The year of which wo 
treat,” says the Anqval PerjisUr for 1779. “ presented the n.ost 
awful appearance of public aifairs wliieh perhaps this country had 
beheld for many ages ;'" and Duval hud part in more than one of 
the startling events which succeeded each other so rapidly in the 
wars with France and America and Spain. He was destined to 
come into contact with Major Andrd, whose fate excited extraordinary 
sympathy at the time : Washington is said to have shed teats when 
he signed his death-warrant. It was on the find of October 17W> 
that this young officer was executed. A year later, and Denis was 
to witness the trial and execution of one whom he knew better and 
was more deeply interested in. Do hi Mode. The com age and 
nobleness with which he met his tide moved the sympathy of Duval, 
whom he had injured, as well as of most of those who saw him die. 
Denis has written concerning him:—“Except my kind namesake, 
the captain and admiral, this was the first </i tillnmm I ever met in 
intimacy, a gentleman with many a stain, nay, crime to reproach 
him, but not all lust, I hope and pray. I own to having a kindly 
feeling towards that fatal man.” 

Liitterloh’s time had not yet come ; but besides that we tind 
liim disposed of with the lini/a/ firun/e in the first «m«>tcd letter, 
an entry in the note book unites the fate of the bad man with that 
of the good ship.* 

Meanwhile, the memorandum “ Kodney'x action, 17S“,” indicates 
that Duval was to take part in our victory over the French lleet 
commanded by the Count do Grasse, who was himself captured with 
the Yillc tie Paris and four other ships. “Dr- Grasse with his 
suite landed cm Soutlisea Common, Portsmouth. They were con¬ 
ducted in carriages to the * .George,’ where a most sumptuous dinner 
had been procured for the Count and his suite, by Vice-Admiral Sir 
Deter Parkes, who entertained him and his officers at bis own 
expense.” Here also w as something for Denis to sec i and in this 
same autumn came on the trial of the two Westons, when Denis 
was to he the means—unconsciously—of bringing his old enemy, 
.Joseph Weston, to punishment. There are two notes to this effect. 

“ 1782-3. Jo. Weston, always savage against Liaise, fires on 
him in Cheapside. 

“ The Mark Art is 9 George II. e. g. The preamble soys: 

• Whereas several ill designing and disorderly persons have as-ociated 
themselves under the name of Iilaeks. and entered into confederacies 

* Contemporary accounts of the foundering of ti.<- /.’<r/«/ (Itoryc represent 
her crowded with people from the shore W«- have won how Luttorloh v.a* 
among these, having come on board to receive the j• r i- e of hi; treason. 
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to support and assist one another in stealing and destroying deer, 
robbing warrens and fish-ponds.’ ... It then goes on to enact that 
‘ if any person or persons shall wilfully or maliciously shoot at any 
person in any dwelling-house or other place, he shall suffer death as 
in cases of felony without benefit of the clergy.’” 

A Joseph Weston was actually found guilty under the Black 
Act, of firing at and wounding a man on Snow Hill, and was hanged 
with his brother. Mr. Thackeray's note-book refers him to “The 
Westons in 'Session Papers’ 17X2, pp. 403, 470, 473;” to the 
Gentleman’s Mtujaiine, 17X2; to “Genuine Memoirs of George and 
Joseph Weston, 17X2 and Xotes and Queries, Series I. vol. x* 

The next notes (in order of time) concern a certain very dis¬ 
interested action of Duval’s :— 

“ Deal Riots, 1783. 

“ Dkau. Here has been a great scene of confusion, by a party 
of Golonel Douglas’s Light. Dragoons, sixty in number, who entered 
the town in the dead of the night in aid to the excise officers, in 
order to break open the stores and make seizures : but the smugglers, 
who are never unprepared, having taken the alarm, mustered 
together, and a most desperate battle ensued." 

Now old Duval, the perruquier, as we know, belonged to the 
great. Mackerel party, or smuggling conspiracy, which extended all 
along the coast. ; and frequent allusion has been made to his secret, 
stores, and to the profits id’ his so-called tishini/ expeditions, 
kemembering what, has been written of this gentleman, we can 
easily imagine the falsehoods, tears, lying asseverations of poverty 
and innocence which old Duval must, have uttered on the terrible 
night when the excise officers visited him. But his exclamations 
were to no purpose, for it is a fact that when Denis saw what was 
going on he burst, out with the truth, and though he knew it was 
his own inheritance he was giving up, he led the officers right away 
to the hoards they were seeking. 

His conduct on this occasion Denis has already referred to 
where he says ; -“ There were matters connected with this story 

* Those notes also appear in the same connection :— 

“ Horst'Stoilvr*. — One Saunders was committed to Oxford tfaol for horse* 
stealing, who appears to have belonged to a jjrang. part of whom stole horses 
in the north counties, and the other part in the south, and about the midland 
counties thev used to moot and exchange. —Octttkmnn's A fa<jaziw\ 3D, 165. 

“1783. C-tfutal Convictions.—At the Spring Assizes, 1783, 110 prisoners 
received sentence of Death.” 
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regarding which I could not speak. . . . Now they are secrets no 
more. That old society of smugglers is dissolved long ago : nay, 
I shall have to tell presently how I helped myself to break it up.” 
And therewith all old Duval's earnings, all Denis’s fortune that was 
to be, vanished; but of course Denis prospered in his profession, 
and had no need of unlawful gains.* 

But very sad times intervened between Denis and prosperity. 
He was to be taken prisoner by the French, and to fret many long 
years away in one of their arsenals. At last the Devolution broke 
out, and he may have been given up, or thanks to his foreign 
tongue and extraction — found means to escape. Perhaps he went 
in search of Agnes, whom we know he never forgot, and whose 
great relations were now in trouble ; for the Devolution which treed 
him was terrible to “aristocrats.” 

This is nearly all the record we have of this part of Denis's life, 
and of the life which Agnes led while she was away bum him. 
But perhaps it was at this time that Duval saw Marie Antoinette : t 
perhaps he found Agnes, and helped to get her away : or had Agnes 
already escaped to England, and was it in the old familiar haunts. 
Farmer Perreau’s Cohtmhitriuin, where the pigeons wire that 
Agnes loved ; the Dectory garden basking in the autumn evening; 
the old wall and the pear-tree behind it; the plain from whence 
they could see the French lights across the t 'hanncl ; the little 
twinkling window in a gable of the Priory house, where the light 
used to lie popped out at nine o'clock that Denis and Agnes lirst 
met after their long separation ? 

However that may have been, we come presently upon a note 
of “a tailor contracts to supply three superfine suits for.€11, 11s. 

I {(hurt leer and / hill>/ Add rtistr) ; " and also ut a villa tit Bccken 
ham, with “ four parlours, eight bedrooms, stables, two acres of 
garden, and fourteen acres of meadow, let lor .£'70 a year, which 
may have been the house the young people lirst lived in after they 

* Notices of Sussex smuggling (says ttie note-book) arc to t.e found ii. lot. x 
of .S'l/ssex ArchfKo!ir/iraf GotUrUnni, fill, fit. ffoft'ienoo ! a!-o made to the 

Grntl email's Muinzirc, vot. viii. pp. 2 f' 2 , 17ft. 

f The following memoranda appear in the note-hook : 

“Marie Antoinette was born on the ‘2nd November !7 ; >n, and her saints 
day is the FfrrlR DBS Miners. 

“in the Corsican expedition the Legion de Lorraine was under the Laron 
de Viomesnil. He emigrated at the eommonrement of the In volution, took 
an active part, in the Army of Comh . and in the emigration, returned with 
Louis XVIII., followed him to (land, and was made marshal and peer of 
Franco after ’15. 

“Another Vi. went with Kucharnheau to America in 17SH.’ 
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were married. Later, they moved to Fareport, where, as we r< 
the admiral is weighed along with his own. pig. But he can. 
have given up the service for many years after his marriage, for . 
writes : —“ T’other day, when we took over the King of France 
Calais (H.R.H. the Duke of Clarence being in command), I must 
needs have a post-chaise from Dover to look at that old window in 
the Priory-house at Winehelsea. I went through the old wars, 
despairs, tragedies. I sighed as vehemently after forty years as 
though the infandi dolores were fresh upon me, as though I were 
the schoolboy trudging back to his task and taking a last look at 
his dearest joy.” 

“ And who, pray, was Agnes 1 ” lie writes elsewhere. “ To-day 
her name is Agnes Duval, and she sits at her work-table hard by. 
The lot of my life has been changed by knowing her—to win such 
a prize in life’s lottery has been given but to very few. What I 
have done—of any worth—has been done by trying to deserve 
her.” . . . “Monsieur mon fils ,”—-(this is to his boy)—“if ever 
you marry, and have a son, I hope the little chap will have an 
honest man for a grandfather, and that you will be able to say, ‘ I 
loved him,’ when the daisies cover me.” Once more of Agnes he 
writes : When my ink is run out, and my little tale is written, 

and yonder church that is ringing to seven o’clock prayers shall toll 
for a certain D. D., you will please, good neighbours, to remetnbei 
that 1 never loved any but yonder lady, and keep a place by Darby 
for Joan when her turn shall arrive.” 




» . 
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